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THE   HERCULES  ROD. 

Westwood's  Patent  Unbreakable  Silk  Bound  Split  Cane  Rod,  9  feet,  5  oz., 
The  Patent  Dark  Green  Silk  Binding  adds  greatly  to  its  beauty,  as  well  as  increasing  its  strength  some  fifty  per 
cent.    This  Rod  has  become  a  great  favorite  for  Trout  and  Bass  Fishing. 

Hercules  Trout  Rod,  9  feet,  5  oz.,  each   $20.00 

Hercules  Bass  Rod,  with  four  Agate  Rings,  each   25.00 

Expert  Silk  Bound,  medium  quality,  made  in  Trout  and  Bass,  each   10.00 

Rxcell.  Silk  Bound,  fair  quality,  in  Bass  or  Trout,  each   6.00 


-  - —  - 


THE  UNEQUAL  ROD. 

Westwood's  Patent  Silk  Bound  Steel  Rod,  Trout,  10  feet. 
This  Patent  Dark  Green  Silk  Binding  protects  this  rod  absolutely  against  rust,  besides  adding  greatly  to  its  strength 

and  beauty. 

Trout  Rod,  10  feet,  each   *  7.50 

Bass  Rod  5  to  9  feet  each    7.50 

Bait  Casting  Rod,  5  to  5^  i^iV^ihiiui9'<^mtM  Silver  Rings,  each   8.00 

do.  do.  with  one  Agate  End  Ring  

do.              do.             with  Agate  Butt  and  End  Ring,  each   J-J.OO 

do.              do.             with  all  Agate  Rings,  each   14.00 


THE  BLAKE  ROD. 

Highest  Grade  Split  Cane  Trout  Rod,  9  feet,  5  oz. 

Trout  Rod,  each   $16.00 

Bass  Rod,  8  feet,  each   16.00 

For  a  first  class  Rod  it  cannot  possibly  be  surpassed  and  is  in  great  demand. 

The  ALLCOCK,  LAIGHT  &  WESTWOOD  Co.  Ltd. 

MANUFACTURERS,  TORONTO 
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Fish,  Fishing  and  Fishermen 

George  R.  Belton 


I was  at  a  friend's  house  the  other 
day  and  his  son  of  twelve  came 
breaking  boisterously  into  the 
conversation  with  a  request,  nay  a 
demand,  for  four  dollars  and  a  half 
to  buy  a  fishing  rod.  And  he  got 
it  too. 

"Now  when  I  was  that  boy's 
age,"  said  my  friend,  puffing 
sententiously,  "I — "  » 

His  wife  sat  back  resignedly  with 
the  air  of  the  woman  who  is  married 
to  a  self-made  man  who  is  proud  of 
the  job.  She  expected  to  hear 
how  he  had  warmed  his  feet  on  the 
places  where  the  cows  lay  overnight 
and  so  on;  but  instead — 

"I  used  to  go  down  to  the  creek 
and  cut  a  willow  for  a  rod  and  spend 
a  cent  at  Bannings  for  a  fishhook, 
getting  a  string  thrown  in  free  from 
the  counter.  And  then — whoopee; 
off  to  the  dam  or  the  bay,  or  even 
sneak  a  boat  and  brave  the  perils  of 
a  trip  to  the  lake.  Those,  we  re  the 
days." 

Yes,  those  were  the  days.  A  shirt, 
a  pair  of  pants,  and  one  suspender 
constituted  a  fishing  garb,  same  as  for 
any  other  summer  purpose;  just  slip 
out  of  bed,  run  your  legs  through  the 
pants,  not  too  hurriedly  lest  a  toe 
catch  in  a  hole,  throw  over  the  one 
suspender,  grab  a  hat  and  you  were 
dressed  for  any  occasion;  your  "other 
clothes"  being  a  strait  jacket  for 
Sunday  and  funerals  only.  Often 
when  a  cent  was  not  obtainable  a 
bent  pin  would  do  for  a  fish  hook. 
Now  the  lad  wants  "an  outfit" — 


and  gets  it.  The  modern  boy  is 
perhaps  rightly  called  a  "kid";  his 
father  seems  to  be  the  goat  anyhow. 

There  was  more  zip  to  fishing  those 
days,  too.  Fresh  meat  did  not  come 
as  plentifully  then  to  the  ordinary 
house  as  it  does  even  in  these  days 
when  "the  war"  makes  beefsteak 
dearer  in  Winnipeg  than  in  Glasgow 
or  even  Berlin,  and  a  little  fresh  fish 
was  often  as  welcome  to  father  and 
mother  as  to  the  lad  who  caught 
them.  The  sweet  rock  bass  and  the 
perch,  the  sunfish,  and  even  the 
mud-pout  were  a  nice  dish  after  days 
and  days  of  salt  pork — or  perhaps 
corn  beef.  I  remember  once  when 
I  deserved  a  good  licking;  not  so 
hard  to  think  up  such  a  condition, 
perhaps,  but  this  was  a  special  occa- 
sion. (And,  by  the  way,  dad,  don't 
wonder  if  your  boy  does  the  things 
you  used  to  do  or  things  like  them; 
just  give  him  what  you  got;  it  fetched 
you  through  all  right).  Well,  I 
thought  I  might  as  well  be  hung  for 
a  sheep  as  a"  lamb  so  I  got  a  fishhook 
and  a  string,  cut  a  rod  at  the  river- 
bank,  slew  a  frog  for  bait  and  fished 
till  near  suppertime.  And  I  had  a 
good  string  of  fair-sized  ones  to  tote 
home  with  a  withe  through  their 
gills. 

When  I  hove  into  the  parental  view 
my  mother  looked  up  in  some  sur- 
prise. 

"Why,  Georgie,"  she  said  "where 
on  earth  did  you  get  the  nice  fish 
for  supper,"  and  she  flew  for  the  uten- 
sils for  cleaning  and  fixing  them. 
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"Your  father  will  be  pleased  to 
see  these"  she  said,  as  we  sat  down, 
"He  just  said  at  dinner  that  he  was 
tired  of  salt  meat." 

Apparently  in  the  crowd  of  an 
average  down-east  family  of  that  day 
I  had  not  been  missed  at  dinner. 
This  may  be  hooted  by  this  genera- 
tion in  which  I  am  commiserated  as 
the  father  of  two  boys  and  two  girls 
but  in  the  woods  in  the  old  days  that 
would  have  been  commiserated  in  a 
different  manner.  One  could  easily 
overlook  the  absence  of  one  child  in  a 
robust  family  of  twelve  or  fourteen 
all  possessing  the  fishing  and  field- 
roaming  propensities  of  those  care- 
free days.  I  have  met  all  of  the 
family  into  which  I  was  born  but  one 
roof  never  covered  us  all;  the  older 
ones  had  married  and  "gone  west" 
before  I  appeared. 

And  so  mother  and  I  sat  down  to 
clean  and  scale  the  finny  ones  with  the 
two  cats  and  one  kitten  purring  near 
by,  waiting  for  the  heads.  And 
the  dog  watching  also.  Ah,  rest 
after  toil  is  sweet;  and  safety  after 
danger;  and  prospects  of  fried  fish 
after  a  day's  fast. 

Those  of  us  who  have  gone  west 
have  been  disappointed  in  the  fishing. 
I  don't  mean  the  total  amount  of 
fish  caught  in  western  lakes  and 
rivers;  that  is  enormous, v  and  of 
fine  quality.  No  fish  excel  the  white- 
fish  of  Lake  Winnipeg  in  number  and 
in  eating  quality.  And  I  hope  few 
excel  them  in  price  either;  for  while 
tons  of  them  rotted  at  the  lakes  last 
winter  "for  want  of  a  market"  and 
the  fishermen  got  only  two  or  three 
cents  a  pound  there,  the  people  01 
Winnipeg  paid  sixteen  cents  for  them, 
uncleaned.  The  food  board  firmly 
declared  that  "whitefish  at  Winnipeg 
must  not  be  sold  higher  than  sixteen 
cents" — and  whitefish,  that  had  been 
till  that  week  selling  at  fourteen 
cents,  meekly  rose  to  the  occasion — 
and  stayed  there.  So  there  was  "no 
market,"  for  any  surplus;  to  ship 
down  the  surplus  would  destroy  it; 
Q.E.D.    That  reasoning  is  superb. 

But  there  is  a  lack  of  variety  in  the 
fish  in  the  west.  There  are  gold- 
eyes  in  the  Red  and  Assiniboine, 
"jackfish"  everywhere  where  there 


is  running  water,  whitefish  in  all 
large  clear  lakes,  and  mud-pout  fairly 
well  distributed;  but  these  are  about 
all  you  can  catch.  "Rivers  teeming 
with  fish"  looks  well  on  publicity 
literature  but  it  does  not  pan  out  to 
the  expectations  of  the  man  who  has 
really  fished  where  there  were  fish  to 
get.  I  have  seen  Chinamen  get  fish 
at  Saskatoon,  but  I  have  not  the 
patience  of  a  Chinaman,  thank  God. 
I  have  pulled  out  beautiful  "jackfish" 
— everything  is  a  jackfish  in  the  west, 
in  the  lakes  of  the  Riding  Mountains 
and  have  fried  them  on  a  stone  by  a 
bonfire.  But  I  never  really  fished 
in  the  west,  like  fishing  should  be 
done. 

There  is  more  sport  when  you  do 
not  know  what  you  are  going  to  pull 
up  but  are  sure  you  will  get  some- 
thing. To  feel  the  hook  safely  taken 
and  wonder  if  it  is  a  bass  or  a  perch 
or  a  mudfish  or  even  an  eel!  Some 
pretend  to  know  by  the  feel  of  the 
rod.  An  old  fellow  used  to  fish  off 
the  bank  below  the  Parliament  build- 
ings in  Ottawa.  I  never  saw  him 
catch  anything,  but  one  lazy  day  I 
went  down  and  he  got  a  "bite"  just 
as  I  arrived.  The  line  pulled  and 
swayed  steadily  and  the  old  man 
"gave  him  line"  on  approved  style 
meanwhile  proving  to  me  that  it  was 
a  black  bass  he  had  hooked;  he 
could  tell  unerringly  he  said,  and 
proved  this  by  an  astonishing  lore 
of  fish  wisdom.  Then  he  pulled  up 
the  fish — and  behold,  an  old  boot. 

Nevertheless,  I  have  had  some 
good  times  fishing  in  the  west.  I 
have  caught  a  fine  lot  of  firm,  sweet 
pickerel  in  the  lakes  of  Northern 
Manitoba  and  the  other  prairie  pro- 
vinces, and  have  fished  through  the 
ice  with  the  Indians  when  no  catch 
meant  no  dinner.  And  I  have  great- 
ly enjoyed  the  fish  fresh  pulled  out 
of  the  water;  they  lose  taste  very 
fast  in  a  few  hours — which  is  why  so 
many  people  "do  not  like  fish;" 
they  never  really  tasted  fish  as  the 
man  does  who  catches  them.  Salt 
water  fish,  by  the  way,  do  not  lose 
their  flavor  so  quickly  as  the  fresh- 
water ones.  And  I  have  enjoyed 
fishing  further  west*  Once  I  went 
out  from  Republic,  in  Washington 
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to  spear  salmon  at  a  "riffle"  in  a 
mountain  stream, 

"One  thing",  I  said,  decidedly,  to 
my  wife  and  her  sister  who  were  with 
me;  "I  won't  wet  my  feet  for  any 
fish  that  ever  grew.  It's  all  right  in 
the  movies  to  see  a  man  up  to  his 
waist  after  them — but  not  any  in 
mine,  thank  you.  Me  for  the  dry, 
bank;  safety  first. v 

Then  we  turned  a  corner  around  a 
steep  rock  and  the  rifle  burst  into 
view— behold,  the  big  fellows  were 
splashing  up  the  stream  in  a  swarm. 
With  a  whoop  like  a  Comanche  I 
grabbed  the  spear  and  ran  full  tilt 
into  the  stream  stabbing  and  striking 
here  and  there  at  the  fish  as  they 
dodged  up  the  shallow  rapids.  Mean- 
while friend  wife  and  sister  rolled  on 
the  grass  in  laughter  at  the  man  who 
would  not  wet  his  feet  for  any  fish 
that  ever  swam.  But  I  got  some 
dandies.  It  takes  some  little  skill 
to  spear  them  even  when  the  water 
seems  running  red  with  big  fellows 
but  I  got  the  spear  into  one  that  weigh- 
ed sixteen  pounds;  he  felt  like  a  good 
strong  dog  struggling  at  the  end  of 
the  spear  but  we  landed  him;  then 
some  more  too — in  fact  they  say 
it  was  a  very  successful  day. 

Oh,  well,  there  is  always  some 
discomfort  in  fishing,  same  as  in 
real  red-blooded  hunting.  It  may 
be  wet  feet  or  something  worse.  But 
that  is  part  of  the  attraction;  no  one 
enjoys  a  sport  that  is  too  easy.  Even 
the  very  danger  of  some  sorts  of  sport 
is  an  attraction.  I  remember  seeing 
some  fellows,  and  one  girl,  come  in  to 
Cedar  Key  down  where  they  have 
built  a  railroad  out  through  the  sea 
to  Key  West  below  Florida.  They 
had  a  tarpon  or  a  tuna,  I  forget  which, 
with  them  that  had  pretty  nearly 
wrecked  the  boat  and  they  had  been 
attacked  by  a  killer  whale  while 
they  were  getting  the  tarpon  in;  but 
I  never  saw  more  fully  satisfied 
sports.  They  were  going  after  the 
killer  whale  the  next  day.  Few  were 
ever  seen  there  but  they  are  fierce 
fighters — the  wolves  of  the  sea.  I 
have  never  faced  anything  like  that 
while  fishing,  but  I  would  like  to. 

And  the  mystery  of  fishing,  too. 


That  is  an  attraction.  What  lies 
beneath  the  impenetrable  depths  be- 
yond our  sight?  We  do  not  know; 
we  can  only  guess  and  wonder!  We 
know  what  lies  in  the  boat  above  and 
at  the  fire  that  night;  it  is  the  fisher- 
man himself.  Fishermen's  tales  have 
always  been  the  joke  of  truth;  per- 
haps that  saying  "Tell  it  to  the 
marines"  comes  from  the  connection. 
The  propensity  seems  to  be  a  part 
of  the  fisherman's  character;  men 
who  are  models  of  truth  in  other  ways 
are  far  from  it  when  telling  of  their 
fishing  exploits.  Perhaps  the  very 
mystery  of  fishing  helps  to  add  to  this 
characteristic.  For  mystery  there  is. 
Ever  since  we  shrank,  as  boys,  from 
the  deep  hole  in  the  Black  Bay  where 
Jack  Askins  saw  a  horrible  thing  put 
up  a  head  like  a  nigger  on  the  shoul- 
ders of  a  horse,  and  then  go  down 
showing  a  long  body  like  a  snake,  we 
have  felt  the  mystery  of  the  deep  water. 
Is  not  the  sea-serpent  merely  Jack 
Askins'  vision  enlarged?  And  what 
is  there  in  the  octopus  or  devilfish  that 
we  did  not  see  in  the  crab-fish  "as  big 
as  a  plate"  that  bit  Sam  Scobie  when 
he  played  hookey  from  Sunday- 
school  and  went  swimming? 

But,  after  all  "  'tis  a  pleasing  fear," 
as  Byron  hath  said.  The  relaxation 
is  the  thing  you  really  get  in  fishing. 
It  supplies  a  reason  to  sit  still  and 
let  your  thoughts  ramble.  And  they 
do  ramble.  Witness  this  article.  Some 
-times  I  wonder  about  it  a  litle,  too. 
If  a  fish  could  cry  out  in  its  death  agony 
as  it  flops  convulsively  on  the  bank, 
would  we  be  so  fond  of  fishing?  You 
see  in  spite  of  movie  picture  argu- 
ments we  really  are  more  affected  by 
hearing  than  sight  or  we  could  hardly 
enjoy  fishing  or  look  on  idly  while  the 
fish  gasps  out  its  life.  Imagine  a 
dog  passing  into  death  with  these 
struggles  accompanied  by  his  howl! 

No!  Don't  bother  imagining  it. 
Just  go  on  fishing  the  same  as  I 
am  doing.  Enjoy  the  little  discom- 
fort, the  mystery  and  the  sport,  and 
take  your  needed  rest  and  the  loitering 
which  only  fishing  gives  excuse  for. 
I  sort  of  wish  I  hadn't  written  the 
above  paragraph — but  perhaps  some 
who  never  thought  about  it  will 
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either  put  the  fish  out  of  pain  or  Any  how,  let  us  see  if  we  cannot 
keep  them  living  till  needed  for  the  have  a  real  boys'  time  of  it  this 
table.  summer  for  at  least  a  week's  fishing. 

Ontario's  Trio  of  Nature  Gardens 

Muskoka,  Lake  of  Bays,  Algonquin  Park 

Frank  Yeigh 


CANADA  is  a  land  of  nature 
gardens ;  of  far-flung  and  un- 
trammeled  playgrounds;  of 
regions  of  the  wild,  where  the  world 
is  unspoiled  by  the  creations  of  men, 
and  where  these  same  men  may  revel 
to  their  heart's  content  and  grow 
both  young  and  strong  again  through 
its  elixir  of  life. 

This  is  true  of  each  of  the  nine- 
linked  chain  of  provinces,  spanning 
the  continent-wide  distance  between 
oceans,  and  pre-eminently  so  of  Ont- 
ario, the  province  that  holds  within 
its  extensive  boundaries  such  de- 
lectable realms  of  rustic  attractive- 
ness as  the  Muskoka  Lakes,  the 
Lake  of  Bays  and  the  Algonquin 
Provincial  Park. 

Here  there  is  room  for  all  who  come, 
and  multitudes  more;  here  forest  and 
glen;  wooded  and  carpeted  isle  and 
clear-hearted  waterways  give  wel- 
come to  all  who  have  the  password  as 
lovers  of  the  wild  and  worshippers  at 
the  altars  of  nature;  to  all  who  love 
the  caress  of  the  wind,  the  fragrance 
of  the  flowers  and  the  odor  of  mother 
earth;  a  sky  rather  than  a  ceiling; 
stars  more  than  candles,  and  who 
make  friends  with  the  little  furry 
folks  of  the  undergrowth,  or  the 
winged  creatures  of  the  upper  air  and 
the  tree  branches. 

To  him  who  in  the  love  of  nature 
holds  communion  with  her  visible 
forms,  who  speaks  a  various  language, 
So  it  was  with  Byrant;  and  to  Long- 
fellow, 

"Nature  with  folded  hands  seemed 
there 

Kneeling  at  her  evening  prayer." 

It  is  a  striking  transition,  made  in 
a  few  hours'  railway  run  over  the 
Grand  Trunk  Railway,  from  a  city 


like  Buffalo  or  Toronto,  to  Muskoka 
Wharf,  the  gateway  to  the  Muskoka 
garden,  specially  if  it  be  a  summer 
day  when  the  sun  is  trying  to  melt 
pavements  and  wither  flowers  and 
folks.  To  pass  from  heated  city 
streets  to  the  deck  of  a  tidy  little 
steamer,  looking  spick  and  span  in 
her  dress  of  white,  and  from  the  deck 
to  drink  in  heaven-sent  draughts  of 
cooled  air,  is  to  enter  an  eldorado 
where  "Every  prospect  pleases"  and 
nothing  is  vile — not  even  man,  as 
another  poet  slanderously  asserted. 

A  water  journey  of  half  a  hundred 
miles  makes  the  rest  of  the  day  a 
rarer  one  than  even  in  leafy  June. 
Thus  the  Three  Graces — as  the  trio 
of  lakes  are  called;  Muskoka,  Ros- 
seau  and  Joseph, — constitute  a 
wonderland  of  sylvan  beauty,  a  para- 
dise of  lake  and  stream,  .  of  forest 
and  island,  making  a  maze  of  chan- 
nels that  in  turn  create  a  picture 
gallery  of  ever  increasing  charm. 

There  is  just  enough  evidence  of 
human  occupation  to  relieve  one  of 
loneliness,  though  it  is  but  a  step 
from  any  landing  to  an  Adamless 
and  Eveless.  Eden  where  the  Lucky 
Traveller  finds  himself  "in  the  heart 
of  things,"  and  "the  woods  are  round 
him  heaped  and  dim."  The  summer 
resident  has  long  since  discovered 
this  northern  retreat,  and  has  built 
the  ubiquitous  summer  cottage,  fancy 
little  houses  lining  the  winding  shores, 
most  of  them  with  their  feet  in  the 
water,  and  their  open  windows  and 
doors  and  spacious  verandahs  ad- 
vertising Muskoka  hospitality,  which 
is  a  most  choice  brand.  And,  more- 
over, where  there  are  summer  cot- 
tages there  are  also  summer  hotels, 
big  and  little,  with  all  sizes  in  be- 


tween  not  to  mention  the  tented 
homes  of  other  dwellers  of  a  day  who 
live  the  true  Bohemian  life  and  get 


"back  to'  nature"  long  enough  to  re- 
establish sanity  and  a  right  per- 
spective of  life. 
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So  thousands  annually  find  balm 
and  healing;  physical  reconstruction, 
mental  theraupy  and  spiritual  uplift 
in  this  Land  of  Little  Lakes,  as 
Kipling  happily  termed  it;  so  many 
find  heaps  of  fun,  whether  hunting 
or  fishing;  sailing  or  motor-boating, 
visiting  or  dancing,  or  just  taking  it 
easy  until,  in  the  exuberance  of  it  all, 
they  gladly  avow  the  colloquilism ; 
This  is  the  Life! 

And  it  is.  Just  try  it  and  see,  as 
I've  done  times  more  than  a  score. 
The  proof  of  the  pudding  is  still  the 
same.  The  garland  of  lakes  and  their 
guardian  legions  of  islets  little  and 
larger,  always  have  a  welcome,  just 
as  the  air  is  for  the  most  part  ozone- 
filled,  with  a  resultant  appetite  in 
keeping. 

The  same  word  is  true  of  the  Lake 
of  Bays  district.*   It  is  Muskoka- 
plus.    Another  two-hour  run,  in  a 
north-bound   train,   introduces  the 
pleasure-seeker  to  Huntsville,  and 
Huntsville  re-introduces  the  visitor  to 
a  chain  of  waterways  that  almost 
create  an  invidious  comparison  with 
even  Muskoka,  though  each  realm 
has  its  own  individuality  and  dis- 
tinction.     Fairy  Lake — Peninsula 
Lake —  Lake  of  Bays;  do  not  the 
very   place-names   allure?    What  a 
dazzling  shimmer  their  dark  waters 
carry?    What  battalions  of  white- 
tipped  waves  race  over  the  course 
when  the  wind  whistles  almost  to  a 
gale  between  lands  and  islands.  "The 
shortest  railway  line  in  the  world," 
makes  a  portage,  between  lakes,  to 
another  comfortable  craft  that  covers 
the  last  lap  of  the  journey  right  to  the 
front  door  as  it  were  of  the  famous 
Wawa  Hotel,  whose  circling  wings 
give  a  happy  impression  from  a  dis- 
tance of  extending  open  arms  of 
greeting  to  the  wayfarer. 

It  is  moreover,  a  suggested  greeting 
that  makes  good.  What  pleasant 
memories  one  carries  away  of  "comfy" 
beds,  of  good  meals,  with  good  music 
and  good-cheer;  what  exciting  games 
of  golf  on  the  excellent  nine-hole 
course,  and,  by  every  word  of  truth, 
what  fishermen's  tales  one  hears,  only 
matched  by  the  hunter's  yarns  or  the 
pioneer's  experiences  of  the  old  settler 
who  made  his  way  northward  long 


before  the  Grand  Trunk  whistled  its 
way  through  the  land  or  the  genus 
Tourist  helped  to  make  dividends 
for  shareholders. 

Here,  too,  as  in  Muskoka,  the  Lake 
of  Bays  and  all  its  sister  tarns  are 
embellished  with  islands  of  every 
conceivable  outline.  Dense  wood- 
lands clothe  most  of  them  to  the 
water's  edge,  giving  the  effect  of  a 
hill-all-green  resting  on  the  dark 
brown  waters,  and  when  the  white 
walls  and  red  roof  of  a  "cute"  little 
cottage  peek  out  from  a*  sylvan  cove, 
the  picture  is  a  perfect  one  because  of 
its  perfect  settings. 

Here,  and  hereabouts,  the  canoeist 
may  revel  in  the  song  his  paddle  sings, 
as  indeed  in  all  this  vast  net  work  of 
waterways  that  checker-board  north- 
ern Ontario.  Once  ensconced  in  the 
fragile  little  craft,  a  few  turns  of  the 
paddle  brings  to  the  happy  man  in  the 
stern  the  joy  of  the  explorer,  the 
thrill  of  seeing  a  wee  bit  of  the  world 
for  the  first  time,  of  wondering  what 
the  next  turn  of  the  stream  will 
reveal. 

It  also  brings,  and  brings  suddenly, 
a  sense  of  remoteness  that  is  in  itself 
a  pleasurable  sensation.    The  world 
of  men  seems  far  away,  though  only 
a  league  or  two.    One  has  a  little 
corner  of  the ,  universe  to  himself, 
save  for  the  wild  life  that  is  dis- 
covered when  the  canoe  moves  along 
as  silently  as  the  fish  below  its  keel. 
Beaver  dams  abound,  even  though 
the  husky  little  workmen,  who  dis- 
regard all  laws  of  shorter  hours,  are 
as  hard  to  see  as  the  proverbial  weasel 
is  hard  to  catch.    Plump  water-side 
muskrats   advertise   their  presence 
by  a  swift  header  into  the  stream,  then 
little  black  nose  just  showing  for  a 
brief  moment  at  rarer  intervals.  I've 
sometimes  surprised  a  family  of  deer 
enjoying  a  quiet  meal  in  a  sheltered 
inlet,  while  the  disturber  marvelled 
at  the  quickness  with  which  they 
could  disappear  in  the  thick  under- 
brush hard-by.    A  leaping  fish  adds 
its  sign  of  life  as  it  stirs  the  mirroring 
surface   into    a   thousand  tipples. 
Myriads  of  insects  share  the  upper  air 
with  the  bird  life,  including  a  digni- 
fied crane,  while  flocks  of  ducks  are 
frightened  into  a  marathon  race  as 
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they  easily  outdistanced  the  paddlers.  the  hours  of  the  twenty-four,  none 

Farther  along,  a  solitary  old  toad  was  are  so  choice  and  rare  as  the  twilight 

overtaken  in  his  swim  to  Toad  Town,  and  camp-fire  ones,  when  the  tra- 

Then  comes  the  night,  and  of  all  veller  finds  himself  in  just  such  a 
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necessitous  condition  as  the  beasts  of  rine  and  Lomond,  of  Windermere  and 
the  field,  the  birds  of  the  air,  and  the  Derwentwater,  of  Killarney  and  Ban- 
fish  of  the  hidden  depths,  bivouacking  try  Bay.  It  was  a  wise  Government 
for  the  night  in  his  tent.  Never  does  a  that  set  apart  m  perpetuity  such  a 
pailful  of  strong  tea,  a  rasher  of  bacon,  vast  Crown  domain  not  only  as  a 
and  a  loaf  of  bread  taste  sweeter  or  forest,  game  and  fish  sanctuary  but 
go  to  the  right  spot  more  unerringly,  as  a  playground  for  all  who  wish. 
Why  is  it  that  the  odor  of  a  bit  of  fat  The  conservation  of  a  score  of  1m- 
pork  as  it  sings  its  frying  tune  in  the  old  portant  water  sources,  through  the 
black-coated  pan,  feeds  the  sense  of  conservation  of  the  forests,  is  of  no 
smell   as   deliciously   as   the   meat  less  importance. 

satisfies  the  sense  of  hunger?  What    happy    days  Algonquin's 
Why  is  it  that  the  crackle  of  the  log  noble  park  has  afforded  the  lucky 
in  the  campfire  makes  such  merry  visitor  to  its  haunts  among  the  highest 
music  when  the  day  is  putting  on  her  hills  of  the  Highlands  of  Ontario; 
nightcap  and  the  darkness  is  filtering  what  happy  memories  are  provided 
down  between  the  trees  and  in  the  by  the  summer  or  autumn  days  spent 
river  valley?    Why  do  the  hour  and  within  its  wide-distanced  boundaries, 
the  fire  soften  and  humanize  men,  Cache  Lake  is  the  main  and  one  of 
awakening  happy  memories  of  other  _  the  most  accessible  gateways  to  the 
campfires  on  other  banks  and  in  far-  Park,  where  the  Highland  Inn  stands 
off  other  days?  ready  to  dispense  a  brand  of  hotel 
When  a  wolf  cry  suddenly  broke  hospitality  that  grades  high,  as  the 
the  silence,  one  started  at  the  sound—  writer  can  truthfully  testify.  Here 
not  from  any  sense  of  ominous  fear,  one  can  outfit  for  an  exploratory  trip 
but  for  the  jar  and  discordancy  of  the  through  the  Park,  with  a  guide  if 
haunting  note,  and  when  an  answer  desired,  and  if  he  be  the  guide  who 
was  given  by  one  of  the  guides,  old  looked  after  this  particular  tender- 
Grey  Wolf  threw  back  a  louder  and  foot,  he  was  philosopher,  friend  and 


lltdi.        jlv^j-hj.   r   ;      —  

Then  silence  again.   Lying  on  one's  caught  the  spirit  of  the  open  and 

bed  of  boughs,  how  strangely  quiet  whose  mind  reflected  the  impress  of 

is  the  heart  of  the  night— only  a  far-  the  God-made  country  he  had  made 

away,  strange  and  eerie  sound  as  if  of  his  own.  Under  such  expert  guidance 

stifled  pain  as  two  neighboring  trees,  the  dweller  of  a  week  or  a  month  m  a 

stirred  by  a  vagrant  wind,  rubbed  lakeland  such  as  Algonquin  Park  is  a 

branch  against  branch  in  helpless  lucky  dog  who  need  not  exchange 

proximity.  places  with  monarch  or  millionaire. 

It  is  the  silence  that  keeps  the  whether  he  live  like  a  King  in  the 

camper  awake  most  of  the  first  night,  Highland    Inn,    or    in  Nommigan 

as  it  becomes  almost  uncanny  and  Camp,  on  Smoke  Lake, 
oppressive.   Silent,  too,  are  the  stars,       So  Ontario  is  rich  in  her  nature 

hanging  lower  to  earth  than  ever  gardens,  the  glories  of  which  have 

before,  the  Dipper  almost  touching  only  been  hinted  at  in  this  brief 

the  river.  And  the  stars  are  so  silent,  article.    Not  only  has  the  half  not 

The  forested  valley  of  the  northland  been  told,  but  a  hundredth  part  of  the 

is  "plumb  full  of  hush  to  the  brim,"  half.     The  ordinary  span  of  a  gen- 

and  all  the  world  sleeps.  eration  is  not  long  enough  to  discover 

Northward  and  ever  northward  are  all  their  secrets,  but  a  day  is  a  day, 

other  alluring  worlds  of  woods  and  and  a  day  or  days,   spent  in  any 

leagues  of  lakes.    Such  is  the  two  one  of  this  trio  of  gardens,  or  better 

million   acre   Algonquin   Provincial  still,  in  all  three,  will  mean  their 

Park,  the  Park-of-a-Thousand-Lakes,  marking  on  the  calendar  of  time  as  the 

with  reminders  on  every  hand  of  Kat-  reddest  of  red-letter  days. 


companion  in  addition — one  who  had 


George  Gilbert 


(Continued  fror 

CHAPTER  VI. 

MY  father  was  a  Lac  a  Jim  trapper, 
French  Canadian,  descendant 
of  a  long  line  of  voyageurs  and 
trail  men.  While  on  a  trip  to  Montreal 
with  his  catch  of  furs  twenty-five 
years  ago  he  met,  wooed  and  married 
my  mother,  who  then  was  a  waitress 
in  a  restaurant  where  my  father  ate 
during  that  stay  in  the  city.  My 
mother  was  a  McLeod,  Agnes  McLeod 
of  Nova  Scotia  ancestry;  my  father 
Jean  Carlac.  My  mother  was  tall, 
fair,  with  rosy  cheeks;  my  father 
sturdy,  dark,  a  merry  man.  I  am 
named  for  my  mother. 

"Often  I  have  heard  my  father  tell 
how  well  my  mother  did  her  part 
after  they  were  married,  although 
before  that  she  had  lived  in  towns  and 
cities.  Yet  we  Canada  folk  have  so 
much  of  the  bush  always  before  us 
or  around  us  and  hear  so  much  of 
its  life  that  it  isn't  a  far  step  for  a 
eastern  Canadian  town  girl  to  go 
to  the  out-door  life  as  you  might 
think. 

"After  they  were  married  my  father 
gave   up   his   long   trapping  trips. 


June  Number) 

He  had  a  fine  clearing  at  his  place  on 
Brule  Pond,  and  what  with  guiding, 
the  plentiful  fish,  what  could  be 
raised  on  the  good  land,  the  game 
always  to  be  had  in  season  and  the 
cows,  pigs,  chickens,  my  mother  and 
father  prospered.  He  was  always  in 
demand  as  a  guide.  In  the  winter 
he  trapped  nearby. 

"So  matters  went,  the  two  living 
happily,  yet  with  one  great  wish — 
that  a  child  might  be  torn  to  them. 
But  when  I  was  born  I  brought 
sorrow,  for  within  a  year  afterward, 
my  mother,  weakened  by  the  illness 
caused  by  lack  of  treatment,  died. 

"My  earliest  recollection  is  that  as 
a  little  girl,  my  father  was  my  nurse, 
playmate,  friend.  Like  all  the  Cana- 
dian guides,  he  was  a  good  cook  and 
knew  how  to  keep  our  cabin  home  in 
order.  I  grew  up  with  him,  well 
nourished,  perhaps  not  well  discip- 
lined, but  much  loved  and  well 
dressed,  for  he  took  good  care  to  have 
ordered  for  me  good  clothing.  Of 
his  choicest  furs  he  had  made  for  me, 
as  soon  as  I  was  old  enough  to  get 
good  from  their  use,  beautiful  fur 
gloves,  hats,  jackets,  giving  the  work 


134  ROD  AND  GUN  IN  CANADA 


out  to  the  wives  of  habitants  he 
knew.  He  gave  up  guiding  and  long 
trapping  trips.  I  am  sure  he  tried 
not  to  leave  me  alone  much,  but  he 
had  to  go  away  sometimes,  for  sup- 
plies to  town  or  for  other  reasons. 
The  first  few  years  he  had  "Huron 
John"  La  Cerf  and  his  squaw,  who 
were  old  friends  of  his,  take  up  their 
lodge  near  our  house  and  so  when  he 
wanted  to  go  away,  the  old  Indian 
woman  could  be  with  me.  After- 
wards he  could  take  me  to  town  and 
back  and  leave  me  in  the  cabin,  when 
he  was  out  about  our  clearing  in 
weather  when  I  could  not  be  with  him. 
Gradually  I  became  able  to  go  with 
him  everywhere,  even  on  his  trapping 
trips  nearby,  and  then  to  take  part 
in  the  work  of  cooking  and  taking 
care  of  the  home. 

4 'My  father  never  married  again. 
Often  I  have  seen  him,  on  moonlight 
nights  in  summer,  go  to  that  part  of 
the  clearing  where  he  had  '  had  put 
up  a  little  white  stone  for  my  mother 
and  there  sit  by  her  grave  and  smoke. 
Yet  at  such  times  if  I  crept  up 
to  him  I  did  not  find  him  sad.  He 
would  say  to  me: 

"  'Agnes,  your  mother  is  just  over 
beyond,  with  Le  Bon  Dieu  and  so 
when  we  go  there  she  will  be  able  to 
speak  for  us.' 

"I  am  sure  that  his  rough  and 
ready  religion  gave  me  much  comfort. 
But  once  out  there  he  said  to  me:  'If 
a  man  ever  wronged  you  or  struck 
you,  I  would  kill  him.'  Then  I 
shivered. 

"One  night,  when  I  was  about 
fifteen  years  old,  he  invited  me  to  go 
out  to  my  mother's  grave,  something 
he  never  before  had  done.  Seeing, 
that  something  serious  was  coming, 
I  went,  with  wonder  tugging  at  my 
heartstrings.    It  was  summer. 

"  'Agnes,'  he  said  to  me,  'so  far  I 
have  tried  to  be  both  mother  and 
father  to  you,  but  there  is  one  thing 
I  can  not  do.  I  promised  your 
mother  when  she  knew  she  was  going 
away  from  us  that  in  good  time  you, 
my  daughter,  should  have  learning 
from  books.  I  can  not  give  it  to 
you  and  no  one  out  here  on  the  edges 
can  do  it  as  well  as  she  would  have 


wished.  So  you  must  go  to  the 
nu^ — ' 

"Ah,  well,  Mr.  Ayles worth,  I  shall 
not  bore  you  with  the  details  of  how 
I  strove  to  convince  him  that  I  did 
not  want  to  leave  him,  or  of  how  he, 
with  patient  force  and  persistent 
renunciation,  made  me  see  that  it 
was  best  for  me.  In  the  end  I  con- 
sented and  a  few  weeks  afterwards, 
riding  on  top  of  a  load  of  furs  from 
former  seasons  that  he  had  saved  out 
for  the  purpose,  he  took  me  in  to 
Montreal,  where  the  proceeds  ofthe 
sale  of  the  furs  gave  him  enough 
money  to  make  a  nice  deposit  for  me 
in  a  savings  bank  and  to  give  me 
plenty  of  nice  clothes  and  pay  for 
my  tuition  with  the  White  Nuns 
for  the  coming  term.  Then  he  left 
me,  with  the  final  admonition  to 
improve  my  opportunities. 

"  'As  for  me,  petite,'  he  said.  'I 
must  now  go  on  the  long  trails  again, 
that  you  may  not  lack  fur  money  to 
make  of  you  a  lady  fine,  my  golden 
demoiselle.' 

"And  now  followed  busy  years 
for  me.  Summers  I  went  back  to  our 
home  beside  Brule  Pond,  to  hear  the 
loons  call,  the  grouse  drum,  the 
woodcock  whistle  as  they  got  up 
before  one  in  the  margins  of  the 
water  breaks.  And  to  catch  trout 
and  broil  them  for  father  who  worked 
the  little  clearing  farm  during  the 
open  months.  Then,  fall  near  at 
hand,  he  would  take  me  down,  with 
his  furs,  see  that  I  was  well  outfitted 
for  the  winter,  deposit  most  of  his 
money  to  my  credit,  hear  the  report 
of  the  Mother  Superior  on  my  pro- 
gress, which,  I  am  glad  to  say,  was 
not  bad,  and  then  return  to  trap — to 
follow  the  long  trails,  au  large. 

"I  had  followed  this  course  as  best 
I  could,  hoping  both  to  please  my 
father  and  to  do  as  my  mother  had 
planned  for  me  to  do,  but  with  the 
idea  that  when  my  schooling  was 
over  I  would  be  able  to  go  back  to 
my  father's  place  and  that  he  would 
then  settle  again  beside  Brule  Pond 
and  we  two  go  on,  in  the  old  sweet 
way. 

"But,  Mr.  Aylesworth,  who  can 
read  the  designs  of  Providence?  At 
the  end  of  my  fifth  year,  when  I  was 
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just  past  twenty,  and  had  finished 
my  studies,  with  some  credit,  and  was 
looking  forward  to  the  coming  of  my 
father  to  take  me  home  for  good,  the 
Mother  Superior  took  me  aside  and 
told  me  that  it  was  my  father's 
further  wish  that  I  enter  upon  some 
employment  in  Montreal  that  sum- 
mer, remain  there  and  see  if  that 
would  not  please  me  better  than  life 
in  the  backwoods.  He  was  not  com- 
ing in  to  see  me  then,  much  as  he 
wished  to.  If,  after  a  summer  of 
work  in  the  city,  I  still  desired  to 
share  his  lonely  life,  he  would  not 
object  further. 

"It  seemed  a  hard  cross,  but  I 
saw  that  he  was  trying  to  do,  with 
true  delicacy  of  feeling,  what  he 
thought  was  best.  I  yielded  again 
and  as  the  nuns  had  found  a  place 
for  me  in  a  fashionable  millinery 
establishment,  as  an  apprentice,  at  a 
wage  that  met  my  expenses  and  as 
I  had  still  a  balance  in  the  bank  and 
could  get  more,  at  need,  from  my 
father,  as  the  nuns  assured  me,  I 
soon  was  at  work,  living  with  a 
distant  cousin  of  my  mother's,  a 
spinster,  who  kept  a  modest  pension 
in  a  quiet  corner  of  the  Old  Town. 
Her  name  is  Elizabeth  McLeod. 

"As  the  time  drew  near  when  my 
father  could  come  to  see  me,  I  found 
*  myself  more  and  more  inclined  to 
return  with  him.  I  made  good  pro- 
gress in  my  apprenticeship,  and  often 
thought  I  should  like  to  complete 
my  course,  but  the  call  of  the  open 
places  was  too  strong  for  me  to 
resist  it. 

"Then  came  the  blow.  To  keep 
up  my  French,  I  had  taken  La  Patrie; 
also  because  in  it  one  can  find  news 
of  the  habitants  and  their  little  doings. 
Opening  my  copy  of  it  one  day  after 
work,  I  found  staring  me  in  the  face 
an  account  of  a  fight  between  two 
men  near  Brule  pond  over  the  owner- 
ship of  a  magnificent  skin  of  a  black 
fox,  marked  with  a  pure  white  cross 
on  its  forehead.  Each  claimed  to 
have  taken  the  fox  in  his  trap.  One, 
,  Pierre  Lafitte,  had  been  struck  down 
by  the  other,  Jean  Carlac  and  left 
for  dead.  Carlac,  taking  the  skin 
had  fled  to  the  wilderness.  Officers 
were  after  him.    Lafitte  had  been 
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taken  to  a  St.  Johns  hospital,  with 
small  chances  of  recovery. 

"For  days  I  went  about  like  one 
dumb  with  pain.  That  my  father 
should  be  so  in  peril  was  a  cross  hard 
to  bear.  But  I  hoped  Lafitte  would 
recover  and  pursuit  would  slacken, 
and  it  would  pass  off  as  a  trappers' 
quarrel.  If  death  does  not  result 
often  the  law  is  mild  in  such  cases. 
I  knew  this  Lafitte  well — a  skulking, 
sneaking  fellow,  called  'Jean  Reynard' 
or  'Johnny  Fox,'  as  you  would  say 
or—" 

"Johnny  Sneakum,"  he  suggested 
dryly. 

She  npdded  approval,  a  light  of 
mischief  dancing  in  her  eyes. 

"I  know  all  such,"  he  said  shortly, 
between  big  puffs. 

"My  aunt  told  me  to  wait  a  few 
days  and  see  what  turned  up.  My 
first  impulse  was  to  go  back  to  Brule 
Pond,  but  I  restrained  myself  when 
my  aunt  said  that  if  I  did  and  my 
father  heard  of  it  he  surely  would 
come  back  to  me  and  that  thus  I 
would  be  for  him  merely  bait  in  the 
trap  and  that  the  officers  would 
watch  the  cabin  and  take  him  easily 
when  he  came  to  see  me. 

"It  was  well  that  I  heeded  her 
advice,  for  one  evening,  when  I 
returned  from  work,  tired  out  with 
meeting  the  inquiring  glances  of 
shop  companions  who  had  heard  of 
my  father's  trouble  or  had  read  of  it 
and  had  tried  to  get  me  to  talk, 
discouraged  and  yearning  for  some- 
one to  talk  to  who  would  understand 
me,  my  aunt  told  me  that  I  was 
wanted  in  her  parlor  and  there  I 
found  Huron  John,  the  Indian  friend 
of  my  babyhood.  He  was  alone, 
dressed  soberly,  as  our  Canadian 
Indians  do  for  trips  to  a  big  city. 
One  glance  at  him  was  enough  to 
tell  me  that  he  wanted  to  see  me 
alone.  Despite  my  aunt's  hints  to 
the  contrary,  I  asked  John  to  my 
room,  where  he  gravely  drew  from 
under  his  coat  one  of  the  most 
beautiful  fox  skins  I  ever  have  seen — 
black,  prime.  Its  forehead  was  star- 
red in  white! 

"It  was  the  one  my  father  and 
Lafitte  had  quarreled  over,  he  told 
me.   He  had  sheltered  my  father 
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three  days  at  the  head  of  Brule 
Pond  when  he  was  supposed  to  be 
speeding  for  the  wilds  of  upper 
Canada.  He  had  left  with  John  the 
black  fox  skin,  which  was  to  be  sent 
to  me,  with  money,  and  as  news  had 
come  to  John  that  Lafitte  was  then 
at  the  point  of  death,  my  father  had 
left  for  the  wilderness,  telling  Indian 
John  that  he  never  would  put  him- 
self near  me,  as  I  was  'a  lady  now,  a 
golden  demoiselle.'  And  he  was  just 
a  rough  trapper,  with  a  crime  charged 
against  him.  That  day  John  had 
heard  Lafitte  was  much  better. 

.  "After  Indian  John  had  gone, 
with  my  thanks  and  promise  that, 
if  needed  he  could  call  me  back  to 
Brule  Pond  to  meet  my  father  at  any 
time,  I  considered  my  situation.  I 
feared  first  that  Indian  John  had 
been  watched  and  the  officials  noti- 
fied of  his  coming.  Up  Brule  way 
he  was  well-known  as  my  father's 
friend.  By  '  leaving  for  Montreal 
when  he  should  have  been  going  to 
lay  his  traps  for  the  winter,  he  would 
be  suspected  of  carrying  me  word  from 
my  father.  So  it  was  just  in  time 
that  I  concealed  the  skin  of  the  black 
fox,  for  soon  an  agent  of  the  police 
came,  but  had  no  satisfaction  from 
me.  He  told  me  the  police  had  plan- 
ned to  take  Huron  John  as  he  came 
from  my  boarding  place,  but  had 
been  outwitted  by  the  Indian  who 
had  escaped.  That  made  me  more 
at  ease,  as  Indian  John  would  be  able 
to  take  back  to  Brule  Pond  the  news 
that  Lafitte  had  passed  the  danger 
point  and  would  recover  .  That  news 
would  be  worth  much  to  my  father,  I 
was  sure. 

CHAPTER  VII. 

"Imagine  now,  Mr.  Aylesworth, 
my  position,"  she  went  on.  I  held 
a  fortune  in  the  pelt  of  the  black 
fox.  But  it  was  my  father's  and 
if  he  were  taken,  the  money  from  it 
might  hire  a  lawyer  to  defend,  per- 
haps free,  him.  Or  if  he  got  away 
and  needed  help  in  illness  or  if  injured 
the  money  from  the  skin  could  be 
sent  him  by  friends  over  the  long 
trails.  In  his  condition  money  might 
be  needed  more  than  anything  else. 
Yet  I  dared  not  sell  the  skin,  as  to 


offer  it  in  the  Montreal  market  then 
would  attract  attention.  Black  fox 
skins  are  not  as  plentiful  as  blue- 
berries in  August.  And  on  mine  the 
white  cross  on  the  head  would  identify 
it,  you  understand?" 

Aylesworth  nodded.  A  pleasant 
warmth  from  the  sheet  iron  stove 
had  pervaded  the  cabin.  Snoozer 
was  snoring  comfortably.  Outside 
the  wind  came  and  went  fitfully. 

"About  this  time  Frank  DuPointe 
came  into  my  life.  He  came  to 
Aunt  Elizabeth's  pension,  at  first 
no  different  to  me  than  were  the 
other  young  men  who  came  and  went. 
But  he  paid  especial  attention  to  me, 
winning  first  interest,  then  friendship. 
He  said  he  was  a  man  of  some  means, 
had  hunted,  fished,  trapped.  His 
conversation  often  turned  on  the 
long  trails.  I  could  see  he  was  a  good 
amateur  woodsman.  He  made  light 
of  my  father's  offense. 

"This  taste  of  his  for  the  outer 
spaces  appealed  to  me  wonderfully, 
after  long  months  in  town,  where 
I  had  no  one  to  talk  to  who  could 
understand  me,  as  he  seemed  to, 
with  his  apparent  ready  sympathy 
for  my  wilding  whimsies. 

"Well,  Mr.  Ayleswortli,  soon  Du- 
Pointe was  escorting  me  to  work 
and  took  me  out  evenings.  He  was 
of  good  appearance,  dark,  not  over- 
stout  in  build,  agile,  strong,  well 
educated,  with  a  fascinating  fund  of 
small-talk,  such  as  a  girl  likes  to  hear 
who  has  not  had  a  large  experience 
with  men.  To  me  he  seemed  the 
Prince  Charming  fated  to  come  into 
my  life  and  I  made  it  not  hard  for 
him  to  make  love  to  me.  At  the 
end  of  the  month  I  permitted  him 
to  announce  our  engagement.  My 
aunt,  glad,  no  doubt,  to  have  a 
troublesome  girl  well  married  off  her 
hands  and  not  knowing  about  the 
pelt  of  the  black  fox,  did  not  demur. 
I  hadn't  told  DuPointe  about  the 
skin. 

"My  plan  was  that  after  I  was 
married  to  DuPointe,  I  should  tell 
him  all  about  myself  and  my  father — 
our  peculiarly  tender  relations — and 
so  appeal  to  all  the  good  in  a  man's 
nature  and  then  that  he,  loving  me 
and  with  good  knowledge  of  the  world, 
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"A  pleasant  warmth  from  the  sheet  iron  stove  pervaded  the  cabin." 


its  ways  and  the  fur  market,  would 
sell  the  skin  for  me  and  show  me  how 
to  keep  the  money  from  it  invested 
safely,  so  I  could  have  it  ready, 
should  my  father  call  on  me  for  aid. 

"But  I  planned,  like  many  another 
woman,  without  knowing  what  sort  of 
man  I  had  married.  For  after  we 
came  from  the  church  to  my  Aunt 
Elizabeth's  house,  from  which  place 
we  were  to  go  on  our  wedding  trip 
among  the  Thousand  Islands  and  up 
the  lake  and  so  to  Niagara  Falls  and 
perhaps  beyond,  as  I  thought,  I 
found  a  stranger  waiting  for  my  hus- 
band. He  drew  DuPointe  aside  and 
I  saw  them  whisper.  My  husband 
was  denying  something  most  vehe- 
mently. Thinking  perhaps  there  was 
some  question  of  money  due  and 
wishing  to  relieve  my  husband  of 
embarrassment,  I  went  quietly  into 
the  hall  and  said,  as  if  I  were  talking 
to  my  aunt: — "Yes,  aunt,  I'm 
coming.'  Then  I  stepped  into  her 
room,  where  she  was  not,  as  she  was 
below,  packing  our  luncheon  for  the 
trip's  first  day.  But  the  two  men 
must  have  thought  that  I  was  gone, 
for  they  came  out  into  the  hall  and 
their  voices  became  louder  and  louder. 


Piecing  this  and  that  remark  together, 
I  learned  that  Frank  DuPointe  had 
been  put  up  to  wooing  me  by  the 
other  man,  a  maker  of  shady  deals 
in  stolen  furs.  He  had  in  some  way 
found  that  I  was  the  daughter  of  Jean 
Carlac  and  heard  from  a  police  friend 
about  Huron  John's  visit  to  me  and 
figured  that  I  had  the  precious  skin, 
therefore. 

"I  heard  my  husband  say: — 'She's 
not  told  me  where  it  is  yet.  But 
when  she's  been  mine  a  week  she 
must  tell  or  I'll  beat  it  out  of  her 
with  a  club.' 

"My  heart  seemed  frozen  for  a 
moment.  My  brain  reeled.  Then 
I  was  Jean  Carlac's  daughter — a 
child  of  the  long  trails — once  more, 
brain  clear,  nerves  steady.  My 
things  were  all  packed.  In  a  grip  I 
had  placed  all  the  immediate  necess- 
ities a  woman  needs  to  travel  with. 
I  had  my  own  store  of  money.  My 
decision  was  soon  made.  A  revul- 
sion of  feeling  against  my  husband 
swept  over  me.  A  yearning  for  the 
wild,  open  spaces,  the  clean-hearted 
people  of  the  long  trails,  came  to  me. 
Without  a  word,  I  stepped  into  my 
room,  drew  the  pelt  of  the  black  fox 
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from  its  place  of  concealment,  put  it 
into  the  grip  and  went  out  down  a 
side  hall,  so  thence  to  the  front  of  the 
house,  and  into  the  taxi  we  had,  wait- 
ing. No  one  saw  me  go,  I  said  to  the 
driver: — 

"  'To  the  Canadian  Pacific,  at 
once.  You  are  then  to  come  back 
after  my  husband,  who  wishes  me  to 
go  first,  that  there  may  be  room  for  an 
extra  trunk.' 

"I  paid  him  in  advance  and  he, 
nothing  doubting,  obeyed  me. 

"But  my  trip  to  that  station  was 
but  a  ruse,  as  I  had  made  up  my  mind 
to  cross  the  border  and  go  down  into 
New  York.  That  I  did  and  spent  the 
following  winter  in  Albany  working, 
under  the  name  of  Agnes  McLeod,  as 
a  milliner.  My  taste  and  skill  served 
me  well  and  I  did  well.  But  with 
the  spring  came  the  old  yearning 
for  the  open  spaces  and  early  this 
year  I  determined  to  quit  the  city. 
This  plan  was  hastened  because  I 
had  a  letter  from  my  aunt,  to  whom 
I  had  foolishly  written  too  soon, 
giving  her  my  reasons  for  leaving  as 
I  did.  In  reply  she  wrote  to  me  that 
DuPointe,  who  meanwhile  had  re- 
mained with  her,  playing  the  part  of 
the  injured  husband,  had  seen  my 
letter,  recognized  the  postmark,  and 
my  handwriting,  had  seized  the  mis- 
sive and  read  it.  She  had  turned 
him  unceremoniously  out  of  the  house 
and  he  had  gone  away,  swearing  to 
follow  me.  Later  she  had  seen  him 
and  he  was  raging  drunk. 

"Did  he?"  asked  Aylesworth,  "fol- 
low you  to  Albany?" 

"Yes,  but  I  did  not  know  it  then. 
But  the  letter  from  my  aunt  alarmed 
me  and  spurred  me  on  to  do  two 
things. 

"First,  I  placed  the  black  fox  skin 
in  a  fur  storage  house  and  sewed  the 
receipt  for  it  into  the  lining  of  a 
piece  of  my  clothing. 

"Second,  I  left  the  millinery  shop 
and  answered  an  advertisement  call- 
ing for  a  young  woman  to  go  to  the 
Adirondacks  for  the  summer  as  com- 
panion to  an  invalid.  I  secured  the 
place  and  went,  with  a  wealthy 
Troy  woman,  Mrs.  Stethrohwe,  to 
her  camp,  over  on  Fulton  Chain. 

"But  before  I  left  I  had  another 


letter  from  my  aunt,  telling  me  that 
Huron  John  La  Cerf ,  in  for  his  spring 
trading  trip,  had  been  to  see  her  and 
that  John  had  heard  from  a  trapper 
in  the  far  north  that  my  father  was 
alive  and  well  and  that  she  had  sent 
my  father  word  by  John  as  to  my 
affairs.  As  I  read  that  part  of  her 
letter,  I  seemed  to  hear  my  father 
say  again,  as  he  had  to  me  beside 
my  mother's  grave: —  4 If  ever  a 
man  wronged  you  or  struck  you,  I 
would  kill  him.'  I  could  not  help 
but  shiver  again  at  the  memory  of 
his  earnestness  as  he  had  said  that. 
I  hoped  he  never  would  meet  Frank 
DuPointe  to  know  him  as  the  man 
who  had  threatened  to  club  me  into 
giving  up  the  precious  pelt  of  the 
black  fox. 

"I  wrote  back  to  my  aunt,  telling 
her  where  I  was  bound — and  why. 

"With  Mrs.  Stethrohwe  at  Fulton 
Chain  I  had  a  pleasant  situation.  I 
read  to  her,  attended  to  her  corres- 
pondence. As  the  summer  drew  on 
I  became  almost  contented,  although 
I  worried  about  my  father  often. 

"But  one  evening  when  I  had  been 
released  from  my  duties  and  was 
waiting  on  the  boat  pier  watching 
the  canoes  and  motor  launches  glide 
back  and  forth  and  listening  to  the 
laughter  and  badinage  of  the  young 
people*  some  one  stepped  up  behind 
me  and  without  'by  your  leave!'  sat 
down  beside  me.  It  was  my  husband! 
He  had  traced  me  from  Albany! 

"He  was  humble,  cunning.  He 
owned  to  taking  my  letter  from  my 
aunt  and  that  he  knew  why  I  had 
fled.  He  blamed  the  dishonest  fur 
dealer  for  tempting  him  into  a  course 
that  threatened  to  wrong  me  and 
pleaded  for  my  forgiveness.  Fool- 
ishly, for  he  seemed  to  be  sober, 
penitent,  I  went  to  my  room  and  got 
for  him  half  my  store  of  money. 
He  begged  me  to  tell  him  where  the 
pelt  of  the  black  fox  was.  For- 
tunately I  refused.  He  thanked  me 
for  my  money  and  went  away.  No 
love  for  him  remained  in  my  heart. 
All  that  I  asked  of  him  was  to  let 
me  alone.  * 

"But  he  came,  again  and  again. 
Each  time  his  demands  on  me  in- 
creased.   Once  he  came  drunk  and 
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boasted  he  had  sent  word  to  my 
father  by  a  friend  in  Montreal  who 
knew  the  long  trails,  that  he  had 
married  me  and  meant  to  have  the 
black  fox  skin  from  me  by  force  and 
had  already  taught  me,  with  a  club, 
to  obey  him.  There  was  a  scene  that 
upset  Mrs.  Stethrohwe.  I  felt  that 
under  the  circumstances,  I  was  more 
of  a  burden  to  her  than  a  help  and  so 
I  resigned  and  hearing  of  a  place  to 
be  had  as  waitress  in  a  summer  camp 
farther  into  the  woods,  I  went  there. 
I  wrote  my  aunt  of  my  new  plans. 

"I  felt  elated  after  a  time  to  find 
that  my  husband  did  not  follow  right 
on  after  me.  Ldid  not  try  to  make 
a  secret  of  my  new  destination  or  in 
any  way  to  close  up  the  trail  against 
him.  I  even  had  a  half  wild  idea 
then  at  times  that  if  he  should 
follow  me  into  the  deeper  wilds, 
sober  up  and  show  signs  of  good 
behavior,  I  might  take  him  and  try  to 
influence  him  to  adopt  a  cleaner 
course  of  life.  After  all  he  was  my 
husband  and  we  French  Canadian 
girls  wed  for  life — for  better  or  for 
worse,  Mr.  Aylesworth." 

She  paused.    John  nodded,  saying: 

"I  know  you  Canuck  lassies  stick 
to  a  man  like  cockle  burrs." 

He  laughed  and  she  with  him. 
Then  she  went  on: — 

"But  DuPointe  did  not  come — 
then.  It  was  after  the  summer  folks 
had  gone  and  the  deer  hunters  came 
to  the  camp  where  I  was  that  my 
real  plan  took  shape.  After  our  big 
Saguenay  wilds,  your  tame  little 
Adirondacks  seemed  .small  to  me. 
I  was  not  afraid  to  face  a  winter  up 
here,  as  my  father  and  mothers  for 
generations  back  had  faced  our 
big,  stark  winters,  out  in  the  open. 
A  letter  to  my  aunt  told  her  of  my 
new  plans.  I  sent  it  early,  inviting 
my  father  to  join  me.  An  answer 
came,  saying  Indian  John  had  been 
in  and  taken  my  word  out  for  me 
again. 

"As  camping  parties  came  and  went, 
I  managed  it  so  that  I  had  the  giving 
out  of  supplies  and  took  in  the  money 
for  them  and  receipted  for  them.  So 
when  I  began  to  get  my  winter  sup- 
plies ready  out  of  the  camp's  big 
store,  I  had  no  trouble  in  concealing 


everything  I  wanted  under  the  floor 
of  my  room,  putting  them  in  crocks 
and  cans,  so  the  porkies  could  not  get 
at  them.  I  picked  up  here  and  there 
from  the  people  of  the  camp  spare 
articles  of  clothing  and  from  a  foolish 
woman  who  had  come  up  to  hunt, 
dressed  in  a  stylish  fur  hunting  cos- 
tume, I  got  this  pretty  fox  jacket  and 
cap, in  return  for  services  I  did  for  her. 
So,  when  the  camp  broke  up,  I  was 
prepared  and  in  the  confusion  of 
getting  the  big  party  away  at  the 
station,  about  ten  miles  out  by  a 
woods  road  from  the  camp,  I  was 
not  missed  when  I  dodged  into  the 
brush  by  the  trackside  and  so  had  no 
trouble  in  getting  back  to  the  camp 
again  before  dark.  That  night  I 
slept  there  alone,  almost  happy  at 
the  thought  that  my  troubles  were 
all  behind  me. 

"In  the  morning  I  packed  my  duffle 
among  which  was  this  little  rifle  that 
had  been  left  behind  by  some  one, 
with  cartridges,  on  a  traverse  I 
made  of  birch  poles  and  w&s  ready 
to  start  back  toward  what  I  had  been 
told  was  Netagomish.  Just  as  I 
was  ready  to  leave,  some  one  came 
staggering  up  the  trail. 

"It  was  my  husband,  drunk,  abus- 
ive. He  had  gotten  off  the  train  at 
the  stopping  place  for  that  camp, 
having  been  told  I  was  there.  He  had 
hoped  to  find  many  people  there  and  a 
new  opportunity  for  blackmail.  In- 
stead he  found  me,  my  mind  made  up 
ready  to  defend  myself,  careless  of 
results,  now  that  we  were  alone.  I 
soon  made  it  plain  to  him  that  he 
could  not  intimidate  me  there,  with 
no  one  near  to  hear  his  accusations 
against  my  poor  father.  I  left  him 
sitting  on  the  porch  of  one  of  the 
camp  houses,  took  the  tug  rope 
of  the  traverse,  made  off  through 
the  quiet  woods.  I  was  careless 
whether  or  not  I  made  a  trail.  He 
stormed  off,  saying:  'I'll  get  you 
by  way  of  Stratho.' 

"I  had  heard  there  were  guides' 
cabins  over  on  this  side  of  the  range 
and  one  of  them  I  planned  to  use. 
It  took  me  three  days  to  come  over 
and  once  here  I  found  this  cabin. 
It  had  several  steel  traps  in  it,  left 
by  some  one.    I  began  to  set  snares 
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and  with  my  little  gun  and  ax  and 
this  stove  I  felt  that  I  could  be  com- 
fortable until  spring.  I  had  food 
enough,  with  what  I  could  kill  with 
the  gun.  I  knew  my  aunt  had  gotten 
word  to  my  father  of  my  plans  and 
that  he  would  come,  in  time. 

"But  again  I  was  self-deceived. 
The  day  I  met  you — yesterday — I 
had  no  thoughts  but  that  I  was  safe 
from  pursuit.    Yet  my  husband,  after 
I  had  left  him,  had  gone  back  to  the 
railroad  and  up  it  to  Stratho.  He 
had  an  idea  of  how  the  land  lay  up 
here.    He  had  hung  around  Stratho, 
making  shrewd  inquiries,  and  using 
the  name  of  Paul  Perrault.  Then 
it  was  that  he,  after  finding  that  I 
had  not  come  through  that  way,  had 
found  out  about  the  guide's  cabins 
here  and  concluded  that  I  had  headed 
this  way.    He  suspected  that  I  was 
preparing  a  place  for  my  father  to 
come  to.    That  much  arid  the  fact 
that  he  was  known  at  Stratho  as 
'Paul  Perrault'  he  blurted  out  when 
he  first  found  me,  after  you  had  left 
me  yesterday.    He  reached  this  cabin 
after  I  had  left  to  go  down  the  creek, 
after  my  traps.    He  had  seen  us  meet. 
He  suspected  me  of  receiving  atten- 
tions from  you  and  accused  me — you 
know  the  rest.    Except  that — " 
Here  she  pasued,  hesitant. 
"Go  on,"  urged  Aylesworth,  deeply 
sympathetic. 

"Before  he  came  down  along  the 
creek  after  me  he  stayed  here  at  this 
cabin  long  enough  to  put  all  my  food 
into  a  few  boxes  out  back  of  the  cabin 
and  burn  it  .  My  cartridges  he  took. 
Also  my  little  store  of  money,  which 
he  found  while  searching  for  the 
black  fox's  skin,  which  he  thought  I 
had  here.  His  object  probably  was 
to  overcome  me,  and  then,  by  showing 
me  we  were  out  of  food,  compel  me  to 
go  back  with  him,  live  with  him  as  his 
wife  and  that  then  when  he  had  me 
cowed,  he  would  force  the  knowledge  of 
the  precious  pelt  from  me.  At  any 
rate,  owing  to  his  actions,  here  we 
are  without  food — " 

"You  seemed  to  have  enough  for 
supper — " 

"That  was  all  I  had  left  of  what 
I  rescued  from  the  fire." 

"How  did  you  suspect  he  was  up 


there  on  the  hill  in  that  lean-to,  where 
you  found  me?" 

"I  have  good  eyes.  After  you  left, 
I  saw  him,  afar,  staggering  along 
the  ridge  and  once  or  twice  lean 
against  trees  up  there.  After  I  was 
home  last  night  it  came  to  me  that 
he  must  be  wounded  and  I  knew  that 
if  he  was,  being  a  good  woodsman, 
he  would  make  him  a  lean-to,  if  he 
found  he  could  not  get  out  of  the 
woods  before  night  and  would  dress 
his  wound.  "I  wanted  to  be  sure  he 
was  gone." 

Aylesworth   thought   a  moment, 
then  said: — 

"As  for  food,  there's  plenty  down 
to  my  cabin.  And  we  can  get  game 
enough  there,  till  I  can  get  out.  And 
from  there  you  could  snow  shoe  down 
to  the  Stratho  road  and  get  help 
if  I  couldn't  make  it." 

"That  is  for  tomorrow's  considera- 
tion," she  said.  "For  the  present, 
the  big  problem  for  you  is — rest." 

"And  for  you?" 

"The  same.  Let  me  fix  you  a 
snug  blanket  roll  on  the  floor  and 
I'll  sleep  on  the  bunk.    Snoozer  can 

watch." 

"No  one  "will  get  near  without  an 
alarm  from  him.  Cock  the  little 
meat  gun  and  put  it  under  your 
balsam  pillow." 

"One  thing  puzzles  me,"  she  said, 
"and  that  is  when  he  accused  me  of 
receiving  attentions  from  you,  he 
used  your  name.    How  did  he  get  it?" 

"Oh,  everyone  in  Stratho  knew  I 
was  on  the  Nescopern  for  the  winter. 
As  he  must  have  seen  me  go  south 
after  we  parted  yesterday,  he  pro- 
bably concluded  I  was  the  trapper  he 
had  heard  of  in  here." 

CHAPTER  VIII. 

Quartering  the  Nescopern  High- 
land northwesterly  from  Muskrat 
Glade  toward  Stratho,  Frank  Du- 
Pointe  limped  bitterly  forward. 
Forced  to  lose  time  by  going  around 
windfalls  and  great  heaps  of  rock 
piled  up  here  and  there  like  Titans' 
playthings,  he  nevertheless  kept  his 
general  direction  with  the  aid  of  his 
compass.  He  had  left  the  lean-to 
that  Aylesworth  had  found  early 
that  morning.    The  soreness  from 
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the  bullet  wound  in  his  leg  was  in- 
tense, but  he  managed  to  push  him- 
self along.  A  blind,  unreasoning  rage 
against  his  wife  filled  his  mind  and 
heart.  Afar  he  had  seen  her  in 
converse  with  a  stranger— a  hand- 
some trapper.  The  same  man  had 
come  to  help  her  when  he  had  at- 
tacked her.  Although  he  did  not 
love  his  wife,  a  feeling  that  he  had 
been  wronged  had  taken  possession  of 
him.  The  drink  had  faded  out  of 
him,  but  not  the  desire  to  finger  the 
pelt  of  the  black  fox  with  the  white 
cross  on  its  forehead  and  afterward 
the  gold  pieces  that  the  pelt  would 
bring. 

At  noon  he  made  a  hasty  lunch  and 
then  found  a  good  stick  with  a  fork 
in  it,  that  served  him  as  a  crutch. 
With  this  he  made  far  better  pro- 
gress. So  it  was  that  he  came, 
bit  by  bit,  from  the  Nescopern 
levels  to  the  floor  of  the  valley  of 
Rainbow  River  at  dusk  and  struck 
the  riverside  woods  road  at  the  point 
five  miles  south  of  Stratho,  where  a 
woods  road  and  a  branch  of  the 
State's  macadam  forked,  There  was 
little  snow  in  the  valley  of  the 
Rainbow  by  now. 

Far  up  the  macadam  an  auto  horn 
blared  as  the  headlights  brought  into 
view  of  the  people  in  it  the  sign 
post  pointing  to  the  woods  road. 
DuPointe  saw  the  motor  pause  and  a 
man  was  dropped  from  it.  He  heard 
the  clank  of  iron.  The  automobile 
went  on,  leaving  the  lone  man  at  the 
roadside.  Another  and  another  and 
still  another  automobile  passed,  one 
of  them  very  large,  like  a  goods  van. 

DuPointe  approached  the  man  who 
stood  thus  at  the  roadside  in  the  dusk. 
He  saw  a  man  in  the  high  waterproof 
shoes,  the  heavy  knit  overstockings, 
the  belted-in  wool  trail  coat,  the 
downpulled,  long-tasseled  cap  of  the 
trapper.  In  his  belt  was  the  ax  and 
hunting  knife.  In  the  crook  of  one 
arm  was  his  rifle.  Over  his  back  was 
slung  a  few  dozen  small  traps  and  one 
very  large  one — for  bear. 

DuPointe  had  seen  so  many  trap- 
pers in  to  trade  at  Montreal  that  he 
knew  this  one  for  what  he  was — a 
man  of  the  long  trails,  one  who 
could  travel  au  large   by  canoe  on 


open  lakes  or  make  the  small  trails 
serve  him,  at  need.  As  he  approached 
slowly,  he  studied  the  man  keenly. 
He  noted  the  man's  breadth  of  shoul- 
der, his  quick  easy  movements  when 
he  wheeled  at  the  sound  of  another 
approaching  him. 

"Bon  jour,  monsieur,"  the  stranger 
greeted  in  booming  accents.  His 
face  was  pleasant,  open,  his  eye  had 
in  it  a  merry  glint  that  came  ont 
from  under  the  cloud  of  concern  on 
his  brows.  Yet  no  sooner  had  the 
greeting  passed  his  lips  than  the  grave 
look  returned. 

"Bon  jour,  monsieur,"  DuPointe 
returned. 

"Are  you  by  chance  of  Canada?" 
This  in  French  of  the  habitant. 
"Of  Montreal." 
"Is  Stratho  near?" 
"It  should  be  five  miles.    I  am 
going  in,  after  an  accident  with  a 
gun  in  the   woods.    I  have  left  my 
friends   at   their   camp.    In  order 
not  to  spoil  their  sport  I  told  them 
I  would  limp  in  on  my  crutch  and  go 
home.    I  foolishly  shot  myself  with  a 
small  rifle  while  cleaning  it." 

"Accept  my  condolements,  mon- 
sieur. Would  the  touch  of  my  shoul- 
der to  stay  you  on  the  way  in  help 
you?" 

"Then  you  are  bound  for  Stratho?" 

"As  much  as  for  anywhere  in  these 
small  wilds,  monsieur.  I  am  here 
to  pick  out  a  place  to  trap  for  the 
winter.  I  came  down  with  the  big 
automobile  party  from  beyond  Mon- 
treal. As  they  had  moose  heads 
and  caribou  and  skins  and  were 
afraid  they  would  spoil  enroute, 
they  had  me  travel  in  the  big  machine 
and  I  worked  over  them  enroute. 
The  pay  was  fabulous  for  a  poor 
trapper  and  so  I  brought  my  traps 
thinking  I  would  stay  in  these  parts 
"for  this  winter,  instead  of  going  on 
the  long  trails." 

"No;  I  can  manage  to  get  along 
alone  well  enough,"  answering  the 
other's  former  inquiry. 

While  the  stranger  rolled  a  load 
for  his  black  brier  pipe  out  between 
his  palms,  DuPointe  studied  him  in 
the  growing  dusk  as  well  as  he  could. 

"Did  you,  by  any  chance,  in  this 
country  where    you   have   been  in 
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camp,  monsieur,"  asked  the  big  trap- 
per "hear  of  a  man  and  his  wife  named 
DuPointe,  new  arrivals  in  this  coun- 
try?" 

N#ot  a  shade  of  uneasiness  ,  not  a 
start  of  surprise,  did  DuPointe  show. 
He  felt  sure  he  had  the  clue  to  the 
other's  identity  now. 

"I  heard  of  two  such,"  he  said, 
"from  our  guides.  Let  me  see," 
bowing  his  head,  as  if  in  thought. 

The  other  regarded  him  keenly. 

"Oh,  yes,"  with  an  accent  of 
decision.  "It  was  like  this.  I  came 
up  Rainbow  trail.  Over  back  from 
here  is  what  the  people  here  call  the 
Nescopern  Highland,"  waving  his 
hand  toward  the  barrier  at  their 
right.  "Beyond  that  is  another  val- 
ley and  in  that,  near  its  head  some 
cabins  the  guides  of  this  country  have 
put  up.  It  was  in  one  of  them  that 
our  men  saw  this  couple.  Are  you 
looking  for  them?" 

"Yes,  monsieur.  Were  they  well 
when  you  heard  of  them?  " 

"I  paid  little  attention  to  what  was 
said,  as  it  did  not  interest  me,  except 
that  the  guides  did  say  that  the 
husband  was  of  an  ugly  disposition 
and  often  misused  the  wife — " 

The  rifle  under  the  stranger's  arm 
trembled;  the  traps  over  his  back 
shook  as  he  made  a  motion  threaten- 
ing and  odd.  But  his  voice  was  level 
as  he  asked: — 

"And  this  husband,  what  is  he  like?' 

"A  strong  man,  above  the  medium 
height,  thick,  not  slim,  as  I  am.  His 
hair  is  dark,  his  cheeks  fresh  in  color. 
With  them  they  have  a  red-brown 
dog.  The  man's  gaze  is  direct  and 
open.  The  guides  were  surprised 
when  they  saw  him  beating  his 
wife—" 

"Beating  her?" 

The  black  pipe  was  going  now,  full 
speed.  The  stranger  half  turned 
away. 

"Then  you  are  not  going  to  Stratho, 
monsieur?"  DuPointe  asked. 

"No  monsieur.  I  have  changed  my 
mind.  This  country  seems  a  good 
country  for  the  trapping  of  the  bear. 
I  have  salt,  coffee,  matches  in  my 
clothes.  I  shall  turn  aside  here 
to  see  how  the  country  lays  before  I 
make  up  my  mind  where  to  settle 


in  this  region.  The  trapper  of  the 
long  trails  needs  little.  I  am  obliged 
for  your  information,  monsieur.  It 
is  pleasant  when  in  a  strange  land 
to  meet  a  compatriot.  As  for  these 
DuPointes  if  they  have  their  affairs 
of  family,  it  is  better  that  I  keep  away 
from  them.  They  are  friends  of  old 
friends,  no  more.  Why  should  I 
intrude  upon  them?  No;  I  shall 
trap  the  bear.  The  Madame  Du- 
Pointe I  have  seen;  her  husband  I 
have  not.  But  I  have  heard  of 
him — too  much,  too  much." 

"Yes,  he  seems  a  beast.  Well, 
monsieur,  such  are  certain  men. 
They  woo  a  girl  softly,  but  as  a  wife 
they  treat  her  harshly.  But  forgive 
me  for  this  gossip.  If  you  are  in 
Stratho  during  my  stay,  ask  at  the 
Eagle  Hotel  for  Paul  Perrault.  Or 
if  I  need  but  small  attention  from 
the  doctor,  I  may  go  back  to  my 
friends  on  the  lower  Rainbow." 

The  younger  man  turned,  limped 
off  up  the  Stratho  road  slowly, 
with  more  of  an  appearance  of  labor 
than  his  condition  warranted.  A 
few  steps  only  he  made  before  a 
rattle  of  traps  being  shouldered  told 
him  that  the  other  was  ready  to 
depart. 

"One  thing  more,"  he  called  through 
the  darkness.  "The  husband  of  the 
Madame  DuPointe  at  first  tried  to 
use  the  name  of  Aylesworth,  but  the 
guides  would  not  listen  to  that,  as 
there  is  a  John  Aylesworth  here- 
abouts, a  good  fellow  enough.  Fin- 
ally he  owned  that  his  name  is 
DuPointe.  His  cabin  is  over  in  the 
next  valley,  and  it  sits  under  three 
pines." 

"Again  I  thank  you,"  came  the 
booming  reply.  "Your  information 
is  very  precise." 

This  time  DuPointe  crutched  it 
steadily  away.  As  he  went  he  heard 
the  traps  rattle  again;  heard  the 
ring  of  hobnails  on  the  road-metal. 
Then  the  footsteps  of  the  stranger 
ceased.  He  had  gone  off  down  the 
soft  woods  road. 

DuPointe  crouched  at  the  macadam 
roadside  and  listened  long  and  in- 
tently. 

"He  goes  to  trap  the  bear,  eh?" 
DuPointe  sneered  to  himself.  "The 
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bear?  Lucky  for  me  he  did  not 
know  me  and  that  I  could  turn  him 
so  neatly  against  her  new-found  friend 
out  there — "  shaking  his  fist  toward  the 
Nescopern. 

"Well,"  he  said,  preparing  to  go 
on;  "let  him  do  as  he  pleases.  It  will 
be  strange  if  out  of  it  something  does 
not  come  to  give  me  some  advantage. 
Lucky  I  knew  his  name,  as  by  giving 
him  Aylesworth's  name  as  a  clue,  I 
have  clinched  the  seeming  proof 
against  him.  When  they  meet,  Gar- 
lac  will  act  first,  investigate  after- 
terward— too  late." 

Getting  up,  he  went  toward  Stra- 
tho.  He  found  the  Eagle's  bar  room 
thronged  with  its  usual  crowd.  Snow 
was  falling  again  thickly. 

Mine  Host  Johnson  of  the  Eagle 
greeted  him  heartily  and  listened  with 
interest  to  his  story  of  having  gone 
into  the  woods  a  few  days  with  friends, 
there  to  meet  a  slight  accident.  Such 
events  are  not  unusual,  so  his  request 
for  the  services  of  a  doctor  created 
no  comment.  His  wound  dressed, 
supper  eaten,  DuPointe  excused  him- 
self and  went  to  bed,  to  revolve  in  his 
mind  his  plans  for  securing  two 
objects  that  he  held  foremost  in  his 
mind — the  black  fox's  pelt  and  satis- 
faction for  the  treatment  his  wife 
had  given  him. 

CHAPTER  IX. 

As  for  the  man  to  whom  DuPointe 
had  talked  on  the  Stratho  road,  he, 
after  going  down  the  woods  road  in 
the  dark  for  a  time  and  then  with- 
drawing to  the  roadside  for  shelter, 
found  that  the  storm  promised  to  be 
of  great  force.  So  with  the  skill 
of  the  trapper  of  the  long  trails, 
he  made  him  a  lean-to  of  pine  boughs 
and  spent  the  night  in  the  open. 

At  dawn  on  Wednesday  the  big 
Canadian  trapper  came  out  of  his 
frail  but  efficient  shelter  to  view  a 
world  overspread  with  a  blanket 
of  snow  at  least  two  feet  deep.  Yet 
off  the  levels  and  especially  on  the 
slopes  where  he  was,  it  was  not  so 
deep.  The  air  was  not  cold — just 
right  for  snow  and  more  and  more 
snow. 

Shaking  himself  inside  his  clothing 
as  a  bear  shakes  his  body  inside  his 


loose  skin,  the  trapper,  after  snatch- 
ing at  a  few  mouthfuls  of  cold  food 
that  he  had  with  him,  threw  his  rifle 
into  the  crook  of  his  right  arm,  his 
traps  over  his  back  and  began  the 
ascent.  Half  a  mile  farther  on  he 
hid  all  the  small  traps,  but  he  kept 
the  huge  bear  trap. 

"This  one  for  the  human  bear  that 
beats  my  Agnes — uses  her  like  an 
Indian  uses  his  squaw,"  he  growled, 
throwing  the  big  trap  over  his  should- 
er. Soon  he  was  far  above  the  Rain- 
bow's valley  and  with  the  storm  at 
his  back,  came  to  the  summit  of  the 
highland  and  went  over  it  and  then  he 
began  to  stride  across  the  more  level 
land  up  there,  around  rocks  and 
windfalls,  holding  the  wind  at  his 
back  to  keep  his  direction  straight. 
Before  noon  he  was  travelling  in  a 
soft,  clinging  snow  up  to  his  knees, 
but  it  did  not  seem  to  bother  him. 
The  snow  was  not  heavy  and  often 
there  were  places  between  the  rocks 
and  windfalls  and  in  under  hemlock 
clumps  that  there  was  little  or  no 
snow. 

It  #  was  snowing  harder  still  when 
the  lonely  man  felt  the  ground  falling 
away  before  him  and  found  that 
every  step  was  taking  him  to  a  lower 
level  than  the  one  before.  He  was 
across  the  highland  then  and  going 
down  into  the  valley. 

With  the  true  woodsman's  in- 
stinct he  knew  that  such  cabins  as 
f  guides  would  put  up  there  would  be 
along  any  watercourse  at  the  valley's 
bottom.  So  he  held  on  until  he  was 
in  the  most  depressed  portion  of  the 
dip  between  the  hills  and  when  he 
struck  the  water,  followed  it  down. 
The  little  stream  was  still  trying  to 
talk,  although  here  and  there  its  tiny 
reaches  were  frozen  over. 

It  was  growing  dark  when  the  trap- 
per, his  rifle  at  "ready"  came  around  a 
bend  in  the  tiny  stream  and  so  on  to 
the  cabin.  The  three  big  pines,  pro- 
tectingly  over  it,  marked  it  as  the 
one  he  sought. 

Like  a  lynx,  Jean  Carlac  sank 
into  the  hollow  between  some  logs 
and  watched.  The  snow  came,  drift- 
ing over  him.  The  wind  moaned 
through  the  watching  pines.-  The 
dusk  came,  but  no  light  to  make 
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cheerful  the  tiny  window  at  the 
cabin's  end.  No  smoke  ascended 
from  the  smoke  pipe  at  the  other 
end. 

Finally  the  grim  watcher  got  up, 
left  the  bear  trap  under  the  logs, 
threw  his  rifle  forward,  drew  up  the 
hammer  and,  with  finger  on  trigger, 
went  carefully  ahead. 

At  the  door  he  paused,  irresolute. 
Suddenly  he  knocked.  He  had  no 
answer.  Again  his  knuckles  gave 
summons.  No  answer.  He  wrench- 
ed the  door  open  and,  gun  poised, 
went  in. 

Inside  the  gloom  baffled  him  for 
the  moment,  but  his  forest-trained 
eyes  soon  came  at  the  heart  of  the 
puzzle.  The  cabin  was  deserted. 
The  stove  was  stone  cold.  He  found 
a  candle  stump  in  a  bottle-end  and 
with  that  to  light  him,  soon  found 
that  there  was  no  food  there.  The 
bunk  was  without  a  blanket.  Cook- 
ing utensils  were  in  evidence,  all 
empty. 

"They  were  out  of  food,"  he  mut- 
tered, "and  had  to  leave.  And  the 
snow  will  hide  their  tracks.  I  must 
wait  until  tomorrow  when  in  the 
light,  I  may  get  down  to  the  old  snow 
and  so  pick  up  their  trail  here  and 


there.  There  is  no  other  way." 
He  sighed,  and  set  about  preparing 
the  last  of  his  scanty  store  of  food. 

His  meal  eaten,  he  first  warmed 
the  cabin  by  making  the  sheet  iron 
stove  red  hot.  Then,  stretching  him- 
self all  dressed  on  the  hard  bunk,  he 
was  soon  deep  in  an  uneasy,  restless 
slumber  that  held  him  thrall  until 
the  dawn  came  to  awaken  him  and 
to  show  him  by  its  shifting  lights  an3 
shadows  that  he  was  snow  bound 
until  such  time  as  the  snow  settled 
after  a  long  thaw  or  crusted  after  a 
sleet  storm.  Yet  he  did  not  worry 
about  himself.  After  the  great  haz- 
ards of  the  long  trails,  the  risks  of  the 
tame  New  York  wilderness  seemed 
too  small,  for  the  descendant  of  many 
generations  of  voyageurs,  to  consider. 

CHAPTER  X. 

"Wal,  Mr.  Peerow,"  Proprietor 
Abner  Johnson  ventured  as  DuPointe 
came  out  of  the  Eagle's  dining  room 
after  breakfast  the  next  morning, 
"I  guess  you're  in  for  a  spell  of  it 
here?"  Take  some  time  to  break 
out  the  roads  and  trails." 

Johnson's  pronbunced  Adirondack 
Yankee  twang  as  he  mouthed  "Mr. 
Perrault,"  the  name  DuPointe  had 
signed  before  to  the  Eagle's  register, 
conveyed  to  the  few  men  about  the 
place  the  information  that  this  was 
the  stranger  who  had  been  injured 
while  hunting,  and  had  had  to  come 
in  to  have  his  wound  dressed.  This 
in  itself  was  enough  to  make  Per- 
rault the  center  of  attraction  in  the 
small  mountain  town  that  was  being 
shut  in  closer  and  closer  as  the  snow 
piled  itself  up  soundlessly  outside. 
Already  the  flakes  had  fallen  to  a 
depth  of  twenty  inches  on  the  level 
and  with  the  earlier  snows,  the  total 
fall  was  over  three  feet,  as  in  Stratho 
the  warmer  weather  of  the  day  before 
had  not  been  so  pronounced  as  it 
had  farther  down  on  the  Nescopern. 

"There  are  worse  places  than  the 
Eagle  to  be  snowed  up  in,  I'll  be 
bound,"  DuPointe  said,  drawing  up  a 
chair  to  the  cheerful  round  wood- 
stove  in  the  open  space  in  front  of 
the  bar. 

"Putty  fair  here;  putty  fair.  As 
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to  grub,  we  ain't  much  on  style,  but 
good  on  quality  and  quantity,"  John- 
son rejoined. 

"Any  more  of  that  real  good  whis- 
key that  we  had  last  night?" 

"Some  could  be  found,  I  reckon," 
with  a  chuckle,  which  went  around 
the  group  of  sitters  and  chewers. 
"No  excise  men  liable  to  be  gumshoe- 
in'  and  snowshoein'  about  to-day 
to  see  if  the  dry  law  is  enforced." 

This  terrific  joke  was  received  with 
a  loud  burst  of  merriment. 

"Well,  then,  let  us  all  see  about  it," 
invited  DuPointe. 

;  This  sweeping  invitation  put  the 
visitor  at  once  well  in  the  good 
graces  of  the  crowd.  Especially  as  he 
insisted  that  after  the  first  drink 
another  and  another,  be  taken,  at 
his  expense.  When  in  Stratho  be- 
fore DuPointe  had  been  liberal. 

All  the  -time  the  drinking  was 
going  on,  DuPointe  kept  searching 
the  faces  of  the  others.  In  none 
of  them  did  he  find  the  combination 
of  greed,  cunning  and  resolution  that 
he  sought.  Two,  Alonson  Barker,  a 
small,  mean  faced  man  of  fifty,  a 
hostler  about  the  hotel,  and  Brite 
Wagner,  a  big,  loutish  farmer  who 
had  come  in  to  Stratho  with  a  load 
of  potatoes  and  been  snowed  in,  to  his 
own  intense  delight  at  the  enforced 
stay  away  from  his  home  on  the  flats 
below,  where  he  was  so  often  alone 
for  weeks  at  a  time,  being  a  bachelor, 

(The  concluding  chapters  of  "The  Bear 


"JLike  a  lynx,  Jean  Carlac  sank  into  a  hollow 
between  some  logs  and  watched." 


interested  him  most.  But  neither 
one  had  the  chief  quality  of  reckless- 
ness that  DuPointe  thought  he  needed. 
But  he  so  managed  it  that  by  the 
middle  of  the  morning  he  had  made 
friends  with  the  two  and  drawn  them 
up  to  his  room,  where,  over  a  private 
bottle,  he  clenched  their  good  opinion 
of  him  by  noon. 

I  Silver  Dale"  will  appear  in  August  issue.) 


The  Albino  Bass  of  the  Ottawa 

S.  H.  Howard 


THE  current  of  the  Ottawa,  dis- 
organized after  its  release  from 
hard-driven  gallop  down  the 
Rapides  Des  Chenes,  eddies  and 
back-washes  for  half  a  mile  below, 
staggering  ^dizzily  awhile,  as  it  were, 
and  taking  a  few  minutes  to  estab- 
lish itself  on  its  new  level. 

For  some  thirty  miles  above  the 
rapids  it  has  travelled  along  steadily 
and  slowly,  practically  at  water  level 
all  the  way.  At  the  -  foot  of  the 
broad  but  shallow  Lac  des  Chenes, 


however,  it  is  whipped  over  a  lime- 
stone slope,  down  which  it  rushes 
white  with  lather,  pell  mell  into  the 
deep  channel  of  the  river  below. 

In  these  eddies  and  backwaters,  with 
the  pervasive  roar  of  the  tumult  of 
white  horses  in  our  ears,  we  had 
fished  with  live  minnows  for  bass  and 
pickerel  and  perhaps  a  pike.  I  say 
"perhaps"  because  it  was  all  that 
way — we  were  fishing  for  what  we 
might  "perhaps"  get.  But  the  two- 
pound  bass  and   a  small  pickerel 
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formed  the  sum  total  of  our  catch 
So  far  that  afternoon.  With  ideal 
water  for  the  propagating  of  the 
best  of  Canadian  game  fish,  there 
are  nowadays  more  fishermen  than 
fish  in  that  broad,  deep,  moving 
water.  The  sawdust  and  the  waste 
of  the  great  lumber  industry  of  the 
Ottawa  has  greatly  affected  the  nat- 
ural conditions  which  of  old  made 
that  great  river  an  ideal  fish  habitat. 
The  lumber  mills  are  burning  their 
sawdust  now  and  with  time  and  care 
these  old  fishing  grounds  may  be 
restored.  When  that  time  comes  the 
people  of  Canada's  capital  will  have 
ideal  bass  water  right  at  their  door. 

The  sun  was  blazing  red  behind  the 
pines  on  Point  Des  Chenes  on  the 
Quebec  side  when  we  sent  the  canoe 
down  with  the  current  towards  the 
cottage  on  the  Ontario  shore  where 
supper  somewhat  impatiently  awaited 
us.  As  we  neared  the  gap  in  the 
boom  which  lets  small  craft  through 
while  still  guarding  against  the  escape 
of  the  floating  logs,  which  all  summer 
long  go  drifting  down  the  Ottawa,  the 
afternoon  breeze  had  died  away  for 
the  interval  between  daylight  and 
dark,  when  the  river  fries  come  out  to 
play.  Over  the  face  of  the  river  had 
come  a  velvet  softness  flushed  with 
variegated  color.  The  great  black 
boom  timbers  spilled*  the  limpid 
flow  of  their  sides  with  a  smooth 
glissade  which  eddied  softly  at  the 
end  of  each  chained  log.  Tints  of 
lilac,  orange,  purple  and  opal  glowed 
iridescently  on  the  transparency  of 
the  soft,  moving  water.  Above,  in 
the  pale  evening  blue,  swallows 
swooped  and  circled,  feeding  on  the 
myriad  tiny  winged  things  which  had 
come  forth  from  the  shelter  of  the 
land  to  live  the  climax  of  their  day. 

Thousands  of  the  little  white  moths 
and  river  flies,  failing  to  distinguish 
between  air  and  water  in  the  illusion 
of  reflections  and  transparencies, 
struck  the  surface,  and  with  wings 
wet  and  heavy,  could  only  flutter 
helplessly  on  that  uncertain  line 
which  divided  the  sky  above  from  the 

sky  below. 

We  swung  the  nose  of  the  canoe  to 
point  for  the  water  gateway  in  the 
boom.    At  that  moment  a  slight 


rumple  lifted  the  floor  of  the  glinting 
water  a  few  feet  ahead  of  us  and 
sent  a  series  of  opalescent  rings 
spreading  through  the  gold  and  the 
purple. 

"Fish!",  exclaimed  Samson,  in  the 
bow.  He  spoke  in  a  reverent  under- 
tone which  one  uses  when  a  big  one  is 
sighted.  "Only  an  inch  from  the 
top." 

The  canoe  drifted  slowly  over  the 
spot  where  the  rumple  had  flattened 
and  faded,  we  gazing  earnestly,  with 
motionless  paddles,  the  while. 

"There  he  is,"  exclaimed  Samson 
suddenly,  and  still  his  tone  of  rever- 
ence. He  pointed  to  starboard  with 
his  paddle.  "And  by  gosh!  There's 
another." 

"And  there's  another  on  the  other 
side,"  I  added,  "and  here's  one  just 
astern." 

"We  stopped  the  way  of  the  canoe 
and  looked  about  us,  wild-eyed. 
Fish,  big  fish,  and  right  on  the  surface 
were  not  such  common  sights  on  the 
surface  of  the  old  Ottawa  nowadays 
as  to  leave  a  fisherman  quite  calm. 
In  front  of  us  a  little  bay  in  the  boom 
formed  by  the  grip  of  a  boom  anchor 
holding  against  the  pull  of  the  current, 
changed  the  color  of  the  water  to  a 
velvet  brown.  In  this  angle  little  waves 
were  starting  up  here  and  there  and 
water  rings  were  circling. 

"They're  feeding  on  the  flies," 
whispered  Samson.  "It's  a  whole 
school  of  bass!  Look!" 

He  pointed  tensely  to  a  black  fin 
twenty  feet  from  the  boat,  and  while 
we  looked  a  big  fish  also  broke  the 
surface.  They  were  all  around  us, 
a  school,  a  veritabje  school,  feeding 
on  top! 

"By  gosh!"  ejaculated  Samson  fer- 
vently. "There  are  some  fish  left  in 
the  Ottawa  yet.    Eh,  what?' ' 

He  laid  down  his  paddle  and  picked 
up  his  rod.  It  was  baited  with  a 
dead  minnow. 

Gently  he  cast  into  the  centre  of 
the  nearest  water  ring,  while  I 
pointed  the  canoe  and  held  her 
steady. 

The  minnow  fell  with  a  tiny  splash 
true  to  the  centre  of  the  target, 
Samson  slowly  trolled  it  an  inch 
below   the    surface.    Breathless,  I 
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knelt  at  the  stern,  waiting  for  that 
fierce,  wicked  strike  which  a  black 
bass  makes  when  he  is  feeding  near 
the  surface. 

But  nothing  happened.  Samson 
flicked  out  his  line  and  cast  again, 
with  like  lack  of  result.  Then  this 
fish — or  another — rose  again  just  off 
the  port  bow.  We  could  see  the 
dorsal  fin  and  half  the  tail  clear  of 
the  water. 

"I'll  bet  he  weighs  every  ounce  of 
three  pounds,"  whispered  Samson 
in  awe. 

He  cast  his  minnow  three  feet  in 
front  of  the  fish's  nose.  The  big 
find  continued  in  plain  view  but 
there  was  no  movement  until  Samson 
trolled  the  minnow  almost  into  its 
face.   Then  it  turned  aside  and  dived. 

"That's  no  bass,"  declared  Samson 
in  a  tone  of  conviction  mixed  with 
disgust. 

"What  in  blazes  is  it,  then?"  I 
demanded. 

"Darned  if  I  know.  But  if  he 
was  a  bass,  I  know  darned  well  he 
wouldn't  have  turned  up  his  nose  at  a 
minnow." 

"Let  me  have  that  rod,"  I  demand- 
laying  down  the  paddle. 

Samson  reeled  in  and  passed  me  the 
butt.  I  removed  the  dead  minnow 
from  the  hook.  A  grasshopper  had 
jumped  into  the  canoe  while  we  were 
up  at  the  Island,  and  had  ridden 
with*  us  half  the  afternoon.  He  had 
but  that  moment  hopped  trustfully 
into  my  lap.  I  caught  him  with  a 
swift  treacherous  slap  and  in  another 
moment,  hooked  under  the  wings,  he 
was  dangling  from  the  end  of  a 
springy  steel  rod. 

I  cast  as  for  a  trout.  The  grass- 
hopper fell  gently  into  the  centre  of  a 
circling  ripple  abreast  of  the  canoe. 
He  kicked  a  little,  then  the  weight  of 
the  wet  line  drew  him  under.  I 
raised  the  tip  of  the  rod  and  drew 
him  gently  towards  the  boat.  I  was 
reeling  in  for  another  cast  when  there 
came  a  slight  jerk — the  unmistakable 
strike  of  a  fish.  I  struck  back  hard 
as  for  a  bass  and  the  bare  hook  came 
trailing  in  towards  me,  on  a  limp 
loose  line. 

"Curses!"  said  I.  "We  have  no 
more  grasshoppers." 


"Yes,  we  have,"  returned  Samson* 
"I  just  picked  one  out  of  the  river- 
That's  what  these  fish  are  here  for- 
Pass  me  that  rod." 

He  cast.  A  moment  later  his  line 
was  diving  down  at  a  sharp  angle. 

For  a  half  a  minute  we  were  sure 
he  was  a  bass.  The  bowed  rod  swung 
from  side  to  side.  Then  it  straight- 
ened, and  the  fish  jumped  six  inches 
out  of  the  water,  and  dived  again, 
while  we  both  uttered  profane  ejacu- 
lations of  astonishemnt.  The  fish 
was  gleaming  white. 

"That's  the  funniest  black  bass  I 
ever  saw,"  declared  Samson. 

"Maybe  he's  an  albino,"  I  suggest- 
ed. 

Whatever  he  was  he  fought  well 
for  two  or  three  minutes  more  and 
then  Samson  reeled  in  and  swung 
him  towards  me  in  the  stern.  I 
grasped  the  line  at  the  water's  edge 
and  lifted  the  fish  over  the  side. 

"By  Godfrey,"  exclaimed  Samson, 
"it's  a  white  fish." 

And  so  he  was. 

All  around  us  a  school  of  white 
fish  were  rising  and  we  had  no  more 
grasshoppers.  It  was  the  one  chance 
of  the  year,  the  short  period  of  a  few 
days  when  the  whitefish  schools  of 
the  Ottawa  come  to  the  surface  to 
feed  on  the  white  moths  and  the 
grasshoppers  which  fall  into  the 
river  and  go  drifting  down  the 
current. 

We  caught  little  moths  which  fell 
into  the  water  close  beside  us,  but 
their  bodies  proved  too  soft.  The 
snap  of  the  cast  or  the  pull  of  the 
water  stripped  the  hook. 

Twilight  deepened,  and  the  fish 
departed.  Reluctantly  we  paddled 
home. 

"That's  the  way  with  whitefish  in 
the  river,  here,"  said  the  old  Ottawa 
raftsman,  busy  skinning  catfish  at 
the  canoe  landing.  "They  travel 
in  schools.  There's  about  one  week 
in  the  summer  when  they'll  come  to 
the  top  of  nice  calm  evenings  just 
after  sunset,  Then  you  can  catch 
them  with  grasshoppers.  I've  seen 
sports  catching  them  with  these  here 
bass  flies.  They'll  take  a  worm,  too. 
sometimes.  But  to-morrow  night 
you  might  go  out  there  and  never 
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see  one.  Some  summers  they  never 
strike  in  on  this  side  at  all.  There 
used  to  be  a  lot  of  whitefish  caught 
off  that  point  and  I  guess  there's 
quite  a  few  in  the  river  yet.  But  the 
people  along  the  shore  here  used  to 
net  them  after  dark,  and  they  got 
thinned  out.  There's  quite  a  few 
of  them  up  above  in  Lac  des  Chenes. 


Their  mouths  are  soft  and  underhung. 
You  want  to  use  a  medium-sized  hook 
and  be  easy  with  them." 

And  so  it  proved.  Some  dozen 
or  more  were  caught  during  the  next 
few  evenings  and  then  they  disap- 
peared. Channel  cat  and  mud  pout 
continued  as  the  great  staples  of  the 
Ottawa. 


A  Hunter's  Experiences  in  Alberta 


Editor,  Rod  and  Gun: 

The  date  on  the  wrapper  of  my  copy 
reminds  me  that  another  year's  subscription 
is  due.  I  have  certainly  enjoyed  the  reading 
very  much.  I  have  had  some  good  shooting 
and  fishing  since  February  1918,  having 
fished  in  the  Bow  and  Elbow  rivers  west  of 
Calgary.  Trout  were  very  scarce  but  gray- 
ling were  in  abundance.  I  found  plenty 
of  Wilson  snipe  and  woodcock  in  and  about 
Springbank,  and  some  chicken  and  plenty  of 
duck  in  the  Peace  River  country  which  we 
found  was  being  settled  up  very  fast.  The 
big  game  is  getting  farther  away  in  some 


localities.  We  found  plenty  of  bear  at  a 
place  called  Grizzly  Bear  where  we  stopped  for 
a  week.  The  young  man  with  whom  we  stay- 
ed always  carried  his  .22  Winchester  to  the 
field  with  him.  One  day  a  yearling  bear  came 
into  the  field  and  the  dog  saw  him  and  chased 
him  to  a  small  tree.  The  young  man  killed 
the  bear  with  the  .22  long.    I  was  not  looking 

for  trouble  with  grizzlies  as  I  only  carried 

a  .35  automatic  Winchester  which  I  find  a 

good  general  purpose  gun.    We  found  plenty 

of  grouse  and  duck  and  had  a  good  trip. 

London,  Ont.  L.  W.  Crawford 


P  °f  B^ue>  L^ke-  Rf£<° 


See  "A  Trip  up  the  "Gatineau,"  com- 
mencing on  next  page. 


Geo.  B.  Loved  ay 


WE  read  stories 
in  the  sporting 
magazines  of 
fishing  and  b  hunting 
trips  in  Alaska,  the 
Rockies,  Nova  Scotia, 
New  Brunswick, 
Maine,  the  Adiron- 
dacks,  even  Florida 
and  many  other  places 
hut  that  section  of 
Quebec  Province  im- 
mediately north  of 
Ottawa,  Ontario,  rarely  figures  in 
those  periodicals  exploiting  the  great 
out-doors  and  depicting  the  glories 
of  the  woods  and  streams,  especially 
those  published  on  the  American 
side  of  the  border. 

There  is  a  beautiful  country  just 
north  of  the  Canadian  Capital  where 
probably  in  the  logic  of  the  Irishman 
one  third  of  the  land  is  water,  lakes 
all  sizes  and  shapes  lie  scattered 
about  throughout  this  territory,  beau- 
tiful lakes — the  great  majority  of 
them  free  to  the  hunter,  fisherman 
and  canoeist — comparatively  few  be- 
ing leased  to  private  parties  or  indiv- 
iduals. There  are  lakes  and  streams 
as  wild  and  wonderful  as  one  could 
wish  for,  if  he  is  willing  to  penetrate  a 
little  distance  beyond  the  line  of  steel. 

The  Gatineau  River — a  stream 
almost  as  long  as  the  Hudson — dark 
and  sullen  in  some  places  and  dashing 
itself  into  a  white  foam  over  mighty 
rocks  in  others,  at  last  after  its  three 
hundred  mile  course  empties  its  am- 
ber-hued  waters  into  the  mightier 
Ottawa  just  across  from  that  thriving 
city  of  one  hundred  thousand  popu- 
lation which  is  the  seat  of  the  Domin- 
ion Government. 

Hundreds  of  square  miles  of  terri- 


tory  containing  a  ve- 
ritable net-work  of 
lakes  are  drained  by 
this  picturesque  water 
course.  The  real 
starting  point  and 
place  of  equipment 
for  a  trip  into  the 
Gatineau  district  is 
Ottawa  and  it  was 
here  we  arrived  after 
an  all  night  ride  from 
New  York  the  last 
week  in  July.  Here 
we  engaged  our  canoe, 
bought  supplies  and  whiled  away 
a  few  hours,  not  detained  so  much 
by  the  attractions  of  the  place, 
though  its  attractiveness  cannot  be 
denied  as  by  the  fact  that  we 
both  were  of  one  mind  as  to  the 
advisability  of  getting  well  fed  up 
before  leaving  for  the  woods  where 
we  willingly  admitted  our  •  own 
training  in  the  culinary  art  would  not 
quite  measure  up  to  that  of  the  chef 
at  the  Chateau  Laurier. 

A  good  train  service  is  maintained 
on  the  C.P.R.  (Gatineau  Division) 
for  ninety  miles  into  the  Gatineau 
region.  We  left  the  Union  Station  in 
the  early  afternoon  and  immediately 
crossing  the  Ottawa  River  just  above 
the  Chaudiere  Falls,  were  then  in 
the  Province  of  Quebec  and  started 
on  the  last  lap  of  our  rail  journey,  a 
stretch  of  seventy-five  miles  through 
rugged  farm  land,  past  French  vil- 
lages, skirting  the  Gatineau  River 
much  of  the  time  and  finally  after 
a  fascinating  ride  of  four  hours 
reached  Blue  Sea,  a  station  at  the 
southern  end  of  Blue  Sea  Lake. 

Here  we  alighted  and  having  failed 
to  connect  with  our  canoe  before 
leaving  Union  Station,  were  obliged 
to  put  up  for  the  night  with  one 
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Antoine  Benard  and  his  tribe.  An- 
toine,  whose  place  of  abode  is  only 
a  couple  of  hundred  feet  from  the 
railroad,  is  certainly  doing  his  bit 
for  his  country.  Up  to  the  time  of 
our  visit  he  had  been  responsible  for 
an  increase  of  no  less  than  eighteen 
in  the  population  of  Canada — no 
slacker  is  Antoine.  Like  so  many  of 
his  kind  he  is  a  good-natured,  obliging 
sort  of  chap  and  hesitated  at  nothing 
that  would  aid  in  making  our  short 
stay  not  only  comfortable  but  enjoy- 
able as  well.  The  canoe  arriving 
by  morning  train,  we  soon  had  it  at 
the  lake  side  and  having  selected 
from  our  steamer  trunk,  which  we 
left  at  the  house,  such  things  as  we 
thought  necessary  for  our  comfort  in 
camp,  we  commenced  to  pack.  This 
took  considerable  time  as  we  had 
besides  a  heavy  canvas  tent,  two  suit 
cases  containing  apparel,  two  folding 
cots,  two  wooden  boxes  filled  with 
supplies,  blankets,  etc.  Care  in  pack- 
ing was  necessary  as  they  with  our- 
selves constituted  quite  a  heavy 
load  for  our  sixteen  foot  Fredericton. 
Nor  were  we  sorry  later  that  we  had 
taken  the  precaution  to  see  that 
everything  was  properly  stowed  away 
as  no  sooner  had  we  pushed  out  into 
the  lake  and  rounded  the  first  point 
of  land  on  our  right,  with  Antoine 
and  several  of  his  offspring  watching 
us  from  shore  and  waving  their 
adieux,  than  we  struck  rough  water. 
Myron  was  in  the  bow,  I  in  the  stern 
and  those  whitecaps  certainly  did 
look  a  bit  formidable  to  us— they 
might  well  have  caused  more  experi- 
enced canoeists  no  little  concern. 

Blue  Sea  Lake  is  eight  miles  long 
with  several  islands  of  good  size  in  the 
upper  end,  but  in  the  lower  stretches 
there  is  plenty  of  sweep  for  the  wind 
blowing  out  from  the  Laurentian 
Hills  on  the  north-east  and  the  water 
is  certainly  more  than  ankle-deep. 
Good  trout  fishing  is  to  be  had  in 
Blue  Sea  but  one  must  be  properly 
equipped  for  deep-trolling.  We  made 
no  attempt  to  try  our  luck  as  besides 
weather  conditions  being  unfavorable 
we  were  anxious  to  get  into  one  of  the 
smaller  lakes  before  making  camp. 

By  what  we  ourselves  considered 
skilful  manoeuvering,  keeping  fairly 


close  to  shore  most  of  the  time  and 
exerting  the  utmost  care  in  cutting 
the  waves  at  the  proper  angle,  we 
arrived  after  a  hard  paddle  of  four 
miles  at  the  mouth  of  a  small  creek 
entering  Blue  Sea  on  the  right.  This 
is  the  outlet  of  Grant  Lake.  Into 
and  through  this  we  made  our  way 
until  the  water  became  so  shallow 
we  were  obliged  to  get  out  and  ease 
our  boat  over  in  a  couple  of  places. 
This  meant  wet  feet  but  a  little  incon- 
venience of  that  sort  is  taken  as  a 
matter  of  course  in  a  camper's  life. 

Just  at  this  point  the  railroad 
crosses  the  outlet.  There  is  a  little 
widening  in  the  brook  and  some 
water  lilies  were  in  bloom.  In  our 
exuberant  state  of  mind  we  had 
the  temerity  to  pluck  two  or  three. 
No  sooner  done  that  we  were  struck 
by  a  broadside  from  the  hill  on  our 
right,  where  stood  a  summer  cottage. 
One  of  the  female  of  the  species,  in 
tones  not  dulcet,  but  sharp  and  rasp- 
ing and  in  English  so  plain  that  it 
was  positively  ugly — harshly  berated 
us  for  trespassing.  This  took  the 
wind  out  of  our  sails  for  a  moment 
but  we  soon  recovered  a  bit  and  after 
some  rapid  mental  calculating  con- 
cluded that  although  the  enemy  may 
control  the  territory  in  that  vicinity 
she  had  no  monopoly  on  the  air— ^so 
inhaling  a  deep  breath  of  the  bracing 
ozone  without  at  all  feeling  under 
obligations  to  her  we  were  ourselves 
again  and  pushed  on.  I  am  sure  she 
hailed  from  the  city  as  we  found  the 
natives  without  exception  to  be  a  real 
decent  sort  of  people.  Should  these 
words  come  within  the  line  of  her 
vision  and  she  must  be  gilfted  with  a 
keen  sense  of  sight,  I  trust  she  will 
feel  sufficiently  rebuked  for  permitting 
herself  to  have  such  a  "nawsty  dis- 
position." 

Getting  our  canoe  into  deeper  water 
we  made  our  way  over  the  glassy 
surface  of  Grant  Lake  to  a  large  flat 
rock  jutting  out  from  the  western 
shore.  It  had  not  been  our  inten- 
tion to  stop  here  but  as  this  had  been 
our  camping  site  on  a  previous  trip 
after  the  small-mouth,  we  decided  to 
land,  take  a  look  at  the  familiar  spot 
and  there  cook  our  first  meal. 

As  soon  as  the  canoe  was  made 
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secure  and  we  got  the  kinks  out  of  our 
knees,  Myron  got  out  his  rod,  ad- 
justed reel  and  line  and  with  an 
artificial  minnow  as  a  lure  made  the 
first  cast  straight  out  from  the  big 
rock — no  strike — again  "whirr"  went 
the  line  as  the  minnow  pulle'd  out  fifty 
feet  and  landed  with  a  "plop"  on  the 
water.    Steadily  reeling  in  with  not 
the  remotest  sign  of  a  strike,  Myron 
exclaimed  "Well!  I'll  be  darned— I'll 
bet  there  isn't  a  fish  left  in  the  lake." 
But  not  too  easily  dismayed  he  Went 
at  it  again  and  made  a  third  and 
longer  cast  a  little  to  the  left,  nearer 
a  bed  of  weeds,  when  somehow  a  three 
pound  small-mouth  bass  did  actually 
get  caught  on  his  Dowagiac.  Before 
the  "poor  fish"  had  time  to  realize 
that  all  was  not  right  he  was  being 
headed  shoreward.    Breaking  water 
four  or  five  times  and  dashing  north, 
south,    east   and   west   in  frantic 
efforts  to  dislodge  the  hook,  he  soon 
began   to   show   signs   of  waning 
strength.    He  seemed  like  easy  mon- 
ey then,  but  on  nearing  the  top  of  the 
water  and   catching  sight   of  two 
would-be  sports  from  "Noo  Yawk" 
he  made  another  plunge  for  the  deep 
drawing  out  thirty  feet  of  line  before 
Myron  could  check  him.    This  was 
his  final  effort  and  he  came  up  to  the 
water's  edge  without  further  protest, 
the  first  prize  of  the  trip  and  a  hand- 
some one.    A  few  minutes  later  he 
was  resting  in  pieces  in  the  frying  pan 
over  a  hot  fire  and  the  odoriferous 
fragrance  that  fish  sent  out  made  us 
truly  glad  we  were  alive.    As  he 
smelt,  so  he  tasted,  our  appetites 
already   perceptibly   sharpened  by 
our  five  mile  paddle. 

What  a  difference  there  is  between 
the  fish  caught  in  the  Canadian 
Lakes  and  those  on  sale  in  Fulton 
market,  New  York.  These  lakes  are 
mostly  springfedandcold,  consequent- 
ly the  flesh  of  the  fish  is  firm  and  decid- 
edly palatable,  while  those  one  pur- 
chases in  the  city,  well!  the  less  said 
the  better. 

It  has  been  a  long  time  wonder 
to  me  why  the  natives  throughout 
the  Provinces  do  so  little  fishing  and 
hunting  for  their  own  consumption. 
I  have  lodged  in  farm  houses  in  this 
region  where  within  five  or  ten  min- 


utes' walk  partridge,  ducks,  bass  and 
trout  are  to  be  had  at  the  expense  of 
a  little  trouble  but  these  people 
preferred  to  live  day  in  and  day  out 
on  fat  salt  pork.    It  is  not  due  to 
laziness  by  any  means  but  apparently 
to  a  custom  started  years  ago  and 
from  which,  lacking  initiative  they 
seem  unable  to  break  away.    I  hope 
sometime  to  see  the  Canadian  Govern- 
ment show  sufficient  interest  in  the 
welfare  of  these  people  to  send  out 
instructors  to  implant  in  the  minds 
of  the  natives  how  to  get  more  out 
of  life,  pointing  out  to  them  the 
wonderful  advantages  they  have  right 
at  their  doors.    A  little  intensive 
training  would  improve  their  con- 
dition one  hundred  percent.  Here 
is  another  mystery.    WJio  can  solve 
it?    Why  does  the  average  farmer, 
with  an  abundance  of  health-giving 
air  surrounding  his  habitation  just 
clamoring  to  get  inside  see  fit  to  keep 
his  windows  closed  tight,  at  least 
in  a  portion  of  the  house  and  thereby 
have  an  unwholesome,  musty  atmos- 
phere pervade  the  rooms?    Such  is 
human  nature  until  it  has  learned 
by  bitter  experience  to  put  on  wisdom. 

We  found  that  others  had  made 
use  of  our  camp  site  since  our  former 
visit.    This  surprised  us  not  a  little 
bit  as  good  camping  places  are  hard 
to  find  on  many  of  these  lakes.  In 
most  places  the  shore  is  of  rock  and 
the  woods  extend  down  almost  to  the 
water's  edge  with  the  underbrush 
and  dead  wood  amongst  the  trees 
so  thick  that  it  is  an  arduous  task 
to  make  any  kind  of  a  clearing.  We 
decided  to  stay  for  the  night  at  this 
camp  and  go  on  to  Dam  Lake  the 
next  day.    The  remainder  of  the 
afternoon  was  spent  in  fishing,  keep- 
ing the  canoe  about  one  hundred 
feet  off  shore  and  casting  in  toward 
the  more  shallow  water,  with  a  little 
still  fishing  thrown  in  as  a  diversion 
until  the  sun  sinking  behind  the  tall 
spruces  on  the  western  bank  reminded 
us  that  we  had  better  get  back  to 
camp  and  make  snug  for  the  night. 
Supper  over,  pans  washed  and  log 
fire  started,  we  drew  our  canoe  up  on 
shore,  brought  up  the  canoe  cushions 
and  having  pitched  our  tent  after  a 
fashion  and  arranged  our  cots,  etc. 


152 


ROD  AND  GUN  IN  CANADA 


earlier  in  the  afternoon,  we  planted 
ourselves,  tired  and  happy,  as  hear 
the  blazing  logs  as  possible.  With 
chilled  backs  and  parboiled  fronts 
we  talked  over  the  events  of  our 
first  day  out,  made  plans  for  the  days 
to  follow  and  swapped  some  of  our 
best  stories — not  only  about  fishing 
but  on  general  topics.   Myron  knows 
something  about  the  theatrical  pro- 
fession and  some  of  the  jokes  he 
sprung  he  claimed  were  real  "Broad- 
way stuff,"  but  if  Broadway  ever 
laughed  at  those  jokes  then  I  have 
been  giving  that  unnatural  thorough- 
fare, where  the  "chickens"  arise  at 
dusk  and  retire  at  dawn,  a  whole 
lot  of  undeserved  credit.    Some  of 
those  jokes,  I  know  were  related  by 
Noah  to  his  sons  of  the  ark  while 
catching   blue   fish  off  the  Jersey 
Coast.    A  feeling  of  drowsiness  be- 
ginning to  come  over  us  and  the  fire 
burning  low  we  decided  it  was  time 
to  turn  in.    There  is  one  thing  about 
which  both  Myron  and  I  reached  the 
same   conclusions,    several  seasons 
ago — that  is  the  comfort  to  be  derived 
from  sleeping  on  a  canvas  cot  is  well 
worth  the  extra  weight  and  trouble 
of  getting  it  into  camp.    No  more 
bal  sam  bough  beds  on  the  ground  for 
us.    They  sound  well  in  story  books 
— (in  nine  cases  out  of  ten,  spruce 
camouflages  as  balsam)  and  judging 
by  the  way  these  made-on-the-spot 
cosy  couches  and  featured  in  the 
average  camping  experience  write-up, 
one  would  think  they  had  a  real  live 
Ostermoor  beaten  seven  ways. 

Lights  out  and  we  were  soon  asleep 
but  awake  again  just  at  day  break. 
Our  tent  faced  the  east.  On  the 
opposite  shore  there  was  a  thickly 
wooded  ridge  so  we  reckoned  it 
would  be  a  couple  of  hours  before 
the  sun's  warm  rays  would  descend 
upon  us.  Even  so,  once  up  we  were 
up  to  stay.  We  washed  and  dressed, 
or  to  be  more  accurate,  dressed  and 
washed  in  a  hurry  and  shivered  around 
while  getting  a  fire  going  and  break- 
fast started,  when  Myron  stopped 
abruptly  in  the  act  of  placing  a  slice 
of  bacon  in  the  pan.  "George"  he 
said,  "look  at  the  deer  up  at  the  head 
of  the  pond."  I  looked  and  sure 
enough  at  the  extreme  end  of  the  lake 


I  could  see  four  of  them  including 
two  young  ones.  Just  then  the  mist 
rising  from  the  lake's  surface  obscured 
our  view  but  in  a  few  moments  we 
could  see  them  again,  very  distinctly. 
Pa  and  Ma  quietly  feeding  while  the 
kiddies  were  chasing  each  other  up 
and  down  the  shore  through  the  long 
beaver  grass  which  filled  the  gap 
between  the  reeds  in  the  shallow 
water  and  the  forest  a  hundred  yards 
back.  It  was  a  pretty  sight.  We 
did  not  attempt  to  molest  them,  this 
being  close  season  and  there  they 
stayed  for  fully  a  half  hour  very 
deliberately  eating  their  morning  meal 
and  apparently  enjoying  themselves, 
in  their  security.  A  few  minutes 
later  on  pushing  out  in  the  canoe  and 
rounding  a  bend  to  the  right  of  the 
camp  on  glancing  up  on  shore,  I 
beheld  a  beautiful  picture.  A  full 
grown  buck  with  head  erect,  stood 
motionless,  gazing  intently  at  me. 
He  seemed  not  in  the  least  alarmed 
but  remained  for  several  moments, 
no  doubt  wondering  what  kind  of  an 
object  was  gently  floating  over  the 
lake's  surface.  Then  suddenly  say- 
ing to  himself  "safety  first"  he 
wheeled  around  and  disappeared 
amongst  the  trees. 

I  brought  in  a  nice  pike  of  nearly 
three  pounds,  caught  on  the  troll 
and  of  this  we  made  our  breakfast. 
The  solid  white  meat  fried  in  chunks 
with  slices  of  bacon  as  trimmings  was 
indeed  delicious  and  we  ate  heartily, 
anticipating  a  rather  strenuous  few 
hours'  work  before  the  next  meal. 
Breakfast  over  and  a  good  smoke  to 
settle  things  we  were  ready  to  break 
camp.  Packing  everything  in  as  con- 
venient form  as  possible  for  carrying, 
we  again  loaded  the  canoe  and  put 
off  for  the  head  of  the  lake  on  our 
way  to  the  trail  leading  over  to  Dam 
Lake. 

In  making  a  passage  through  the 
dense  patch  of  reeds  which  extended 
from  shore  to  shore  at  this  end  of 
Grant  Lake  while  yet  a  hundred  yards 
or  more  from  land  we  came  upon  a 
duck's  nest,  built  on  the  water's 
surface  and  securely  fastened  to  the 
reed  stalks.  In  it  were  two  eggs, 
carefully  covered  over  with  dry  grass 
— a  means  of  protection  against  mar- 
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auders.  We  left  it  as  we  found  it  and 
paddled  on  in  search  of  an  opening 
leading  to  the  trail.  We  were  an- 
xious to  disembark  with  feet  dry  and 
it  was  only  after  several  futile  attempts 
to  get  the  canoe  up  to  within  jumping 
distance  of  dry  ground  that  we  finally 
discovered  a  log  extending  out  from 
shore.  Apparently  placed  there  for 
just  such  a  purpose  we  managed  to 
get  our  boat  alongside  and  scrambled 
out  without  shipping  any  water,  in 
our  boots.  The  log  also  indicated  the 
exact  spot  where  the  trail  began, 
so  hastily  unloading  we  carried  our 
duffle  up  to  the  edge  of  the  woods  and 
soon  were  started  on  our  way  over 
the  portage,  carrying  the  canoe  first. 
Not  being  laboring  men  in  the  accept- 
ed sense  of  the  word  we  were  obliged 
to  make  three  trips  over  the 
half  mile  trail  in  order  to  get  our 
entire  equipment  on  the  shores  of 
Dam  Lake.  Arriving  at  the  further 
end  on  our  first  trip  across  we  went 
down  to  the  shore  to  take  a  good 
look  at  this  beautiful  sheet  of  water. 
A  sputtering  and  fluttering  just  to 


our  left  caused  us  to  turn  around  just 
in  time  to  see  an  old  duck  with' 
several  young  ones,  half  grown,  doing 
their  level  best  to  get  out  of  the  danger 
zone.  They  half  swam,  half  flew 
over  the  top  of  the  water  and  rounding 
a  bend  a  little  farther  on  were  lost 
to  view. 

A  mink,  one  of  the  largest  I  have 
ever  seen,  made  his  way  along  the 
narrow  strip  of  sand  at  the  water's 
edge  and  disappeared  amongst  the 
logs.  There  truly  was  wild  life  in 
this  region  soon  to  be  disturbed  by 
our  intrusion. 

Dam  Lake  is  one  of  the  most  beau- 
tiful in  that  section.  It's  waters  are 
extremely  clear,  exceeding  Lake 
George  in  that  respect  and  in  my 
opinion  all  other  respects,  for  so  soon 
as  a  lake  becomes  infested  with 
summer  cottages  and  hotels  it  loses 
all  charm  for  me.  With  surface  calm 
and  sun  shining  we  could  see  bottom 
at  a  depth  of  thirty  feet.  We  pitched 
our  tent  close  by  the  trail  where  it 
ends  in  a  small  clearing  and  about 
fifty  feet  from  the  water.    Just  in 
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front  was  a  log  skid  used  the  previous 
winter  by  the  lumbermen  for  the 
purpose  of  rolling  the  timber  on  to 
the  sleighs  to  be  drawn  across  the  ice. 
A  number  of  abandoned  logs  of  good 
dimensions  lay  scattered  about  and 
these  served  us  admirably  as  fire 
wood. 

Dam  Lake  is  two  miles  long  and 
nearly  a  mile  wide  toward  the  south- 
ern end.    Its  shores  were  almost 
entirely  of  rock  and  thickly  wooded 
with  the  exception  of  a  small  clearing 
of  only  a  few  acres  on  the  eastern  side. 
Squarely  in  the  middle  of  this  stood 
an  unpretentious  log  hut,  quite  desert- 
ed at  the  time.    We  were  practically 
monarchs  of  all  we  surveyed  as  with 
the  exception  of  an  occasional  fishing 
party  passing  through  or  a  Sunday 
visit  from     the  French- Canadians 
living  in  that  region,  we  were  alone. 
Ours  was  the  only  boat  on  the  lake  so 
we  had  a  real  monopoly.    Our  camp 
in  order,  we  set  out  after  the  small 
mouth  black  bass  and  were  soon 
convinced  that  they  were  there  in 
plenty.    With   indifferent   luck  we 
fished  several  places  along  the  shore 
before  reaching  a  small  bay  on  the 
western  side  which  later  proved  to  be 
our  favorite  spot.    First  we  anchored 
about   midway    between   the  two 
points  forming  the  bay  but  eventu- 
ally- moved  in  close  to  the  rocky 
shore  where  the  water  was  twelve  or 
fifteen  feet  deep.     Fastening-  the 
canoe  to  the  overhanging  branches 
we  could  look  down  into  the  crystal 
depths  and  watch  for  a  good  sized 
specimen  of  the  bass  family  to  show 
interest  in  the  bait.    It  was  amusing 
and  a  rather  unique  experience  to  be 
able  to  choose  our  fish  before  catching 
them.    Should  a  little  chap  of  a 
pound  and  a  half  or  two  pounds 
with  mouth  wide  open  and  eyes 
ablaze  make  ready  to  gobble  the 
frenzied  chub,  he  would  stop,  bewil- 
dered, at  seeing  the  wriggling  minnow 
abruptly  and  unceremoniously  jerked 
away  from  him  to  be  kept  in  reserve 
for  his  betters. 

But  when  grand-dad  weighing  close 
on  to  five  pounds  happened  along  we 
would  use  our  most  persuasive  powers 
to  encourage  him.  He,  wise  old 
guy,  made  wise  by  experience  would 


go  for  deeper  water.  Not  all,  how- 
ever, of  those  with  experience  back 
of  them  would  escape  the  lure  as  we 
caught  plenty  of  four  and  five  pound- 
ers, more  than  enough  for  our  table. 
Those  we  could  not  make  use  of  were 
returned  to  the  water,  still  very  much 
alive.  Threading  them  on  a  string 
hung  over  the  side  of  the  canoe  as 
soon  as  caught,  we  found  that  very 
few  were  too  badly  hurt  to  survive. 

A  gone-ish  feeling  somewhere  in 
our  anatomy  would  indicate  more 
accurately  than  government  standard 
time   just   when   lunch   hour  had 
arrived."   So  back  to  the  camp  we 
would  go  build  a  fire,  get  out  pots  and 
pans  and  in  a  very  few  minutes,  just 
as  we  were  beginning  to  think  that 
never  before  in  all  our  young  lives 
had  we  experienced  such  a  vacuous 
feeling,  would  sit  down  to  such  a 
meal  as  one  hungers  for  when  in  the 
city — black  bass  fried  in  corn  meal, 
boiled  potatoes,  biscuit  and  coffee 
followed  the  canned  soup,  then  for 
dessert,  fresh  picked  luscious  wild 
red    raspberries    with  evaporated 
cream.    The  above  is  just  a  sample 
as^  each  day  found  some  variation 
in  the  bill  of  fare.    We  had  brought 
some  eggs  from  Blue  Sea  and  these 
we  were  able  to  keep    in  good  con- 
dition for  several  days  by  placing  in 
a  cool  spot  and  covering  over  with 
a  thi'ck  layer  of  green  leaves.  After 
three  or  four  days,  however,  they 
began  to  bear  a  strong  resemblance 
(get  that  word— "strong")   to  the 
kind  you  buy  at  the  corner  grocery 
when  the  shop-keeper  unblushingly 
volunteers  the  advice — "You'd  better 
hurry  home  with  these." 

The  days  were  hot  and  the  nights 
cool,  almost  frosty.  We  needed  all 
the  bed  covering  we  could '  muster 
to  keep  comfortable.  After  lying 
awake  and  shivering  for  a  couple 
of  nights  we  awoke  to  the  fact  that 
the  open  space  between  the  cot  and 
the  ground  was  responsible  for  our 
discomfort.  This  we  remedied  by  a 
filling  of  closely  packed  spruce  boughs 
and  thereafter  slept  soundly  until 
morning.  A  comfortable  night's 
sleep,  a  dip  in  the  cold  water  first 
thing  in  the  morning  followed  by  a 
good  vigorous  rub-down  made  hew 
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creatures  of  us.  "Each  day  we  stay, 
takes  a  year  off  my  age,"  I  ventured 
to  remark.  "At  that  rate"  said 
Myron  "if  we  remain  much  longer 
it  will  be  several  years  before  you 
were  born."  (more  Broadway  stuff) 
With  the  exception  of  one  rainy 
day  we  had  delightful  weather 
throughout  our  stay  at  Dam  Lake. 
The  mornings  we  usually  spent  on  the 
lake  having  more  sport  than  a  little 
with  the  bass.  In  the  afternoon  we 
would  rest  in  the  shade  of  the  trees 
surrounding  the  tent,  or  go  exploring 
along  one  of  the  many  logging 
roads  in  the  vicinity.  On  these 
hikes  we  kept  pretty  rigidly  to 
the  trails  as  the  bush  is  so  dense 
there  is  grave  danger  of  one  losing 
his  bearings  and  wandering  for 
miles  in  the  wrong  direction. 
A  couple  of  hours  just  before 
sun  down  were  usually  put  in  at  our 
favorite  bass  grounds  in  the  bay 
across  the  lake — making  it  a  point 
to  always  get  back  to  camp  and  supper 
started  before  darkness  closed  in. 
Dishes  washed  and  camp  straighted 
for  the  night,  we,  Myron  with  his 
"seven  cent  straight"  and  I  with  my 
pipefullof  English  Curve  Cut  would 
settle  ourselves  near  the  log  fire  for  an 
hour  of  perfect  ease  and  contentment. 

The  crescent  moon  just  setting 
over  the  dark  spruce  tops  on  the 
opposite  shore,  the  big  dipper  spark- 
lingly  brilliant  directly  over  head, 
the  whip-poor-wills  keeping  up  their 
incessant  call,  a  splash  in  the  water 
made  by  some  small  animal,  a  little 
way  along  the  water's  edge,  an 
occasional  call  of  the  loon,  all  these 
made  us  feel  delightfully  isolated. 
Even  a  slight  tinge  of  homesickness 
crept  over  us  both  I  fear.    I  know  I 
felt  it,  when  suddenly  Myjxm  would 
break  the  silence,  "Say  George  did 
you  ever  hear  that  joke  about" — he 
commenced  but  fortunately  for  me 
just  then  a  long  drawn  out  cry 
coming  from  the  further  end  of  the 
lake  sent  a  thrill  through  us  both 
and  I  was  spared.    Starting  with  a 
sudden  crescendo  it  died  down  gradu- 
ally in  a  most  dismal  wail.  "An 
owl,"  said  Myron.    "A  wild  cat," 
said  I.    Whatever  it  was,  it  sounded 
most  weird.    Twice  more  we  heard 
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it  before  turning  in  for  the  night 
and  it  but  added  to  our  feeling  of 
loneliness.    To  bed  and  soon  asleep, 
then  waking  again  at  break  of  day 
we  were  as  chipper  as  ever.    So  the 
days   went   by,    enjoyable  health- 
giving  days  until  the  morning  set 
for  our  return.    Getting  up  earlier 
than  usual  we  had  an  hour's  fishing 
before  sun-up,  bringing  in  a  fine  four 
pound  bass    and  a  pike  of  heavier 
weight.    We  cooked  part  of  each  for 
breakfast.    If  fish  is  good  brain  food 
as  claimed,  then  our  intellects  should 
be  of  a  dazzling  brilliance  upon  our 
return,  we  figured.    Recrossing  the 
portage  and  Grant  Lake  as  far  as  the 
big  flat  rock  we  stopped  for  lunch. 
The  wind  which  had  been  blowing 
moderately  all  morning  now  rose  to  a 
stiff  north-easter.    The  white  caps 
warned  us  not  to  venture  further. 
Toward  six  in  the  evening,  however, 
there  was  some  abatement  so  seeing 
that  all  was  snug  in  the  canoe  we 
started  across  Grant  Lake  to  the 
outlet.    It  was. a  hard  paddle  and  we 
were  glad  to  reach  safety  in  the  nar- 
row creek.    Our  friend  with  the  rasp- 
ing voice  was  nowhere  to  be  seen,  we 
hoped  the  gale  had  left  her  speechless 
for  a  while  at  least.    On  we  went 
through  the  outlet,  turning  to  the 
left  on  entering  Blue  Sea.    The  water 
was  still  very  rough,  more  so  than  we 
had  expected  as  the  wind   was  un- 
doubtedly going  down  with  the  sun. 
"Let  us  hug  the  shore,"  I  suggested. 
"That  being  the  only  thing  there  is 
to  hug,"  agreed  Myron.    The  wind 
was  at  our  backs  fortunately  and  we 
went  at  a  great  pace  past  the  rugged 
shore.    "Rock  ahead,"  shouted  the 
man  in  the  bow.    With  a  strong 
stroke  of  the  paddle  the  canoe  was 
brought   around   forty-five  degrees 
just  in  time  to  escape  a  huge  sub- 
merged boulder.    We  could  see  it 
as  we  passed,  just  two  or  three  inches 
below  the  top  of  the  water.  We 
shiver  to  think  what  the  result  might 
have  been  had  we  struck  full  force. 
There  was  deep  water  on  either  side 
and  with  a  heavy  sea  running  we 
would  have  had  a  most  uncomfortable 
time  of  it. 

Paddling  with  the  waves,  but  now 
more  cautiously,  we  made  good  time, 
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deciding  it  wiser  to  cut  across  the  big 
bay  indenting  Blue  Sea's  eastern 
shore  than  to  take  chances  of  running 
on  a  rock.  Once  across  we  felt  com- 
paratively safe.  A  miniature  Gape 
Hatteras  at  this  point  necessitated 
our  heading  out  straight  into  the  lake, 
then  sharply  turning  the  bow  make 
for  the  shore  line  once  more.  Without 
further  incident  we  drew  up  at 
Antoine's  landing  and  mighty  glad 
we  were  to  step  out  on  solid  ground. 
It  was  almost  dark  and  decidedly 
chilly.  The  moon  now  nearly  full 
was  just  showing  itself  above  the 


horizon,  a  whip-poor-will,  whipped 
poor  will  in  one  of  the  small  trees 
near  the  path,  Antoine's  dog  barked 
a  welcome  and  our  trip  was  over. 
Tomorrow  would  see  us  back  in 
civilization,  wearing  starched  collars 
and  straw  hats.  But  we  felt  like 
settling  down  for  a  winter's  work, 
so  our  objective  had  been  attained. 

Somehow  I  sometimes  think  that 

getting  out  in  the  wilds  is  more  of  a 

novelty  to  me  that  it  is  to  Myron, 

but  that  can  be  quite  easily  explained. 

You  see — Myron  lives  in  New  Jersey 


The  Humber 

King  of  Atlantic  Salmon  Streams 

N.  Milton  Browne 


WHEN  I  think  of  vacation  time 
I  think  of  the  Humber  in 
August, — a  placid,  broad, 
deep-bosomed  stream,  which,  after 
flowing  through  a  primeval  forest 
for  nearly  a  hundred  miles,  empties 
into  the  Bay  of  Islands,  on  the  west 
coast  of  Newfoundland. 

An  ideal  water  course  on  which 
the  angler  may  spend  a  month  cruis- 
ing about  and  never  twice  cast  his 
fly  on  the  same  water.  There  is 
no  question  of  catching  hard-fighting 
Atlantic  salmon  in  this  river,  it  is 
rather  a  problem  what  to  do  with  all 
the  fish  that  will  come  to  your  gaff. 

The  Humber  is  divided  into  two 
sections,  the  upper  and  lower  streams 
on  both  of  which  there  is  fishing,  such 
as,  I  believe,  can  be  had  nowhere 
else  on  this  continent. 

The  start  for  the  grounds  is  made 
at  North  Sydney,  where  the  tourist 
goes  aboard  the  Reid  Newfoundland 
Company's  well-equipped  steamer, 
and,  after  a  short  run  of  a  few  hours — 
which  is  usually  spent  in  sleeping 
— the  passenger  lands  at  Port-Aux- 
Basques,  after  a  ninety  mile  voyage 
across  the  Cabot  Strait. 

The  fare  from  North  Sydney  to 
Curling,  Bay  of  Islands,  where  the 
angler  stops  if  he  intends  to  fish  the 
lower  Humber,  is  twenty-seven  dollars 


and  ninety  cents  return,  and  for 
the  service  rendered  this  amount 
is  trifling.  On  arrival  at  the-  Port 
breakfast  is  had  on  board  the  train, 
and  about  9  o'clock  the  trip  to  the 
interior  commences.  . 

During  the  earlier  stages  of  the 
journey  the  voyageurs  pass  through 
the  famous  Coudroy  Valley,  the  ex- 
press skirting  along  the  base  of  the 
Cape  Ray  mountain  range,  the  slopes 
of  which  are  visited  annually  by 
etomologists  from  different  parts  of 
the  globe  who,  armed  with  nets, 
scour  the  hillsides  for  specimens  of 
butterflies  and  bugs,  a  rea!m_of  sport 
in  which  these  people  seem  to  find 
much,  amusement. 

The  first  salmon  stream  passed  on 
the  way  is  the  Little  Coudroy,  then 
Big  Coudroy,  Crabbe's,  Robinson's, 
Fischell's,,  St.  George's,  and  Harry's 
Brook,  in  the  order  named.  These 
are  all  early  rivers,  salmon  starting 
to  run  along  about  the  second  week 
in  June.  I  have  fished  all  these 
waters  and  can  guarantee  all  of  them 
as  fine  places  for  the  angler  to  visit. 

After  a  run  of  about  six  hours  the 
train  stops  at  Curling,  a  little  out 
of  the  way  village  nestling  close  down 
by  the  sea,  and  washed  by  the  waters 
of  Bay  of  Islands. 

The   panoramic   beauty   of  this 
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magnificent  stretch  of  water  is  in- 
describable in  a  mere  word  picture. 

The  bay  is  surrounded  by  a  great 
semi-circle  of  hills,  the  tallest  of 
which,  Mount  Blow-Me-Down,  is 
twenty-one  hundred  and  twenty-five 
feet  high.  These  miniature  moun- 
tains rise"  sheer  from  the  sea  and 
are  wooded  from  base  to  summit 
with  a  wilderness  of  spruce  and  other 
native  trees.  In  sheltered  places 
on  either  side  of  the  harbor,  little 
villages  occupied  by  fishermen  find 
precarious  footing  on  the  fringe  of 
the  water,  their  white-roofed  cottages 
furnishing  a  charming  setting  to  the 
emerald  green  of  the  hills  and  sap- 
phire blue  of  the  sea.  The  sunset 
effects  at  Bay  of  Islands  are  beautiful 
beyond  anything  I  have  witnessed 
in  any  other  section  of  this  northern 
clime. 

Arriving  at  Curling  we  engaged 
guides,  camps  and  necessary  para- 
phernalia for  a  month's  stay  on  the 
river. 

On  the  Lower  Humber  a  guide 
with  motor  boat,  canoe  and  camps 
costs  about  five  dollars  a  day.  Should 
you  desire  to  go  further  up-stream,  the 
figure  advances  according  to  the 
expense  of  operating  the  gasolene 
boat. 

Previous  to  the  big  adventure  we 
enjoyed  some  splendid  sea-trout  fish- 
ing at  Hughe's  Brook,  across  the 
bay  from  Curling,  and  at  the  foot 
of  Blow-Me-Down — at  the  latter 
place  in  a  tiny  lagoon,  which  has  been 
carved  out  behind  the  beach  by  the 
action  of  the  stream  which  finds  its 
way  down  the  mountainside.  This 
is  an  ideaLspot  for  women  anglers. 
During  a  short  stay  here  we  caught 
hundreds  of  sea-trout,  many  of  which 
weighed  over  six  pounds. 

After  a  week  of  splendid  sport  we 
came  back  to  Curling  where  we  found 
everything  ready  for  the  big  kill  on 
the  Humber. 

We  started  at  daylight  and  a  run 
of  three  miles  and  a  half  brought  us 
to  the  head  of  tide-water.  There  are 
a  number  of  fine  pools  on  the  way; 
but,  of  course,  these  cannot  be  fished 
with  any  hope  of  success  unless  the 
stream  is  very  low,  as  salmon  will 
not  rise  to  the  fly  in  salt  water.  How- 


ever, in  season,  the  many  shoals 
fairly  teem  with  fish. 

Some  of  the  best  places  to  try  your 
luck  are  Duncan  Rock  and  Shell 
Bird  Island  shoals. 

Four  miles  from  the  mouth  of  the 
river,  Steady  Brook,  one  of  the  best 
fishing  and  camping  spots  on  the 
Lower  Humber,  is  reached.  Here 
we  pitched  our  tents  and  made  ready 
for  a  couple  of  weeks  solid  enjoyment. 

The  water  runs  deep  and  strong 
on  the  Lower  Humber,  with  the 
result  that  all  the  fishing  is  done  from 
shoals,  one  of  the  best  of  which  is 
Hard  Scrabble. 

As  an  illustration  of  the  kind  of 
sport  that  may  be  had  at  this  point, 
I  take  the  liberty  of  republishing 
the  following  from  "Western  Star," 
Bay  Of  Islands;  "Miss  Lois  Reid, 
daughter  of  Sir  William  Reid,  beat 
her  father  on  Saturday  at  salmon 
fishing  on  the  Humber  having  secured 
a  fish  which  tipped  the  scales  at  3 
pounds.  Her  brother,  Leonard, 
caught  a  30-pounder,  and  Sir  William 
himself  was  successful  in  landing  a 
29-pounder.  Later  Sir  William  land- 
ed a  32-pounder,  G.  W.  Stewart,  of 
Truro,  gaffed  a  36-pounder,  and  Dr. 
Fisher  killed  a  337-pounder." 

Salmon  weighing  above  forty  pounds 
have  been  landed. at  this  point,  but 
I  could  find  no  reliable  records  of 
these  kills.  Undoubtedly  the  biggest 
fish  are  taken  from  the  Humber. 

In  a  week's  stay  at  the  lower  camp 
we  caught  so  many  salmon  I  should 
hesitate  to  name  the  total  number. 
During  the  last  couple  of  days  we 
used  to  play  the  fish  until  they  wTere 
exhausted  and  then  give  them  their 
liberty. 

This  spot  offers  ideal  sport  to  the 
trout  fisherman.  Steady  Brook, 
which  empties  into  the  Humber,  is 
navigable  for  about  a  mile  by  motor 
boat,  from  where,  after  leaving  the 
launch,  we  walked  to  the  falls,  at 
the  foot  of  which  there  is  a  fine  deep 
pool  from  which  may  be  taken  any 
number  of  fish.  The  fall  is  between 
eighty  and  one  hundred  feet  high,  an 
about  forty  feet  wide  at  the  top.  All 
summer,  practically,  except  in  the 
driest  seasons,  there  is  a  great  rush  of 
water  flowing  over  the  falls,  with  the 
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resultant  effect  of  wonderful  scenic 
views. 

After  eight  days  on  the  Lower 
Humber  we  broke  camp  and  heaving 
our  dunnage  aboard  the  motor  boat 
began  ourcruise  to  the  Upper  Humber. 

The  stream  varies  from  about  a 
hundred  feet  to  half  a  mile  in  width, 
and  both  banks  are  lined  with  a  thick 
growth  of  spruce,  fir,  birch,  witch- 
hazel,  poplar,  ash,  juniper  and  cherry 
trees.  Beyond  Steady  Brook  about 
eight  miles  we  entered  Little  Rapids, 
which,  though  quick  water,  is  navig- 
able for  motor  boat.  The  stream 
is  very  wide  at  this  point  and  abounds 
in  shoals,  in  all  of  which  there  is  good 
fishing. 

Big  Rapids,  about  a  mile  farther 
up,  has  a  fall  of  about  four  feet  over 
which  even  in  the  driest  seasons  a 
motor  launch  can  be  portaged  over 
at  either  side.  As  in  all  other  parts 
of  the  lower  Humber  a  heavy  tide 
runs  at  this  point,  sometimes  making 
nine  miles  an  hour. 

Thirteen  miles  from  Bay  of  Islands 
•  we  entered  Deer  Lake,  a  beautiful, 
sheet  of  water  some  nineteen  miles 
long  and  from  one  and  a  half  to  two 
miles  wide.  At  almost  any  place 
one  chooses  to  drop  a  fly  while 
traversing  the  lake,  a  trout  or  salmon 
might  be  hooked. 

From  the  head  of  Deer  Lake  to 
the  forks  on  the  Upper  Humber  is 
five  miles,  all  steady  water,  and, 
therefore,  easily  negotiated. 

The  forks  are  formed  by  Junction 
Brook,  flowing  from  Grand  Lake, 
and  Willows  Steady  waters.  A  mile 
farther  up  is  Seal  Pond  rapids,  and 
here  ends  motor  boat  travel. 

In  the  poo]  at  the  foot  of  the  falls 
the  painter  of  the  little  launch  was 
snubbed  to  a  birch  tree,  and  our 
dunnage  thrown  aboard  the  two 
canoes,  which  had  been  in  tow  since 
we  left  the  village. 

Grand  Falls  was  reached  after  a  day 
and  a  half's  paddle  through  a  country 


unrivalled  for  scenic  beauty.  The 
only  portage  on  the  way  is  at  Little 
John's  Falls,  over  which  a  canoe  can 
easily  be  carried. 

We  arrived  at  our  journey's  end 
about  six  o'clock,  and  long  before 
the  first  faint  glimmerings  of  twilight 
began  to  close  down  on  the  land  our 
guides  had  the  camps  up,  we  ate 
a  hearty  supper,  filled  our  pipes,  put 
the  rods  together  and  laid  out  our 
paraphernalia  ready  for  a  try  for  sal- 
mon on  the  river  at  daylight. 

It  would  be  impossible,  in  the  short 
space  at  my  disposal  to  give  even  the 
briefest  synopsis  of  all  that  happened 
during  our  two  weeks'  stay  in  the 
heart  of  a  wilderness  seldom  visited 
by  man. 

Our  party  killed  numberless  salmon, 
many  of  which  weighed  over  thirty -five 
pounds,  and  never  a  day  passed  that 
we  could  not  land  as  many  fish  as  we 
wanted  to.  They  were  there  in  the 
pool  below  the  falls  in  myriads,  and 
it  was  only  a  matter  of  casting  the 
fly  to  get  results. 

Our  trip  out  was  even  more  enjoy- 
able, if  that  were  possible,  than  that 
going  in,  as  we  had  the  tide  with  us 
and  had  little  to  do  but  steer  the 
canoes. 

A  most  enjoyable  feature  of  the 
trip  was  the  unfailing  courtesy-  and 
prompt  attention  bestowed  upon  us 
by  the  obliging  officials  of  the  Reid 
Newfoundland  railway  and,  steam- 
ship company's  lines.  They  were 
indefatigable  in  attending  to  our 
creature  comforts  and  materially  as- 
sisted in  furnishing  us  with  addresses 
of  guides,  hotels,  etc. 

One  little  bit  of  advice  in  closing: 
Don't  go  to  Newfoundland  without 
a  plentiful  supply  of  fly  dope.  Every 
known  species  of  mosquito  is  to  be 
found  on  the  Humber,  and  your  trip 
will  be  utterly  spoiled  if  you  fail  to 
take  a  preventative  against  the  as- 
saults of  these  little"  pests,  the  bane 
of  fishermen. 


F.  V.  Williams 


A meadow  mouse  scurried  along 
the  little  path  and  dived  mys- 
teriously out  of  sight  into  a 
tuft  of  tall  grass.  Panic?  Say,  it 
was  illustrated  in  every  jump  that 
meadow  mouse  made,  and  he  was  in 
sight  of  the  big  white  leghorn  rooster 
for  at  least  five  jumps.  With  the  air 
of  one  who  is  sure  of  himself,  the  big 
white  fowl  strutted  forward  to  in* 
vestigate.  The  ladies  of  his  harem 
scattered  about  in  the  surrounding 
tall  grass  were  no  doubt  watching 
him  with  admiration  and  it  was  up 
to  him  to  prove  himself  as  important 
as  possible;  be  it  kn  ;wn,  the  whole 
flDck  of  chickens  from  the  nearby 
farmhouse  had  strayed  over  into 
this  part  of  the  field  and  were  having 
a  high  old  time  chasing  "hoppers," 
which  gave  variety  to  their  regular 
bill  of  fare. 

As  was  mentioned  before,  the  big 
white  leghorn  rooster  strutted  for- 
ward to  investigate  the  hiding  place 
of  that  meadow  mouse,  and  in  doing 


this  he  followed  the  same  direct 
line  of  travel  taken  by  the  mouse. 
He  had  gone  perhaps  one  half  the 
distance  when  the  tall  grass  parted 
noiselessly  a  little  to  the  left  and 
back  of  the  big  white  bird.  The 
human  eye  could  not- have  iollowed 
the  movement  of  the  long  bodied 
creature  that  landed  with  the  agility 
of  a  cat  on  that  rooster's  back. 
"Cock  of  the  walk"  he  may  have 
been,  but  he  never  had  an  opportun- 
ity of  defending  himself.  There  was 
the  crunch  of  sharp  fangs  through 
his  neck  and  he  settled  down  in  his 
tracks  with  a  convulsive  kick  or 
twc  and  was  quiet.  His  neck  cleanly 
broken,  and,  for  perhaps  five  minutes 
the  killer  busied  himself  about  the 
body.  What  he  ate  of  that  fowl 
would  scarcely  have  been  fto-ticed, 
but  of  the  warm  blood  he  drank 
his  fill,  and  slipped  away  through  the 
grass  before  even  his  barnyard  mate 
had  discovered  the  tragedy. 

That  night  the  discussion  up  at 
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the  house  divided  itself  over  the 
white  rooster's  death,  part  of  the 
family  were  sure  rats  were  tc  blame — 
of  which  there  were  quite  a  few  about 
the  barn — the  other  part  of  the 
household  was  sure  it  must  have  been 
weasels,  as  a  family  of  weasels  were 
known  to  have  a  den  in  a  huge  pile 
of  brush  near  by. 

At  any  rate  a  war  of  extermination 
was  declared  on  both  rats  and  weasels 
and  for  a  start,  that  very  night 
sundry  traps  and  baits  were  placed 
about  the  barn. 

The  next  day  the  whcle  family 
and  "Collie"  the  dog,  surrounded 
that  brush  pile.  Everybody  had  a 
stick  or  hay-fork,  whichever  weapon 
happened  to  be  most  convenient. 
The  match  was  applied  to  windward 
and  m  a  very  few  minutes  the  whole 
end  of  the  brush-pile  was  in  flames. 
New  the  hunters  expected  that  once 
the  fire  was  started,  the  weasels 
would  rush  out,  but  such  was  not  the 
case.  The  fire  had  burned  some 
time  and  the  watchers  were  a  bit 
off  their  guard,  when  of  a  sudden  a 
brown  slim  body  shot  out  from  one 
side  of  the  smoking  heap  of  brush  and 
made  for  the  tall  grass.  There  was  a 
rush  headed  by  "Collie"  for  the 
weasel.  Ever  try  to  catch  a  weasel 
on  rough  ground,  with  bunches  of 
grass  here  and  there,  lots  of  cover  for 
aforesaid  weasel?  Everybody  got  in 
everybody  else's  way  and  "Collie" 
all  excitement,  snapped  here  and 
there,  only  to  get  a  mouthful  of  grass 
when  he  got  anything,  and  while  the 
chase  was  at  its  height  someone 
yelled,  "There  goes  the  other  one" — 
and  sure  enough,  the  other  weasel 
was  ^bolting  in  the  opposite  direction. 
This  divided  the  pursuit  with  the  re- 
sult that  both  weasels  got  safely  away. 

"Guess  about  all  we  will  get  from 
this  excitement  is  their  hiding-place 
cleared  out,"  remarked  someone,  and 
several  of  the  party  had  started  to  go 
about  their  regular  duties,  when  a 
squealing  and  screaming  began  from 
the  interior  of  the  burning  brush-pile. 
There  »were  young  weasels  in  there 
and  the  flames  had  reached  them. 
Their  cries  reached  other  ears  than 
those  of  the  people  standing  about. 
"Collie"  noticed  it  first,  and  befcre 
the  old  weasel  got  half  way  back  to 


her  burning  home,  he  was  upon  her. 
Yes,  sir,  she  was  coming  back,  the 
cries  of  the  young  ones  left  behind 
were  too  much  and  she  was  returning 
to  that  smoking,  burning  -brush  pile. 
But  this  time  "Collie"  had  judged  the 
distance  right  and  with  a  snap  he 
seized  that  weasel  and  threw  it  into  the 
the  air,  catching  it  as  it  came  down, 
and  blotting  out  its  life  with  a  crunch 
of  its  long  jaws,  and  almost  at  the  same 
time  there  was  a  cry  of  <fcOh!  look, 
look!"  and  the  second  weasel  was 
discovered  racing  swiftly  for  the 
endangered  young  ones;  a  lucky 
thrust  with  a  hay-fork  and  he  too 
was  accounted  for.  The  flames  hav- 
ing eaten  through  the  brush  pile, 
there  was  no  further  sounds  from 
there.  The  flames  had  done  their 
work,  you  and  I  and  the  other  fellow 
all  know  that  a  weasel  is  a  blood- 
thirsty little  pirate — still,  in  the  face 
of  all  the  danger  surrounding  4hose 
two  small  pirates,  their  attempt  to 
come  to  the  rescue  of  their  young — 
what  would  you  call  it — instinct, 
parental  affection,  bravery  or  what 
not?  Whatever  or  however  you 
may  account  for  it,  this  much  I 
think  we'll  all  agree  on, — that  it 
sure  was  admirable,  to  say  the  least. 

And  then  two  days  after — in  the 
corner  of  the  oatbm  m  the  barn  there 
was  a  rat-hole  and  opposite  it  a  steel 
trap  had  been  set  for  rats.  The 
gentleman  who  had  set  the  trap  was 
on  his  daily  routine  of  work  and  this 
morning  he  glanced  in  to  see  if  the 
lats  had  been  careless  enough  in  the 
night  to  step  on  the  pan  of  that  trap — 
and  well,  he  sure  was  surprised,  for 
instead  of  a  rat  was  the  largest, 
fattest  weasel  he  had  ever  seen. 
The  jaws  of  the  trap  had  closed  high 
up  on  the  shoulders,  shutting  of  his 
wind  ^nd  holding  him  fast.  As  his 
captor  picked  up  the  trap  to  examine 
him  he  noted  with  astonishment 
that  both  front  and  hind  feet  on  the 
weasel's  left  side  were  missing,  the 
healed  stumps  of  legs  bearing  mute 
evidence  of  at  least  two  other  experi- 
ences with  traps. 

"  'Three  times  and  out'  tough 
luck,  old  timer!"  commented  his 
captor  as  he  carried  him  toward 
the  house  to  exhibit  his  prize  to  the 
family,  the  slayer  of  the  white  rooster. 


Just  Reminisin 

Arthur  J.  Algate 


IT  all  goes  to  prove  that  you  never  can  tell 
what  an  old  bass  is  likely  to  do,  Maybe 
some  of  those  unexplainable  but  none- 
theless memorable  lucky  da\s  are  attribut- 
able to  family  jars  in  the  fish  household,  or 
Mrs.  Bass  may  want  to  house-clean  and 
Daddy  Bass  being  ordered  out  of  the  house 
decides  to  see  what  he  can  see.  The  day 
may  be  bright  and  cloudless,  just  a  regular 
lounging  around  day  in  the  bass  community, 
but  seeing  he  is  driven  from  his  cosy  corner  in 
the  shady  depths  of  some  secluded  cavern, 
Mr.  Bass  must  needs  do  something, — so 
he  takes  a  stroll  on  the  off  chance  of  "picking 
up"  some  tid-bit  inshore  where  such  dainties 
are  most  likely  to  be  found. 

Reminds  me  of  a  day  in  early  August, 
hot,  breathless,  water  like  a  millpond.  Our 
visitor  insisted  on  fishing.  Muskoka  meant 
only  one  thing,  fish  and  fishing,  without  re- 
gard to  time  or  circumstances,  so  fish  we  did 
in  spite  of  conditions.  Result — lunchtime 
and  nothing  to  show  but  a  lively  coat  of  sun- 
burn. Luncheon  over,  pal  decided  he'd  had 
enough,  but  just  to  keep  busy  I  pushed  the 
canoe  out  to  a  submerged  rock,  an  old  favorite 
of  mine,  cautiously  dropped  anchor  over  side, 
and  drifted  over  into  casting  position  being 
careful  to  avoid  any  shadow  falling  toward 
the  fishing  hole.  There  was  neither  rhyme 
nor  reason  in  doing  so, — conditions  were  most 


inauspicious — just  felt  in  the  humor  to  fish 
around  a  bit — so  I  picked  me  a  lively  crawfish, 
baited  up,  and  made  a  long  cast  out  over 
the  edge  of  the  rock.  No  response,  but  then 
no  one  in  the  neighborhood  was  expecting 
any,  sure  not  me  anyway!  Floated  idly, 
smoked  awhile,  then  lopped  another  cast 
into  the  same  spot, — swish,  bang,  z-i-n-n-g. 
I  was  the  most  surprised  man  on  the  lake  and 
out  there  in  the  blazing  sun  not  a  ripple 
except  the  splash,  plop,  splash,  and  ever- 
widening  rings  where  Mr.  Bass  catapulted 
skyward  to  return  again  with  a  back  flap 
into  his  native  element.  I  had  a  battle 
royal^  A  battle  which  flashes  again  betimes 
on  memories  movie  screen.  His  handsome 
hide  looks  down  at  me  now  a  token  and 
reminder,  that  you  never  can  tell,  when, 
where,  or  how  "the  day"  is  going  to  arrive; —  % 
that  hoped-for  time,  when  you  will  connect 
up  to  some  old  he  critter  of  a  fish  that  sends 
you  cityward,  vacation  days  o'er,  with  that 
satisfaction  in  a  holiday  well  spent  and  a 
trophy  to  prove  your  prowess,  known  and 
appreciated  by  none  so  well  as  the  followers'' 
of  Rod  and  Gun. 

II 

"Why  that  Lake  was  fished  out  years  ago, — 
there's  no  fishing  there!"  Ever  hear  the  wise 
people  talk  like  that?    I  like  to  hear  it  for 
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it's  almost  a  guarantee  that  a  few  old  grand- 
daddies  are  drifting  around  in  the  deep  holes, 
just  waiting  for  the  man  on  the  end  of  a  line 
who  knows  "how"  and  his  patience  to  prove 
it. 

Reminds  me  of  a  day,  sunshiny — lots  cf 
fleecy  clouds  and  a  wind  out  of  the  south- 
west, which  chopped  up  the  water  and  made 
it  fairly  boil  over  on  our  shore.  I  wanted 
fish — we  all  wanted  fish — company  was 
expected  and  fish  was  the  menu.  A  survey  of 
the  wind,  waves  and  water,  made  that  menu 
seem  distant  and  hazy.  But  one  never  can 
tell,  so  I  gathered  my  tackle  and  pushed  the 


Arthur  J.  Algate 

canoe  out  of  the  sheltering  cove  into  a  roily, 
ripping  sea.  Dipping  and  rocking  with  every 
wave,  I  coasted  down  to  the  faithful  old 
fishing  rock,  dropped  a  heavy .  anchor,  and 
sat  tight  to  see  what  would  happen.  Held 
alright,  fact  is  she's  still  there  and  many  feet 
of  my  good  hemp  mooring  rope,  wedged  tight 
on  bottom. 

Presently  the  company  came  and  were 
duly  directed  down  shore  where  supper  was 
being  anxiously  sought,  against  all  codes, 
precepts  and  examples.  What  was  the  use 
of  getting  wet  and  taking  i  hances  of  getting 
wetter,  when  the  weather  was  dead  against, 
fish  biting  to-day?  Thus  and  other  sundry 
admonitions  from  my  weather-wise  visitois 
as  they  perched  on  shore  and  proceeded  to 
direct  operations. 


Did  t  stick  it — well  rather — for  presently 
came  a  strike,  not  a  record  fish,  but  before 
he  came  to  net, the  audience  got  their  money's 
worth  and  excitement  aplenty.  Playing  a 
three  pound  bass  in  orthodox  fashion,  bring- 
ing him  to  net — from  a  canoe,  bucking  like 
a  bronco  on  the  end  of  a  tether  is  exciting; 
yes  somewhatl 

The  game  was  on — another  theory  was 
fast  being  shattered — and  the  excited  folks 
ashore  saw  nine  nice  bass  come  overside  into 
the  canoe  in  less  than  forty  minutes — fish 
for  supper  after  all — and  everyone  happy. 
You  never  can  tell,  brother  fisherman — so  if 
you  get  a  hunch  they  may  bite,  take  a  chance 
anyway,  for  after  all  its  not  all  fish  in  fishing, 
now  is  it? 

Ill 

"Say,  dad,  can  you  tell  a  bass  fish's  age  by 
his  teeth?"  What  do  you  think  of  that  kind 
of  curiosity,  brother  fisherman?  Perhaps 
you've  had  a  similar  experience  and  are 
quite  prepared  to  admit  that  a  man  must 
needs  keep  fully  posted  if  he  is  going  to  edu- 
cate the  rising  disciples  of  "Sir  Isaac"  in  the 
way  they  should  go.  Arthur  Junior,  aged 
nine,  had  just  played  and  brought  to  net  a 
nice  two  pound  bass,  and  naturally  wanted 
to  know  how  old  he  was,  and  for  the  time 
being  I  was  stumped. 

No  son,  you  can't  tell  a  "bass  fishes"  age 
by  his  teeth,  nor  by  the  same  token  can  you 
tell  the  kind  of  fight  ne  put  up  by  looking  at 
his  picture. 

I  have  seen  bass  which,  on  the  scales,  were 
a  sad  disappointment;  but  fight,  my  oh  my, 
how  they  could  jump,  cavort  across  the  sur- 
face shaking  their  head,  or  turn  a  back  flip  and 
slap  the  line  with  their^tail  in  an  effort  to 
dislodge  the, hook! 

My  records  do  not  give  the  ages  of  the 
victims,  for  they  neglected  to  bring  their 
birth  certificates  along,  being  called  away  in 
a  hurry,  but  the  following  table*  does  give  em- 
phasis to  the  point  that  all  bass  are  not  alike 
but  one  can  tell  with  a  reasonable  degree  of 
accuracy  the  weight  of  a  fish  by  his  girth  and 
the  kind  of  a  fight  he  puts  up,  by  his  length. 
Girth  is  needed  for  weight,  but  for  pure  fight — 
ounce  for  ounce — give  me  the  "red-eye" 
who  has  had  to  hustle  for  all  living  and  has 
attained  length  rather  than  girth.    • 

— «— ~— .  <— m—-j^_L  — i—w  —  ' '"—   — ~  * —  _ 

During  the  seasons  of  1915-16-17-18, 
records  show  82  black  bass  taken  by  me  on 
rod  and  line.  Of  these  25  measured  over 
11  inches  and  under  15  inihes,  and  57  mea- 
sured 15  inches  or  over.    Measurement  for 
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length  taken  to  centre  of  tail,  girth  around 
middle  of  dorsal  fin. 


15  inch  Class. 

Length. 

5" 


16  inch  Class 


17  inch  Class 


18  inch  Class 


19  inch  Class 


6". 
6" 
6" 
6M" 

7" 
7" 
7" 

7M" 
734" 


8" 

BM" 
W 
8K" 
8^" 
W 


9" 

9^" 


Girth 

OM" 
l" 

OA" 
0^" 

o^" 

OK" 

w 

2" 

IK" 
2" 


W 
2" 

3" 
3M" 

2^" 

2^" 
2<4" 
3%' 

3" 


334" 
3" 


Authorities  tell  us  that  a  bass  is  hatched  in 
from  ton  to  fourteen  days  after  spawning — 
at  the  end  of  the  first  season,  piovided  there 
is  plenty  of  food,  he  will  measure  about  four 
inches,  at  two  yeais  he  may  reach  a  pound 
weight  and  thereafter  will  take  on  flesh  at  the 
rate  of  about  one  pound  a  year.  (A  biai  k 
bass  is  at  its  prime  and  commences  breeding 
when  three  years  old.)  Thus  the  fish  that 
got  away,  the  one  we  hope  to  get  this  season, 
that  five  pounder,  will  be  about  right  age 
to  commence  school. 

Reminds  me  of  a  city  friend  who  wanted 
to  catch  bass  badly;  wanted  _some  to  take 
home  at  the  week-end  and  becoming  dis- 
couraged at  his  success  (or  lack  of  it  perhaps 
I  should  sav)  in  home  waters,  took  train  to 
spend  a  day  some  miles  along  the  line.  There 
were  some  chores  to  do  around  camp  that 


day,  but  as  evening  approached  I  felt  that 
impulse  to  fish  and  propelled  my  little  Lake- 
field  cedar  into  a  likely  spot  for  the  evening 
feeding.  An  hour  passed  all  too  quickly, 
but  there  were  shiny  dark  forms  flying  on 
the  bottom  of  my  canoe  to  prove  those  were 
sixty  golden  minutes  to  one  fisherman's 
heart  and  I  was  idling  the  closing  moments  of 
a  "perfect  day,"  watching  a  glorious  sunset, 
when  a- hail  leached  me  across  the  water 
"What  luck?"  "W-h-a-t  1-u-c-k"  came  again 
as  I  cupped  my  hands  and  called  "Come  and 
see  "  Our  friend  had  returned  from  his  ex- 
pedition with  some  perch  and  pickerel. 
Imagine  his  astonishment  and  chagrin  as> 
he  pulled  his  skiff  alongside  the  canoe  and 
beheld  seven  bass  totalling  just  a  few  ounces 
under  20  pounds.    The  record  follows, — 

Fish  4  Lbs.  7  Oz. — Length  19  inches, 


3 
3 
2 
2 
2 
1 


6 
4 
12 
8 
0 
4 


17  W 
17  " 

ny2" 
iw 

1534" 
13  " 


I  had  baited  just  seven  hooks,  made  just 
seven  casts,  and  "scored"  every  time.  Each 
time  as  I  set  the  hook  and  prepared  for 
action,  I  vailed  to  the  folks  in  the  house  to 
come  down  to  see  the  iun,  so  close  was  it  to- 
home. 

Needless  to  say  it  was  fun,  both  in  playing1 
those  seven  nice  fish  and  in  seeing  the  look 
of  utter  disbelief  in  the  eyes  ol  our  city  friend. 
Oh  yes,  he  had  bass  to  take  to  the  city,  but 
he  didn't  catch  them.  He  had  the  fish  but 
1  had  the  fun.  With  whom  would  you  trade- 
brother  fisherman? 

IV 

Table  for  approximate  weights  of  Black 
Bass.  Measurement  for  length  taken  to* 
centre  of  tail. 

Weight. 

1  Lb. 

l&to  1 34  Lbs. 

\y2 "  m 

2  "  234 
•234  "  3 

3  "  3^ 
3^  "  4 

4  "  434 
434  "  5 

5  "6 

N.B.  My  fishing  in  the  past  five  years  has  not 

yielded  any  record  fish.  I  still  have  hopes. 


Length. 
12"  or  over 

it  t< 

Y>  *«  «' 

15"  "  " 
16"  "  " 

18"  "  " 
19"  "  " 
20"  "  " 
21"  to  23" 
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The  Pleasures  of  Angling 

John  Mossop 


WITH  the  beautiful  days  of  spring  come 
the  thoughts  of  fly  Fishing.  Did  you 
ever  notice  how  most  authorities  on  the 
subject  from  Izaak  Walton  to  Henry  Van 
Dyke  recognize  a  nice  distinction  between 
Fishing  and  merely  catching  fish?  Your  true 
fisherman  will  surely  need  recourse  to  the 
consolations  of  philosophy,  if  he  comes  to  the 
end  of  the  day  with  an  empty  creel,  but, 
nevertheless,  he  is  not  readily  persuaded  that 
it  was  mere  fish  that  he  wanted.  He  was 
seeking  a  much  more  subtle  enjoyment  than 
could  ever  be  apprehended  by  simply  possess- 
ing so  much  fish.  This  idea  is  treated  with  a 
master  touch  in  the  second  chapter  of  "The 
Calling  of  Dan  Matthews." 

"'Hello,'  said  the  doctor,  with  gruff  kind- 
ness, 'any  luck?' " 

"The  boy's  quick  smile  showed  a  set  of  teeth, 
the  most  perfect  the  physician  had  ever  seen, 
as  he  answered:  "I  have  caught  no  fish  Sir." 
By  these  words  the  philosopher  knew  him 
instantly  for  a  true  fisherman. 

"'Have  you  been  farther  up  the  river  Sir, 
it's  much  better  than  this?'  and  the  older 
fisherman  asked,  'A  better  place  to  catch 
fish!'    'No  sir,  a  better  place  to  fish.'" 

This  distinction  has  been  well  expressed  in 
a  bit  of  delicious  verse  taken  from  a  book  of 
Essays  in  "Profitable  Idleness." 

This  is  not  a  proud  desire  of  mine, 
I  ask  for  nothing  superfine, 
ATo  heavy  weight,  no  salmon  great, 
To  break  the  record,  or  my  tine. 

Only  a  trout  or  two  to  dart, 
From  foaming  pools  and  try  my  art, 
No  more  Pm  wishing  old  fashioned  fishing 
And  fust  a  day  on  Nature's  heart. 

All  is  fish  of  course  which  comes  to  the  net, 
but  the  day's  fishing  is  somehow  incomplete 
if  it  has  not  yielded,  at  least,  a  brace  of  trout. 
A  test  of  skill  against  a  brisk  trout  is  one  of 
the  superfine  delights  of  the  angler.  Perhaps 
this  is  because,  as  a  modern  novelist  has 
pleasingly  said:  "The  stream  trout  repre- 
sents the  strength  of  the  rapids,  as  the 
mountain  trout  represents  the  strength  of  the 
mountains."  In  all  the  wild  life  of  the 
mountains  there  is  no  creature  so  strong  in 
proportion  to  its  size,  and  weight  as  the  trout, 
especially  the  trout  that  lives  in  the  mountain 
streams.    Its  home  is  in  the  icy  torrents  that 


are  fed  by  the  snows  of  the  highest  peaks  and 
canons,  it  lives  literally  in  the  innermost 
heart  and  life  of  the  hills.  It  seeks  its  food 
at  the  foot  of  the  falls  where  the  water  boils 
in  fierce  fury,  where  the  currents  swirl  and 
leap  among  the  boulders,  as  the  angler  who 
has  fished  the  Bonnington  Rapids  and  Slocart 
Whirlpool  will  agree  with  me. 

Where  the  stream  rushes  with  all  its  might 
down  the  rocky  channels  with  its  muscles  fine 
as  tempered  steel,  it  forces  its  way  against  the 
stream  conquering  even  the  fifty  foot  downward 
pour  of  a  cataract.  Its  strength  is  a  silent 
strength,  and  yet  in  the  roar  of* the  stream  the 
trout  is  very  wary  of  unnatural  sounds, 
objects  or  shadows.  To  the  uninitiated  it 
must  seem  to  be  a  queer  mood  that  induces 
a  man  to  go  groping  along  the  water  courses 
clambering  over  inconvenient  rocks  and 
wading  through .  long  stretches  of  running 
water,  patiently  casting  his  flies  in  dull  and 
uninspiring  repetition,  but  as  Henry  Van 
Dyke  truly  says:  "This  seems  like  a  regular 
and  somewhat  mechanical  proceeding,  but  in 
the  performance  it  is  rendered  intensely  in- 
teresting by  the  knowledge  that  at  any 
moment  it  is  liable  to  be  interrupted,  and  when 
the  interruption  comes,  what  an  exquisite  and 
unparalleled  luxury  it  is  to  feel  the  solid  weight 
of  the  fish  against  the  spring  of  the  rod,  and 
the  curious  thrill  which  runs  up  the  line  and 
down  the  arm  changing  somehow  or  other 
into  a  pleasurable  sensation  of  excitement 
as  it  reaches  the  brain." 

Oh  yes,  all  this  is  good,  very  good,  quite 
a  simple  pleasure  perhaps,  and  somewhat 
primitive,  if  you  please,  but  at  least  it  does 
not  leave  a  bad  taste  in  the  mouth.  It  has 
been  said,  that  no  man  can  be  a  really  bad 
man,  if  he  loves  fishing,  and  many  of  the  good 
and  great  have  been  devotees  of  the  art.  It 
is  said  that  when  Sir  Edward  Grey  was  in 
Parliament  his  word  carried  more  weight  than 
did  the  word  of  any  other  man,  others  spoke 
as  from  the  bar,  he  spoke  as  from  the  bench; 
others  argued,  he  delivered  judgment.  WThen 
Sir  Edward  spoke  his  word  was  regarded  as 
the  final  word  in  the  particular  issue,  and 
remembering  this  it  is  significant  to  notice 
that  the  only  book  he  has  written  is  on  the  art 
of  fly  fishing. 

Dr.  Paley  was  ardently  attached  to  the 
amusement,  so  much  so  that  when  the  Bishop 
of  Durham  inquired  of  him  when  one  of  his 
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most  important  works  would  be  finished,  he 
said:  "My  Lord,  1  shall  work  at  it  steadily 
when  the  fly  fishing  season  is  over." 

There  are  some  who  like  to  think  of  fisher- 
men as  a  fraternity;  a  secret  brotherhood; 
and  indeed  the  methods  of  anglers  do  lend 
themselves  to  some  such  construction,  they 
have  their  signs  whereby  the  members  of  the 
craft  are  able  to  recognize  a  brother,  they 
have  their  unwritten  law,  which  none  would 
presume  to  violate,  they  have  their  code  of 
maxims  and  ethics,  and  ritual.  An  ancient 
"Tretyse  of  fishing  with  the  angle"  exhorted 
all  true  anglers  to  take  good  heed  that  "in 
going  about  your  disportes  we  open  no  man's 
gates,  but  that  ye  shut  them  again."  The 
novitiate  must  look  well  to  his  habitual 
temper  of  mind  for  no  less  an  authority  that 
old  Izaak  himself  affirms  that  anglers  are  of  a 
mild,  sweet  and  peaceable  spirit.  Henry 
Van  Dyke  speaks  to  and  for  a  modern  age, 
but  he  also  bases  the  fundamentals  of  the 
order  upon  qualities  of  the  spirit. 

An  angler,  like  an  Arab,  regards  hospitality 
as  a  religious  duty,  there  seems  to  be  some- 
thing in  the  craft  which  inclines  the  heart  to 


kindness  and  good  fellowship.  Few  anglers 
have  I  seen,  who  were  not  pleasant  to  meet 
and*  ready  to  do  a  good  turn,  to  a  fellow  fisher- 
man, with  the  gift  of  a  killing  fly,  or  the  loan 
of  a  rod,  not  their  own  particular  and  well 
proved  favorite,  of  course,  for  that  is  a 
treasure  which  no  decent  man  would  borrow, 
but  with  the  exception  that  the  best  in  their 
store  is  at  the  service  of  an  accredited  brother. 

Following  the  analogy,  we  may  say  that 
it  is  an  order  which  has  its  varying  degrees 
wherein  the  novitiate  is  taught  many  wise  and 
helpful  lessons,  learning  many  things  that 
are  not  taught  in  colleges,  learning  to  take 
the  weather  as  it  comes,  wet  or  dry,  and 
fortune  as  it  falls,  good  or  bad,  learning  that  a 
meal  which  is  a  scanty  fare  for  one  becomes  a 
banquet  for  two,  provided  the  other  is  the 
right  person;  learning  that  there  is  some  skill 
in  everything,  even  in  digging  bait,  and  that 
which  is  called  luck  consists  chiefly  in  having 
your  tackle  in  good  order. 

These  few  lines  are  written  in  anticipation 
of  spending  some  days  fishing. 

Trust  in  Providence,  Be  quiet  and  go 
angling. 


THE  pictured  side  of  angling  is  often  the 
wholly  imaginative  side;  or  nearly  so. 
The  actual  thing  about  angling  is  that 
it  is  generally  puisued  under  onditions  that 
are  nothing  if  not  detrimental  to  what  is 
ordinarily  consideied  as  pleasure;  though 
these  conditions  are  never  mentioned  in  print, 
for  the  angler  never  wants  his  brother  angler 
to  know  that  he  has  encountered  difficulties; 
that  he  has  had  ill  luck;  that  everything  was 
not  as  it  should  be.  If  we  are  to  go  to  the 
pictured  side  of  angling  we  view  the  repro- 
duction of  a  painting  of  an  outdoor  artist,  for 
instance,  appearing  on  the  cover  of  a  monthly 
magazine.    Inevitably  the  artist  portrays  a 


broad  pool  with  a  waterfall  tumbling  into  it 
and  the  conditions  generally  are  such,  in  a 
picture  of  this  sort,  that  casting  the  fly  is  a 
thing  easily  to  be  contrived.  But  never  will 
you  see  a  painting  of  a  man  lost  in  a  wilder- 
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ness  of  bushes  endeavoring  vainly  to  slip  in 
and  get  a  shot  at  the  stream  that  snakes  along 
under  the  tangles.  Were  such  an  painting 
to  find  reproduction  the  angling  brotherhood 
would  not  be  pleased;  for  the  simple  reason 
that  it  would  be  distasteful  to  the  remem- 
brance of  many  who  have  done  most  of  their 
fishing  along  such  streams,  but  have  always 
dreamed  of  a  big  wide  stream  where  the 
poetry  of  fly  casting  could  be  carried  out  in 
the  fullness  of  its  charm. 

Of  wide  and  easily  fishable  streams,  there 
are  many  all  over  the  broad  reaches  of  this 
continent.  Yet  at  least  half  of  the  streams  of 
Canada,  and  the  United  States,  are  of  the 
brushed  in  sort  where  one  must  be  the  pos- 
sessor of  an  acute  sense  of  cautiousness  and 
skill  to  have  even  a  scintilla  of  success.  Yet 
one  searches  vainly  throughout  the  various 
annals  of  sport  for  temperate  articles  on 
fishing  just  such  streams. 

Ever-present  rules  of  angling  abide  in  the 
consciousness.  They  are  not  hard  and  fast 
rules.;  if  they  are  to  be  considered  rules  at  all. 
Nevertheless  it  is  consistently  held  that  the 
artificial  fly  alone  should  be  used  in  trout 
fishing.  The  truth  of  the  matter  is  that  there 
are  streams  where  the  fly  cannot  be  used;  it 
being  a  "physical"  impossibility.  Hence 
there  is  only  one  thing  to  turn  to  and  that  is 
the  live  bait.  Recalling  the  ingenious  words 
-of  one  well-known  writer  that:  "The  sports- 
manlike angler  always  uses  the  artificial  fly, 
except  when  he  is  alone,"  or  words  to  that 
effect. 

The  joke  of  the  whole  thing  about  the 
brushed  in  stream  is  this:  It  is  as  apt  as  not 
to  possess  some  of  the  finest  trout  to  be  had. 
But  one  can  just  picture  these  sleek  fellows 
in  hiding,  laughing,  figuratively,  "up  their 
sleeves:"  "Get  me  if  you  can."  Usually  one 
can't,  and  there  you  are. 

If  one  were  ever  needing  of  the  science  of 
angling,  it  certainly  is  when  trying  to 
circumvent  a  stream  of  this  sort.  It  is 
a  test  of  skill  to  the  limit.  The  man  who 
can  fish  the  brushed  in  stream  successfully, 
even  with  live  bait,  ranks  well  in  the  lead 
among  the  anglers.  Now  I  say  this,  knowing 
full  well  what  I  am  talking  about.  You 
approach  a  stream  of  this  sort.  Sometimes 
you  are  not  able  to  see  it  for  the  tangles. 
What  to  do?  It  is  a  matter  of  thrusting  the 
rod  in  here  and  there  and  trusting  to  the  gods 
that  luck  be  thine.  If  you  catch  a  fish  there 
is  not  much  chance  of  playing  the  fish  to  net 
atter  the  time-honored  rules,  but  you  must 
lift  that  fish  out  as  best  you  may  through  that 


ceiling  of  shrubbery.  Nevertheless  there  are 
open  places,  here  and  there,  and  to  find  these 
places,  is  like  as  not,  the  open  door  to  success. 
The  lure  to  the  hook  cannot  always  be  cast. 
One  slips  in  here  and  there,  drops  the  lure  to 
the  bottom,  feeds  out  line,  letting  the  lure 
take  its  way  down  the  stream.  If  you  are 
using  the  angleworm,  it  is  hooked,  not 
through  and  through  as  one  does  who  is 
given  to  still  fishing,  but  rather  inserts  the 
hook  right  under  the  skin.  A  little  move- 
ment now  and  then,  (the  slightest  wiggle  to 
the  worm),  will  prove  unfailing  in  its  at- 
traction. It  is  just  this  system  of  worming 
for  trout  that  John  Harrington  Keene  ex- 
tolled, though  it  was  his  favorite  method  to 
keep  the  worm  off  of  the  bottom  of  the  stream 
as  he  had  a  particular  aversion  for  the  bottom 
fisher. 

A  single  hook  in  bait  fishing,  attached  to  the 
leader's  end  is  one  way;  two  hooks  are  often 
used,  and  I  may  say  one  is  more  sure  of  a 
catch.  One  hook  is  slipped  onto  the  leader 
and  fastened  one  inch  above  the  hook  that  is 
connected  at  the  tip.  Thus  the  back  hook  is 
inserted  under  the  skin  of  the  worm  at  one 
point,  and  the  front  hook  right  in  the  thick 
collar  of  flesh  around  the  worm's  neck.  When 
a  trout  takes  this,  if  he  is  hungry,  he  will  be 
well  hooked;  and  a  trout  needs  to  be  well 
hooked  that  is  to  be  taken  in  the  brushed  in 
stream. 

There  can  be  no  doubt  about  it,  the  heavier 
rod  must  find  a  place  in  bait  fishing  and  es- 
pecially in  fishing  along  the  streams  of  which 
I  have  spoken.  Some  prefer  a  rod  of  eight 
ounces;  although  the  regulation  six  ounce 
trout  rod  will  do.  In  my  line  of  preference  for 
this  work  I  list  rods  and  their  material,  as 
follows:  (1)  The  steel  rod.  (2)  The 
wooden  rod.    (3)  The  bamboo  rod. 

One  rarely  likes  to  go  up  against  difficult 
fishing  with  a  thirty  dollar,  hand-made, 
bamboo  rod,  when  a  six  dollar  steel  rod  will  do 
as  well.  Again  there  is  little  if  any  casting 
to  do:  save  flip  casts  and  under-handed  casts 
and  these  are  easily  contrived  with  the  steel 
rod,  suitable  for  the  purpose. 

You  may  speak  forever  "about  the  single- 
action  reel  for  other  sorts  of  trout  fishing,  but 
the  automatic  reel  has  the  foiemost  place 
whenever  there  is  difficult  fishing  to  be  done. 
It  facilitates  recovery  of  line  in  a  manner  that 
is  impossible,  try  as  one  will,  with  the  single- 
action  red.  Therefore  the  successful  bush, 
trout  fisher  avails  himself  of  any  one  of  three 
makes  cf  automatic  leels  that  I  know  of,  and 
has  no  trouble  in  making  connections. 
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It  is  desirable  in  bush  fishing  for  one  to  have 
a  leader  free  of  knots,  or  at  least  of  such  small 
knots  that  the  leader  may  readily  be  reeled 
in  up  close  to  the  hook,  for  very  obvious 
reasons.  A  knotless  leader  such  as  the 
Telerana  Nova  comes  in  very  handy.  It  is 
not  necessary  that  the  leader  be  over  three 
feet  in  length,  tho'  I  vastly  prefer  the  six 
foot  one.  To  sink  the  leader,  if  it  is  desired, 
one  may  wind  on  strip  lead,  which,  after 
all  is  much  better  than  the  split  shot  and 
once  put  on  it  stays,  whereas  the  split  shot 
are  always  coming  off.  One  may  shave  off 
his  own  strip  lead  from  a  piece  of  pipe. 

Some  prefer  to  use  very  small  hooks  for 
this  sort  of  fishing;  others  use  the  Number 
10  consistently,  and  I  cannot  help  but  recom- 
mend it  for  the  purpose. 

Of  course  there  are  many  sorts  of  streams 
to  be  considered  in  the  brushed  in  stream 
class.  There  are  those  of  the  rivulet  class, 
tho'  having  deep  holes,  and  "runs,"  along 
their  course.  This  class  of  stream  may  be  all 
the  way  from  three  to  six  feet  wide.  Strange 
as  it  may  seem  such  streams  often  have 
remarkably  deep  holes  along  their  course. 
Find  those  deep  holes  and  you  like  as  not  run 
I  into  a  nest  of  fine  big  fellows  just  waiting  for 
a  chance  to  nab  your  lure.  Other  brushed  in 
streams  beside  the  above  mentioned,  range 
all  the  way  from  six  to  twenty  feet  in  width. 
Again,  a  stream  may  be  quite  wide,  but  the 
tendency  of  the  willows,  laurel,  alders,  etc., 
to  lean  over  that  stream  from  both  sides 
makes  it  quite  difficult  to  get  at.  Some  of 
these  wider  streams  may  be  waded,  but  wad- 
ing a  stream,  especially  if  it  has  a  muddy 
bottom  will  never  do,  for  most  of  the  time 
it  is  fishing  down-stream  all  of  the  time 
and  the  stirring  of  the  mud  sends  a  discolored 
volume  down,  thus  warning  a  fish  of  your 
approach.  Some  would  have,  us  believe  that 
the  fish  think  this  coming  of  the  roiled  water 
down  the  stream  make  the  fish  believe  that 
there  is  a  rain  on,  and  that,  consequently, 
live  stuff  will  be  floating  down;  but  such  an 
assertion  is  laughable.  Fish  are  not  such 
fools,  and  know  as  well  as  we  do  when  it 
rains.  However,  where  the  stream  is  rock 
set,  the  wading  down  stream  is  permissable. 

It  is  given  to  the  trout  fisherman,  under 
all  conditions,  good  or  bad,  to  study  the 
stream  that  is  being  fished.  Ascertain  where 
the  deep  holes  are,  and  how  to  get  at  them. 


Make  note  of  snags  that  will  be  encountered. 
If  there  are  net  works  of  roots  along  the  bank, 
or  thrusting  out  into  the  centre  of  the  stream, 
the  trout  will  instantly  dart  into  the  midst 
of  these  for  safety,  when  hooked.  There 
.must  always  be  room,  too,  so  that  when  a 
fish  is  to  be  hooked  there  is  no  tangle  of  brush 
to  get  in  the  way.  The  hooking  of  the  fish 
itself,  in  the  brushed  in  stream,  is  something 
of  a  knack  as  you  will,  or  have  found  out» 
Your  line  with  the  bait  to  it  may  be  ten  or 
fifteen  or  more  feet  downstream  testingout 
the  possibilities  in  the  pool  when  a  trout 
takes  it.  The  very  minute  the  trout  lips  hem 
that  bait,  (told  by  the  "feel"  along  the  line, 
and  thence  down  the  rod),  you  should  set  the 
hook.  This  is  contrived  by  a  gentle  twist 
of  the  wrist,  and  no  slam  bang  performance 
will  do  at  all.  Instantly  upon  hooking  the 
fish  the  line  must  be  recovered,  and  here 
is  where  the  automatic  reel  proves  its  worthi- 
ness over  them  all.  The  line  is  taken  in  with 
the  left  hand;-  while  the  right  hand  finger 
touches  the  lever  that  eats  up  the  gathering. 
Again  there  is  no  such  a  thing  as  a  slack  line 
when  using  the  automatic  reel,  because  the 
touch  on  the  lever  instantly  eats  it  up.  For 
this  reason  I  would  never  recommend  the 
single-action  reel  when  trouting  under  diffi- 
culties, no  matter  what  those  difficulties  be. 
Even  in  the  midst  of  a  rushing  river  the 
automatic  reel  has  points  to  its  credit  that  no 
single-action  reel  can  afford. 

Much  of  one's  success  at  fishing  the  small 
stream  depends  upon  one's  cautiousness  of 
approach.  To  work  up  on  a  brooklet  of  this 
sort  on  all  fours  is  really  the  best  way.  Trout 
are  easily  frightened  by  any  sounds  made 
along  the  bank  of  a  stream;  and  certainly 
this  is  very  true  of  the  small  stream,  for  the 
reason  that  one  is  brought  in  closer  proximity 
with  the  fish.  The  trout  of  the  small  streams 
a«e  very  keen  and  alert.  To  get  them  one 
must  acquire  an  alertness  in  proportion  to 
the  alertness  of  the- trout.  If  he  does  this  he 
will  have  luck  and  much  of  it. 

There  is  an  unapprehended  amount  of 
good  fishing  to  be  had  along  the  smaller 
streams  of  the  country.  Perhaps  theie  are 
hundreds  of  these  streams  that  unobtrusively 
contain  trout,  without  anybody's  knowledge 
of  the  fact.  In  a  country  where  streams 
are  spring-fed  along  their  course,  or  where 
there  are  spring  pools  in  the  streams,  one 
finds  brook  trout  fishing  of  the  very  best. 


E.  D.  Sismey 


THERE  are  two  kinds  of  salmon  in  the 
Pacific  Coast  waters  that  will  take  the 
hook,  and  are  therefore  available  to 
sportsmen.  These  are  the  Spring,  (Tyee); 
and  the  Cohoe. 

The  Spring  Salmon  sometime  attain  a 
great  size.  At  Campbell  River,  Vancouver 
Island  I  think  the  record  is  fifty-six  pounds, 
caught  on  rod  and  line.  The  Cohoe  rarely 
weigh  more  than  twelve  pounds,  but  though 
small  they  are  game  and  therefore  furnish 
excellent  spoit. 

Most  of  us  are  aware  that  the  Pacific  Coast 
salmon  may  only  be  caught  on  hooks  during 
certain  seasons  and  at  the  mouths  of  rivers. 
The  salmon  after  coming  from  the  open  sea, 
pause  a  few  days  in  their  migration,  at  the 
mouths  of  rivers  up  which  they  run.  It  is 
during  this  pause  they  may  be  caught.  Tfye 
exact  limits  of  the  seasons  vary  in  different 
rivers,  and  I  will  not  pretend  to  give  the 
limits.  I  will  say,  however,  that  August 
and  September  are  the  best  months. 

Two  of  the  best  known  livers  in  Vancouver 
Island  are  the  Campbell  and  Cowitchan 
Rivers;  both  of  these  are  easy  of  access,  and 
have  good  hotel  accommodation,  boats  and 
boatmen,  also  nejther  of  these  rivers  are  near 
the  canneries. 

The  Campbell  River  is  probably  the  best 
salmon  river  on  the  Pacific,  though  I  must  say 
that  fishing  there  is  no  poor  man's  hobby. 

The  item  that  makes  fishing  on  the  Camp- 
bell expensive  is  the  absolute  necessity  of  an 
experienced  boatman.    I  remember,  (in  1912), 


the  services  of  a  boatman  cost  five  dollars  per 
day,  including  boat,  lor  about  five  hours 
fishing;  two  and  one  half  hours  twice  a  day 
during  slack  water.  The  necessity  of  a  boat- 
man may  be  realized  when  it  is  known  that 
the  tides  sweep  between  Vancouver  and 
Valdez  Islands  at  ten  to  twelve  miles  per  hour. 
Without  a  boatman  one  is  looking  lor  trouble, 
but  with  one,  safety  and  good  fishing  are  sure 
to  be  enjoyed. 

On  the  Campbell  River  fish  of  forty  pounds 
are  caught  and  landed  on  light  tackle  every 
season  while  catching  fish  of  twenty-five  "to 
thirty  pounds  is  almost  a  daily  occurrence. 

Campbell  River  is  at  the  end  of  the  Island 
Highway,  an  excellent  automobile  road  to 
Victoria;  there  is  also  a  good  steamboat 
service  to  all  Coast  points. 

Not  only  is  the  salmon  fishing  not  to  be 
surpassed  anywhere  on  the  Pacific,  but  there 
is  in  the  immediate  neighborhood,  trout 
fishing  that  I  maintain  can  not  be  equalled 
anywhere  in  the  world,  beautiful  lakes  amid  a 
primeval  forest  and  over-shadowed  by  Alpine 
mountains  capped  with  perpetual  snow;  these 
lakes  teem  with  fish. 

Cowitchan  River,  about  two  hours'  run  in 
the  train  from  Victoria,  empties  into  Cow- 
itchan Bay,  a  lovely  seaside  resort,  where 
fishing  may  be  enjoyed  along  with  the 
pleasures  of  a  family  summer  holiday.  Bath- 
ing, boating  and  fishing  within  this  lovely 
land-locked  bay  are  pleasures  which  can  be 
taken  at  all  hours  with  perfect  safety.  , 

The  hotel   accommodation  is  good  and 
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out  by  their  size.  For  this  picture  the  rod  has 
a  fly-fishing  tip.  The  trolling  tip  had  been 
stepped  on  and  kinked.  All  the  same  all  the 
fish  were  landed  with  the  rod  as  shown.  Both 
pictures,  (those  with  the  five  and  twelve  fish) 
are  a  one  day's  catch. 

I  must,  in  truth,  say  that  such  catches  are 
hardly  representative.  We  stayed  at  the  Bay 
for  four  months  and  these  two  pictures  are 
the  best  catches  of  the  season.  Taken  as  a 
whole  our  average  daily  catch  was  about  one 
fish  per  day. 

It  may  be  asked:  is  this  not  being  a  game 
hog.  I  reply,  no.  It  must  be  remembered 
that  all  these  fish  are  destined  to  die  in  a  few 
weeks.  We  disposed  of  our  fish  by  giving 
them  to  the  Indians,  who  smoke  them,  and 
use  them  as  a  staple  article  of  diet.  The" 
Indians  having  found  that  the  white  men  wili 
fish  for  the  love  of  it  and  are  willing,  yes, 
anxious  to  give  their  catch  away,  fish,  them- 
selves, very  little  and*  only  when  their  pot- 
latch,  (gift)  supply,  falls  short  of  needs.  Thus 
do  we  cater  to  the  laziness  of  the  Siwash. 

Lastly,  I  can  promise  a  good  summer  of 
health-giving  pleasures  and  sport  to  any  who 
wish  to  spend  August  or  September  on  either 
of  the  described  or  on  the  hundreds  of  other 
beautiful  B.  C.  Rivers.  • 


cottages  may  be  rented.  Again,  no  boatman 
is  needed  and  one  has  merely  to  follow  the 
<jrowd  to  catch  fish.  At  Cowitchan  Bay 
fishing  may  be  carried  on  all  day,  though,  as 
usual,  dawn  and  dusk  are  the  best.  However 
the  sweet-tasting  silvery  sea  trout  seem  to 
have  but  little  preference  for  time  of  day. 

At  Cowitchan,  Tyee  and  Spring  salmon  are 
not  often  caught  heavier  than  twenty-five 
pounds  and  the  Cohoes  average  about  ten 
pounds. 

There  are  two  schools  of  fishermen;  the 
one  use  about  one  hundred  yards  of  young  rope 
and  a  Number  7  Stuart  spoon  or  wobbler; 
the  other  using  the  same  bait,  but  substitute 
a  trolling  rod  and  about  three  hundred  yards 
of  light  line. 

My  illustrations  show  fairly  well  the  tackle 
used,  namely  a  Bristol  steel  trolling  rod,  three 
hundred  yards  of  Cuttyhunk  linen  line  and  a 
Number  7  Stuart  bait. 

The  picture  showing  my  father  with  five 
fish  shows  the  bait,  reel  and'rod,  with  trolling 
tip.  The  centre  fish  is  a  Spring.  Picture  two 
shows  my  step-mother  with  a  twenty-one 
pound  Spring  Salmon.  The  title  picture,  with 
twelve  fish,  of  which  three  are  Springs  and  the 
-balance,  Cohoes.    The  Springs  may  be  picked 
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Salting,  Smoking,  Drying  Fish 

An  Important  Paper  on  Preparing  Fish  by  Salting,  Drying  and  Smoking  That  Should  Be 

Carefully  Followed  Up  By  Every  Angler. 


Robert  Page  Lincoln 


IN  one  regard,  especially,  the  near-to- 
civilization  angler  has  a  distinct  advant- 
age over  the  angler  who  goes  far  from  home 
on  his  fishing  trip,  and,  is  not  satisfied  unless 
he  has  wild  woods  and  wild  waters  on  all 
sides  of  him.  The  near-to-civilization  angler 
is  able,  most  of  the  time,  to  take  care  of  the 
bulk  of  his  catch,  whereas  the  far  from  home 
angler  is  forced  to  catch  but  a  few  fishes,  or 
consume  great  quantities  of  fish  or  throw  two 
thirds  of  the  catch  away.  It  is  sad  to  relate 
that  the  latter  is  mostly  the  case.  Unable 
to  resist  the  temptation  the  fisherman,  far  from 
home,  catches  as  long  as  the  fish  will  strike, 
and  has  use  for  but  a  few  of  that  catch,  and 
throws  the  rest  away;  or  he  cuts  away  only  a 
portion  of  the  fish,  (the  best  part  of  it),  and 
then  passes  on  to  the  next  one.  As  often 
as  not  the  worst  offender  in  this  respect  is  the 
man  who  is  absolutely  averse  to  eating  fish; 
he  dislikes  the  taste  of  it;  it  does  not  go  with 
him.  But  although  he  cares  little  or  nothing 
about  eating  fish,  you  can  always  be  sure  that 
he  loves  to  catch  them.  After  he  has  caught 
the  fish  his  interest  dies  down.  It  matters 
not  to  him  what  is  done  with  the  fish:  "I 
had  my  fun  catching  it,"  is  the  usual  plaint. 
I  do  not  know  where  to  place  this  breed  of 
human  beings,  but  they  certainly  come  under 
the  head  of  the  destructive  killers  and  have 
no  place  in  the  clan  of  Waltonians.  A  man 
who  will  fish  just  for  the  "joy"  of  killing,  and 
then  throw  away  fish,  or  disregard  it,  that 
man  should  not  be  allowed  the  privilege  of 
fishing  the  waters  of  the  country.  I  have 
noted  fishermen  some  one  hundred  miles 
from  civilization  exhibiting  in  photos  as  high 
as  fifteen  large  pike  and  muscallonge,  the 
outline  stating:  "The  Result  of  A  Few  Hours 
Fishing."  What  manner  of  use  was  made  of 
this  enormous  catch  I  cannot  see,  but  we  must 
believe  that  most  of  it  is  thrown  away  to  the 
winged  creatures  and  furred  marauders. 

The  near-to-civilization  fisherman  can  pos- 
sibly have  no  reason  for  wasting  fish  that  he 
catches.  He  should  arrange  it  so  that  every 
bit  of  what  he  catches  is  made  use  of.  This 
does  not  necessarily  apply  just  to  these  times 
of  conservation,  but  for  all  times.  Were 
an    application    of    conservation  applied 


throughout  our  whole  lives  we  would  reach  a 
stage  of  civilization  hitherto  unconceived. 
Fish,  too,  are  so  easily  prepared  and  saved 
by  salting,  drying  or  smoking  that  every 
angler  should  be  acquainted  with  the  various 
processes.  The  fact  that  fish  are  improved 
ten  fold  by  smoking  them,  for  instance,  should 
be  a  welcome  fact.  The  catch  you  have 
made  in  the  summer  and  the  fall  months  can 
be  preserved  for  the  winter  months,  making 
a  food  supply  that  is  appetizing  to  say  the 
very  least.  It  is  a  fact  that  there  are  many 
men  who  have  little  craving  for  a  fish,  (taken 
fresh  from  the  water  and  prepared  for  the 
table),  but  who  never  have  been  known  to 
refuse  smoked  fish.  A  fish  smoked  has  always 
been  considered  in  the  same  word  with  rare 
wines.  It  is  a  luxury;  but  unlike  other  things, 
can  easily  be  prepared  by  any  person  with  a 
little  labor,  care  and  consideration.  Compar- 
atively few  people  ever  partake  of  smoked 
fish,  for  the  very  simple  and  adequate  reason 
that  the  smoking  of  fish  has  been  considered 
something  connected  with  the  science  of  the 
fourth  dimension. 

And,  too,  it  is  amazing,  when  you  stop  to 
think  of  it,  very  few  anglers  e\er  dry,  salt  or 
smoke  fish  for  future  use.  In  Furopean 
countries  I  know  this  is  the  common  practice. 
In  the  Scandinavian  countries  fish  are  dried 
and  smoked  in  plentiful  quantities,  enough 
to  last  through  the  whole  winter.  In  fact 
the  partaking  of  lutefisk,  (Swedish  for  stock- 
fish), is  a  national  custom.  These  fish  are 
caught  by  the  millions  and  dried,  and  shipped 
all  over  the  world.  When  the  Swedish  people 
come  to  America  they  bring  the  national 
custom  of  partaking  of  lutefisk  with  them, 
hence  the  heavy  demand  for  this  fish  from 
the  other  shores.  For  years  untold,  the 
catching  and  drying  of  this  unique  fish  for  the 
American  trade  has  been  exceedingly  great. 
No  Christmas  season  in  America,  in  a  Swedish 
home,  is  complete  without  its  stockfish,  pre- 
pared as  only  a  Swedish  house-wife  can  pre- 
pare it.  Ever  tried  it  brother?  ,Make  the 
acquaintance  of  your  Swedish  neighbor; 
mention  lutefisk,  and  the  bars  on  friendship 
are  down.    It  is  the  pass-word.    If  you  do 
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not  like  lutefisk  make  complaints  to  this 
department. 

In  the  Scandinavian  countries,  as  I  have 
stated,  most  all  sorts  of  fish  are  dried;  not 
to  forget  the  yedda,  (Swedish  for  pike),  for 
it  will  be  remembered  that  the  pike  is  one  of 
the  most  widely  distributed  fishes  of  the 
world.  Yes,  it  is  the  same  big  fellow  we  often 
call  the  pickerel,  pike  or  Great  Northern  Pike. 
And  you  can  split  and  dry  pike  as  well  as  the 
ambitious  Scandinavians. 

I  do  not  recall  ever  having  read  more  than 
one"  or  two  brief  articles  on  salting,  drying 
and  smoking  fish  in  the  outdoor  press,  in  all 
the  years  I  have  been  conversant  with  that 
press — and  mine  is  a  powerfully  active  record 
in  that  regard.  I  feel  as  though  I  am  attempt- 
ing a  new  subject.  You  can  take  practically 
any  fiph,  rough  fish  or  otherwise,  and  smoke 
it,  and  its  value  as  food  is  increased  a  great 
deal.  In  the  late  autumn  you  can,  with 
permission,  no  doubt,  net  suckers,  when  they 
are  firm  of  flesh. and  you  will  be  surprised,  after 
smoking  them,  how  tasty  they  can  be.  Pick- 
erel, pike,  lake  trout,  any  or  all  of  them,  they 
make  a  select  table  fare  when  fixed  up  by 
smoking. 

There  can  be  no  doubt  about  it,  the  fish 
taken  in  the  autumn  of  the  year  make  for  the 
best  specimens  when  they  are  smoked  or 
dried.  It  is  in  the  ;  autumn  that  the  fish 
put  on  flesh,  their  muscles  are  firm,  hence 
they  are  of  far  better  eating  than  those 
caught,  say,  in  the  hot  days  of  summer. 
It  is  the  fish  caught  in  the  early  part  of  the 
season  and  in  the  autumn  that  makes  for  the 


best  specimens  wh'ch  to  smoke  or  dry  for 
future  use. 

You  can  make  your  smoke-house  very 
simply  out  of  logs  four  inches  through,  set 
up  and  down,  close  together.    In  Figure  I 
we  show  the  smoke-house  made  out  of  these 
logs.    This  house  can  be  seven  feet  in  height 
and  four  feet  square.    The  top  is  covered  the 
same  way.    When  making  this  smoke  house, 
if  you  leave  cracks  here  and  there  throughout 
the  whole  there  will  be  no  necessity  of  boring 
holes  in  the  top  to  let  out  a  portion  of  that 
smoke.    The  smoke,  in  the  demanded  mea- 
sure, will  escape  through  the  cracks,  while 
'  the  bulk. of  it  remains  within,  circulating  free- 
ly, and  densely.    It  is  necessary  in  the  log 
smoke  house  to  haye  some  sort  of  a  door  that 
will  open  and  shut  tight,  which  can  very  easily 
be   done,   without   the   legst   trouble.  In 
Figure  II  we  show  a  house  that  is  made  out  of 
boards  put  up  and  down.    If  it  is  desired 
you  can,  of  course,  leave  cracks  between  these 
boards  for  the  escape  of  the  demanded  por- 
tion of  the  smoke,  but  if  you  should  desire 
to  put  the  boards  close  together  then  it  will 
be  necessary  to  bore  or  cut  out  some  few  holes 
at  the  top  with  a  key-hole  saw  to  let  the  smoke 
escape.    Four  or  five  of  these  holes  about 
one  and  one  half  inches  in  diameter  will  be 
sufficient.    In  the  case  of  the  board  smoke- 
house it  is  not  really  necessary  to  have  a  door 
as  on  the  log  smoke  house.    A  twelve  inch 
board,  removable  at  any  time  will  be  quite 
sufficient. 

Fish  are  smoked  in  one  of  two  ways.  The 
first  manner  is  to  have  the  fire  at  the  bottom 
of  the  house,  inside:  but  this  method  is  to 
be  condemned  for  the  very  simple  reason  that 
it  entails  a  great  deal  of  trouble,  of  taking 
care  of  the  fire,  of  opening  and  closing  the  door, 
and  is  generally  a  disagreeable  proceedure. 
A  few  attempts  at  working  it  in  that  manner 
will  suffice  to  have  you  change  your  mind  and 
to  look  around  for  some  more  simple  manner, 
that  is  thorough,  and  efficient.    We  have 
shown  in  Figure  II  a  method  of  smoking  that 
is,  to  say  the  very  least,  efficient  and  depend- 
able, and  is  not  in  the  very  least  disagreeable 
as  you  will  prove  to  yourself  when  you  try 
it  out.    A  heater  is  used,  the  pipe  of  it  enter- 
ing at  the  side  of  the  bottom  of  the  house  as 
shown.    The  house  generally  stands  a  little 
high,  and  the  stove  sits  low,  for  very  obvious 
reasons.    And,  too,  it  is  necessary  to  have  the 
pipe  at  the  bottom  so  that  the  smoke  will 
circulate  freely  from  the  very  bottom,  up- 
*    ward.    In  event  that  you  are  out  somewhere 
and  have  to  use  more  or  less  primitive  methods 
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in  constructing  your  smoke-house  (as  the  one 
out  of  logs)  then  of  course  the  smudge-fire 
can  be  made  at  the  bottom  of  the  smoke- 
house; in  which  case,  of  course,  the  djoor  is 
necessary.  But  if  you  can  obtain  the  stove 
as  a  smoke  producer,  all  well  and  good,  it  is 
the  very  best;  if  used,  as  I  have  stated,  and 
shown  in  the  illustrations. 

In  Figure  III  we  show  the  inside  of  the 
smoke-house. 

It  is  very  simply  constructed.    There  are 


cleats  along  the  sides,  as  shown;  these  cleats 
are  from  ten  to  fifteen  inches  apart,  up  and 
down.  Staunch  strips  of  boards  are  cut  to 
fit  from  right  to  left  across  the  smoke-house, 
each  end  to  rest  on  one  of  the  cleats.  You 
can  have  as  many  of  these  strips  as  you  desire, 
for  as  many  fish  as  you  are  to  smoke.  The 
fish  are  hung  from  these  strips  by  connecting 
them  to  a  wire,  the  wire  to  be  hooked  to  the 
strip  and  thence  around  the  tail,  speared 
through  the  flesh.  Figure  III  will  show  how 
the  fish  hang,  with  the  heavier  portion  down, 
the  tails  up.  In  this  manner  you  can  hang 
up  as  many  fish  as  you  like,  large  or  small,  it 
does  not  particularly  matter,  as  the  dense 
smoke  will  penetrate  to  all  of  them. 

Next  comes  the  matter  of  making  smoke, 
and  what  material  to  generate  smoke  from 
that  will  give  the  fish  a  taste  that  is  appealing, 
for,  it  will  be  remembered,  not  all  material 
will  do  this;  some  material  will  leave  a  bitter 


taste  and  some  a  strong  taste  that  will  not 
leave  the  mouth.  Anyone  who  has  tried 
smoking  fish  with  various  materials  knows  this 
to  be  true.  There  are  three  materials  that  I 
know  to  be  goQd,  and  one  can  follow  these  di- 
rections without  fear  of  going  amiss.  These 
materials  are: 

(1)  Corn-cobs. 

(2)  Birch  bark,  birch  twigs,  portions  of 
birch  saplings. 

(3)  Cedar  bark,  and  parts  of  cedar  wood, 

saplings. 

After  a  great  deal  of  experimentation  it  has 
been  found  that  the  best  smoke  obtainable 
for  smoking  fish  is  from  corn-cobs.  Happily 
corn-cobs,  (barren  of  the  kernels),  are  com- 
paratively easy  to  obtain  and  they  give  to 
the  smoked  fish  a  sweet,  incomparable  taste. 
Cedar  bark  for  a  smoke  producer  comes  next, 
and  birch,  and  birch  bark  third,  because 
birch  gives  the  fish  a  tang  that  some  do  not 
exactly  relish. 

You  make  your  fire  in  the  stove,  after  you 
have  hung  up  the  fish,  and  then  you  put  on  the 
bark,  or  the  cobs,  so  as  to  form  a  smudge. 
The  fire  is  not  allowed  to  burn  to  the  top  to  a 
glow,  before  it  is  covered  again  with  cobs,  to 
produce  a  rich  smoke.  The  fish  as  they  are 
hung  up^in^the  smoke-house  are  allowed  to 

remain  there  through 
the.  day,  but  at  night 
they  are  taken  out  and 
f/yX  hung  up  in  the  fresh 

night  air  until  the  morn- 
ing when  they  are  again 
hung  up  by  their  hooks 
on  the  cleat  strips  in 


the  smokehouse  and  again  smoked  till  evening. 
How  long  should  the  fish  be  kept  in  the 
smoke-hquse,  is  a  question  that  may  be 
asked  at  this  point.  And  this,  too,  is  import- 
ant to  know.  Just  how  long  the  nsh  are  to 
hang  up  in  the  smoke-house  before  finally 
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taken  out  for  storing  away  depends  upon 
your  taste,  of  course.  Some  think  a  fish  over- 
smoked if  it  remains  in  the  smoke-house  more 
than  three  days.  Others  prefer  smoking  the 
fish  four  or  even- five  days.  To  suit  your 
taste  smoke  some  specimens  three  days  and 
some  four  and  five  days,  and  then  compare 
their  virtues  by  tasting  each.  You  can  thus 
afford  yourself  of  a  happy  medium  by  selec- 
tion. Remember  that  every  night  you  take 
the  fish  out   and  hang  them  in  the  open 


air.  In  the  morning  you  return  them  to  the 
house,  to  be  further  smoked.  Before  storing 
the  fish  for  the  winter  they  should  be  dried  in 
an  airy,  dustless  place  and  they  should  finally 
be  kept  in  a  dry,  cool  place^  the  reason  of  this 
being  to  prevent  molding. 

Before  hanging  the  fish  up  to  smoke  in  the 
house  it  is  necessary  that  they  be  treated  to  a 
salt  solution.  Fish  contain  a  certain  amount  of 
water,  the  same  as  flesh  of  all  sorts?  The  more 
water  there  is  in  the  flesh  the  longer  it  will  take 
to  get  it  smoked  or  dried  as  tfie  case  may  be. 
Before  smoking  the  fish,  they  may  be  dry 
salted,  layer  on  layer,  in  a  tub  and  be  allowed 
to  stand  for  from  one  to  three  days,  or  they 
may  be  placed  in  a  pickle.  I  vastly  prefer 
the  latter  now  and  so  I  will  give  here  that 
method  the  preference.  The  pickle  in  which 
the  fish  are  laid  is  composed  of  one  pound  of 
barrel  salt  to  one  gallon  of  water;  the  water  is 
to  cover  the  fish  that  you  place  in  the  tub. 
Before  I  go  any  further  I  may  add  a  few  words 
on  how  to  clean  the  fish  preparatory  to  putting 


them  in  the  pickle  before  smoking  them. 
Without  cutting  the  flesh  any  more  than  you 
are  forced  to,  clean  out  the  insides,  the  heads 
are  removed,  but  is  it  not  necessary  to  scale 
the  fish,  in  fact  most  of  the  scales  are  left 
right  on.  When  you  have  them  clean,  the 
fish  are  dipped  into  boiling  hot  water  and  then 
swiftly  removed.  Now  lay  the  fish  down  in 
the  pickle  with  the  skin-side  down,  one  on 
top  of  the  other.  Allow  them  to  lay  in  this 
pickle  for  a  matter  of  twenty-four  hours, 
then  take  them  out  and  wash  them  thoroughly 
clean  for  about  a  half  hour  in  cold,  clear  water. 
When  this  is  done,  lay  them  on  something  to 
further  drain  off.  When  they  are  drained  it 
is  best  to  go  over  them  with  a  dry  cloth  so 
there  will  not  be  any  moisture  adhering  to 
them  when  you  hang  them  up.  Remember 
that  it  is  an  essential  point  that  the  fish  be 
perfectly  dry  when  you  hang  them  up. 

One  woman  speaks  of  canning  such  fish  as 
the  mackerel.  I  have  never  tried  this.  She 
says:  . 

"Oily  fish,  like  mackerel,  are  best  soused, 
or  pickled,  and  canned.  When  canned  with 
a  spiced  sauce  no  salting  is  required  unless 
preferred.  The  fish  is  cut  into  small  pieces 
and  cooked  in  the  sauce  gently  for  a  few  min- 
utes, then  neatly  packed  in  jars  and  processed 
for  two  hours.  The  tops  of  the  cans  are 
then  tightened  and  the  process  continued  for 
one  hour  longer.  The  cans,  after  cooling, 
should  be  wrapped  in  dark  cloth  or  brown 
paper  bsJgs  and  kept  in  a  dark  and  cool  place." 

After  fish  have  been  smoked  it  should  be 
remembered  that  they  should  be  thoroughly 
dried,  especially  as  to  surface. 

While  in  smoking  fish  it  is  not  best  to 
mt  open  any  more  than  is  necessary,  when 
salting  down  fish,  or  drying  them,  a  little  more 
cutting  is  necessary.  Says  W.  C.  Kendall  on 
salting  fish  when  on  your  trip : 

"When  transportation  is  not  a  serious 
consideration,  earthenware  crocks  make  ex- 
cellent containers,  but  for  all-around  con*- 
venience,  everything  considered,  wooden 
containers,  if  not  made  of  resinous  wood,  are 
preferable. 

"Nothing  excels  a  common  firkin,  which 
may  be  had  in  various  sizes.  It  affords  the 
advantage  of  a  handle  by  which  it  may  be 
carried  or  fastened  to  the  carriers.  Some 
boxes  are  sufficiently  tight,  or  can  be  made  so, 
to  serve  as  temporary  containers  or  an  empty 
lard  kit,  tub  or  other  similar  receptacle  may 
be  used.  There  should  be  a  tight  fitting  top 
•  or  cover  with  any  form  of  container.  The 
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salt  and  other  supplies  may  be  packed  in  the 
container. 

;  "The  usual  procedure  is  to  split  the  fish 
down  the  belly  to  the  vent,  remove  the  viscera 
and  cut  off  the  head  and  tail;  make  a  cut  on 
each  side  of  the  backbone  inside  of  the  body 
cavity;  cut  the  bone  in  two  as  far  back  as  can 
be  reached  and  remove  the  cut-off  portion; 
then  make  a  deep  cut  along  one  side  of  the 
remainder  of  its  length  and  lay  the  fish  open. 
The  fish  should  be  washed  in  salted  water  and 
the  blood  removed  from  the  backbone  or 
that  portion  of  it  which  remains.  If  the  fish 
is  too  large  to  go  into  the  container,  cut  it  into 
proper  lengths. 

"While  the  general  treatment  of  all  fishes 
is  the  same  the  various  characteristics  of 
fishes  may  indicate  in  certain  cases  some  di- 
vergence from  the  general  rule.  It  may  be 
desirable  to  skin  some  large  scaled,  thick, 
firm  meated  fishes  and  cut  them  into  strips 
of  convenient  dimensions. 

"It  would  also  save  space  to  remove  the 
dorsal  and  anal  fins  of  fishes  which  have  stout 
spiny  rays,  even  if  they  are  not  skinned  or 
scaled,  the  head  severed  and  the  backbone 
removed  each  side  and  close  to  the  fin,  hav- 
ing pierced  the  skin  and  the  meat  to  some 
distance  in  order  to  remove  the  bones  that 
extend  into  the  fish  from  the  spines  and  rays. 
Then  grasp  the  posterior  end  of  the  fin  and 
strip  it  out  toward  the  head.  | 

"Large,  stocky  nshes,  like  the  carp,  buf- 
falo, drum,  etc.,  may  be  skinned  or  scaled, 
the  head  severed  and  the  backbone  removed. 
Then  cut  lengthwise  into  halves  and  cross- 
wise into  sections  to  fit  the  container.  The 
heads  of  small  fishes  and  the  scales  of  fine 
scaled  fishes  need  not  be  removed,  although 
if  the  heads  are  left  on  they  should  be  split 
and  the  gills  removed.  Small  fishes,  such  as 
the  brook  trout,  cisco  and  small  sizes  of 
similarly  shaped  fishes,  may  be  split  along  the 
back  on  one  side  of  and  close  to  the  backbone. 
The  backbone  need  not  be  removed. 

"Small,  slender  fish,  like  the  smelt  and  some 
lake  herring,  which  need  not  be  split,  should 
be  cleaned  by  drawing  the  viscera  out  of  the 
body  cavity  as  the  head  is  severed  or  along 
the  gills  if  the  head  is  allowed  to  remain. 

"The  degree  of  nicety  observed  in  dressing 
the  fish,  such  as  removal  of  fins,  bones, 
scales,  etc.,  depends  wholly  upon  the  judgment 
and  inclination  of  the  operator.  For  instance 
it  is  possible  to  trim  the  meat  from  close  to 
the  bones  of  some  fishes  so  that  scarcely  a  bone 
is  left.  This  is  recommended  for  such  fish 
as  pickerel  and  suckers.    With  a  little  prac- 


tice it  can  be  done  with  facility  by  splitting 
the  fish  along  the  back  to  the  backbone, 
thence  trimming  bellyward  close  to  the  outer 
surface  of  the  ribs  ;^S  ever  the  head  and  remove 
the  viscera. 

"Having  prepared  the  fish  in  some  such 
way  as  indicated,  place  a  layer  of  salt  on  the 
bottom  of  the  container,  and  on  this  spread 
a  layer  of  fish,  one  deep,  skin  side  down,  tail 
or  narrow  end  toward  the  centre  of  the  con- 
tainer, previously  having  rubbed  onto  the 
meat  side  some  salt,  then  cover  these  with 
a  layer  of  salt  and  add  another  layer  of  fish, 
repeating  the  process  until  the  container  is 
full  or  the  supply  of  fish  is  exhausted. 

"The  salt  with  moisture  from  the  fish 
will  make  a  strong  brine  in  which  the  fish 
may  be  kept  until  required  for  use,  if  protect- 
ed from  heat.  The  temperature  should  not 
exceed  70  degrees  F.  A  lower  degree  is  safer. 
A  piece  of  board  shaped  to  fit  the  container 
should  be  placed  on  top  of  the  fish  and 
weighted  with  a  clean  rock." 

The  directions  here  given  by  Mr.  Kendall, 
especially  as  to  boning  the  fish  preparatory  to 
salting  them  down,  also  fits  in  well  when  pre- 
paring the  same  fish  for  drying.  It  should  be 
understood  that  the  salt  brine  used  on  the 
fish  serves  to  sap  the  water  from  the  flesh.  If 
fish  are  dried  without  any  salt  upon  them  it 
will  take  a  long  time  in  comparison  with  the 
other  method,  in  fact  I  have  never  heard  of 
fish  being  dried  without  the  salt  treatment. 
When  the  fish  are  removed  from  the  brine 
they  are  dried  after  being  drained  off.  Then 
they  are  laid  out  on  an  incline  of  boards,  etc., 
facing  the  hot  sun.  The  smaller  fishes  such 
as  the  sun-fish  and  the  bass  dry  very  nicely. 
When  the  flesh  is  dried  through  and  through, 
(so  that  it  is  perfectly  stiff),  At  is  taken  away 
from  the  incline  and  stored  away  in  a  cool  and 
dry  place.  WThen  the  dried  fish  is  to  be  used 
it  is  simply  soaked  in  water,  under  which 
process  the  flesh  swells  out  and  it  may  thus 
be  prepared  for  the  table  same  as  any  other 
way.  Fish  captured  in  the  autumn  become 
excellent  when  smoked  or  dried.  Of  course 
the  smoking  process  leads  in  points  of  attract- 
iveness  and  desirability;  drying  comes  next 
and  plain  salting  comes  third.  Fish  that  are 
plain  salted  down  will  last  a  long  time  if  they 
are  kept  in  a  cool  or  cold  place;  though  they 
will  not  last  if  allowed  in  the  sun.  Flies  drop 
their  eggs  on  unsalted  fish  even  though  a 
netting  be  stretched  over  them,  from  a  height 
of  twenty  to  thirty  inches,  dropping  their 
eggs  through  the  squares  in  the  net. 

But  best  of  all  is  the  smoking  of  fish.  It 
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is^arnethod  that  every  angler  shouid  be  con-  that  is  very  simple.    Any  woman,  or  lad, 

versant  with.    There   is  never   a  surplus  can  take  care  of  the  smoke-house,  and  large 

catch  but  that  it  cannot  be  taken  t*>  the  smoke-  quantities  can  be  smoked  at  a  time,  enough 

house  and  prepared  for  winter  use  in  a  manner  for  the  family  and  a  few  for  ones'  friends. 


The  Permanent  Camp 

In  This  Article  We  Tell  How  to  Best  Arrange  The  Permanent  Wall  Tent  Camp,  With 
Improvements  That  Are  Distinctly  Helpful  and  Efficient. 

Robert  Page  Lincoln 


THERE  are  two  wrays  of  camping,  recog- 
nized among  outdoor  people.  One  way 
is  to  camp  out  with  a  shelter  tent,  a 
light  tent  that  may  be  carried  in  the  form  of  a 
roll  on  the  back  over  the  pack-sack.  The 
other  form  of  camping  is  with  a  wall  tent, 
and  when  set  down  the  tent  is  called  a 
permanent  camp,  for  the  reason  that  it  is 
fixed  at  one  spot  for  a  matter  of  two  weeks, 
three  weeks  or  three  months,  or  as  long  as  the 
trip  out,  lasts.  Of  course  a  wall  tent  may  be 
taken  down  and  shifted  from  place  to  place, 
but  ordinarily  the  wall  tent  is  suitable  to 
remain  on  one  „  spot,  permanent  for  the 
duration  of  the  trip.  The  use  of  the  light, 
(or  shelter),  tent,  is  radically  opposed  to  this, 
as  you  can  easily  pick  it  up  and  move  from 
place  to  place,  squatting  wherever  night  over- 
takes you.  Hikers  make  use  of  the  shelter 
tent,  as  do  also  the  canoeists;  and  for  the 
purpose  it  is  of  course  hard  to  equal  a  light 
tent  of  the  sort.  But  where  two  or  three 
fellows  wish  to  camp  on  one  lake  or  stream  the 


whole  length  of  time  they  are  out,  it  is  the 
wall  tent  that  is  the  distinct  means  toward  an 
end. 

It  is  saying  the  least  to  remark  that  the 
average  person  makes  a  poor  job  of  putting 
up  the  permanent  wall  tent  camp.  Usually 
it  is  not  through  carelessness,  as  that  the 
person  knows  but  one  system  and  follows  that 
without  any  attempts  at  ingenuity.  To  such 
this  article  should  be  a  simple  lesson  easy  to 
understand  and  follow. 

If  you  will  glance  at  Figure  I  you  will  note 
a  wall  tent  set  up  in  the  average  fashion, 
thousands  of  which  you  see  in  this  shape 
every  summer  that  you  are  out.  The  tent, 
as  shown  in  the  drawing,  has  its  ridge  pole, 
two  up-rights  with  spike  ends  that  fit  through 
a  hole  in  either  end  of  the  ridge  pole.  The 
tent  has  its  fly,  which  is  the  protecting  canvas 
and  it  lies  right  "smack-fit"  close  to  the  top  of 
the  ridge  of  the  tent  on  top  of  the  other  can- 
vas. Both  the  tent  and  the  fly  are  guyed 
out  with  ropes  along  the  sides  andjme  rope 
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generally  holds  the  tent  tight  in  front,  thus 
making  a  nice  thing  to  trip  and  fall  over  some 
night  when  you  go  out  to  see  if  the  stars  are 
where  they  should  be.  Note  the  general 
appearance  of  helplessness  about  this  tent, 
which,  by  the  way,  ^has  been  made  from  an 
actual  tent.  The  side's  of  it  sag,  the  corners 
are  weak,  and  the  canvas  lies  rotting  along  the 
ground.  The  reason  of  this  sag  along  the 
edges  is  easy  to  understand.  The  guy 
ropes,  pegged  to  the  ground  at  the  angle  they 
are  in,  cannot  lift  the  canvas  up — it  is  quite 
impossible.  To  make  an  efficient  job  out  of 
it,  the  angle  of  the  guy  ropes  must  be  diff- 
erent. 

In  studying  out  a  method  to  get  around  all 
of  these  things  I  decided,  (1),  to  seek  to  get  the 
tent  stretched  around  the  sides,  and  (2),  to 
seek  to  eliminate  the  two  uprights,  the  front 
upright  at  least  being  absolutely  in  the  way;  at 
the  same  time  I  wanted  to  eliminate  the  front 
guy-rope,  and  (3)  I  wanted  above  all  things 
to  get  that  fly  canvas  off  from  the  other 
canvas.  I  had  found  that  one  canvas  lying 
on  top  of  the  other  caused  the  fly  canvas  to 
wear  the  tent  canvas  down  thin  so  that 
finally  it  was  useless  along  the  ridge,  and 
too,  water  stayed  along  the  ridge,  causing 
both  canvases  to  rot.  In  the  fourth  place 
I  wanted  to  get  rid  of  the  clumsy  and  ineffici- 
ent wooden  pegs  which  are  nothing  short  of  a 
nuisance;  and  I  also  wanted  to  get  something 
more  durable  and  lasting  than  the  canvas 
loops  through  which  these  pegs  were  inserted. 
All  this  was  a  large  bill  but  I  soon  got  around  it. 

In  Figute  II  we  show  a  wall  tent  set  up  in  a 
fashion  making  for  an  ideal  camp. 

The  arrow  (a)  points  to  the  main  ridge- 
pole, and  this  ridge  pble  may  be  as  long  as 


you  wish  the  camp  to  be,  which  includes  the 
additional  canvas  of  the  fly  out  in  front  and 
over  all.  $he  arrow  (e)  points  to  that  fly  as 
it  canopies  the  front.  Before  I  go  any  further 
I  wish  to  state  that  this  canvas  out  in  front 
will  have  a  distinct  purpose.  By  making  a 
framework  around  it  as  shown  in  the  illus- 
tration, (ee),the  front  and  the  two  sides  down 
fr'om  the  out-thrust  canvas  roof  may  be 
walled  in  with  mosquito  netting.  A  door 
frame  can  be  be  made  in  front,  also  to  be 
covered  with  netting.  This  front  is  more 
than  a  place  where  you  can  sit  on  the  summer 
evenings  and  during  the  day,  if  you  so  like 
here  you  can  do  your  cooking,  and  eat  your 
meals  if  you  so  desire,  and  have  the  inner  tent 
merely  to  sleep  in.  How  long  should  this 
front  canvas  be?  That  depends  entirely 
upon  your  desires,  and  how  large  your  camp 
is  to  be.  The  smaller  your  camp  the  smaller 
may  be  your  space  in  front.  If  your  tent  is 
14  feet  long,  you  may  choose  to  have  a  fly 
thrust  out  in  front  of  about  eight  *feet.  Of 
course,  you  understand  that  two  flies  are 
sewed  together  to  make  one  long  one.  You 
are  not  liable  to  find  a  long  enough  ridge 
pole  to  go  on  through  if  you  hav?  a  very  long 
tent.  Therefore  an  upright  must  be  fitted 
in  at  the  point,  (bb),  the  two  ridge  poles 
meeting  at  that  point,  (the  dotted  line), 
above.  However,  if  you  do  not  wish  to 
have  a  fly  thrust  out  in  front,  (for  a  summer 
kitchen  affair),  you  will  find  that  one  ridge  pole 
will  accomodate  all.  However,  following 
the  plan  I  have  given  you  can  make  your 
camp  any  size  and  have  perfect  good  luck  with 
it. 

The  letter  (d)  within  the  two  arrows  shows 
the  ridge  pole  that  goes  inside  of  the  tent;  and 


ROD  AND  GUN  IN  CANADA 


179 


the  letters  (c)  and  (b)  are  wires  that  connect 
from  that  ridge  pole  onto  the  main  ridge  pole. 
The  space  allowed  between  the  tent  ridge 
pole  and  the  main  (or  upper)  ridge-pole  is 
six'  inches.  Thus  the  canvas  fly  above 
entirely  saves  the  tent  underneath  from 
the  elements,  and  is  truly  a  line  of  resistance, 
as  well  as  protection.  It  will  be  noted  that 
the  fly  thrusts  out  for  about  two  feet  in  back. 
This  I  believe  to  be  a  great  help,  and  an 
added  protection,  I  believe  that  this  should 
be  kept  intact  when  you  arrange  for  your 
fly  material. 

You  can  pick  up  the  ma'terial  for  these 
steel  prongs  in  most  any  scrap  pile;  or  the 
blacksmith  will  make  them  for  you  for  little 
or  nothing.  Of  course  where  transportation 
is  a  simple  matter  the  inclusion  of  these  steel 
prongs  will  not  be  noticed  as  to  weight.  A 
few  of  these  steel  prongs  taken  along  on  a 
shelter  tent  trip  is  just  the  clear  thing.  Sew 
\  steel  rings  around  the  edge  of  the  shelter  tent, 
too,  and  in  a  few  moments  with  a  hatchet 
they  are  tapped  down  and  the  tent  is  up. 

Where  you  can  have  a  board  floor  to  the 
tent  and  the  mosquito-netted-kitchenette,  be 
sure  to  add  this  as  it  is  most  desirable.  The 
floor  need  be  lifted  off  of  the  ground  no  more 
than  six  inches.  A  board  floor  is  very  easily 
made. 

In  event  that  no  board  floor  is  used  then 
have  the  floor  canvas.  It  is  vastly  to  be 
preferred  that  this  is  made  of  extra  heavy 
ounce  for  obvious  reasons. 

In  Figure  III.  we  show  the  front  view  of 
the  tent,  illustrating  how  the  uprights  have 
been  eliminated,  and"  the  six  inch  space 
between  the  tip  of  the  tent  and  the  top  of 
the  main  ridge  pjole. 

The  usefulness  of  this  idea  of  lifting  the  fly 
off  from  the  tent  proper  I  cannot  begin  to 


enlarge  upon.  If  you  have  tried  out  the  old 
way  to  your  entire  "satisfaction"  as  I  have, 
you  will  understand  that  the  new  way  is  the 
only  way  worth  trying.  If  the  rain  beats 
down,  say,  the  tent  roof  underneath  is  rarely 
wet,  save  in  the  ends,  and  this  is  especially 
true  if  the  fly  has  been  treated  to  some  water- 
proofing solution,  of  which  there  are  many 
methods.  I  will  give  one  that  has  been  tried 
out.  You  may  know  others,  as  I  do.  ■ 
You  put  a  pan  on  the  stove  and  melt  a 
pound  of  paraffine  as  much  as  possible. 
Have  a  pail  handy  containing  one  gallon  of 
gasoline.  Pour  the  thin  paraffine  into  this 
and  mix  it  up.  The  paraffine  solution  need 
not  be  applied  until  the  fly  is  stretched.  The 
mixture  may  be  poured  into  a  sprinkler  and 
thence  sprayed  out  over  the  tent  fly.  To 
reach  the  top,  tie  the  sprinkler  to  a  stick  and 
then  see  to  that  all  points  are  covered.  The 
gasoline  of  course  is  nothing  but  a  carrier 
and  soon  evaporates,  but  theparaffinewill  sink 
into  the  canvas  pores,  closing  them  up  and  so 
making  them  quite  impervious  to  the  down- 
pour of  rain.  When  applying  the  mixture 
the  canvas  should,  of  course,  be  perfectly  dry. 
A  hot  day  is  the  best  to  put  it  on,  which, 
of  course  prevents  the  paraffine  from  harden- 
ing. 

The  good  thing  about  a  fly  (thus  made 
impervious  to  the  rain)  is  that  the  tent  under- 
neath may  be  used  for  years  and  still  be*  as 
good  as  ever.  The  rain  rarely  gets  at  it.  It 
is  safe  from  sun  and  rain.  The  open  space 
between  allows  the  wind  to  circulate  through. 
On  another  point  also  the  idea  of  lifting  the 
fly  off  of  the  tent  proper  is  a  good  one.  If 
the  fly  lies  right  on  the  tent  ridges  the  sun 
beats  down  on  it  and  in  the  daytime  it  is 
quite  impossible  even  to  enter  the  tent 
for  the  heat.    WTith  the  fly  lifted  up  the  sun 
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loses  itself  force  against  the  fly,  the  result 
being  a  more  moderate  temperature* 

Since  the  fly  protects  the  tent  in  this 
fashion  it  is  possible  to  get  the  tent  itself 
in  a  light  weight  of  ounce,  and  even  muslin 
sewed  into  the  form  of  a  tent  will  so;  will 
save  you  money;  and  will  also  be  very  cool, 
since  a  tent  for  summer  use  is  not  in  demand 
as  a  heat-conveyor.  Knowing  that  a  muslin 
tent  under  a   waterproofed  fly  (as  I  have 


The  guy-ropes  from  the  tent  to  the  side  pole, 
should,  when  stretched  ,  keep  the  bottom  of 
the  tent  canvas  well  off  of  the  ground;  it 
should  never  lie  on  the  ground.  Therefore 
see  that  the  cross  pole,  at  the  side,  is  high 
enough  to  allow  of  this  being  done.  If  the 
cross-pole  is  too  low  there  will  yet  be  a  sag  to 
the  canvas.  I  have  shown  the  two  uprights 
holding  up  this  side  cross  pole  to  be  crotched 
affairs.    If  you  have  access  to  two  by  fours, 


stated)  is  a  most  desirable  thing  I  suggest  that 
it  be  tried  out. 

M  I  have  shown  the  main  ridge  pole  in  Figure 
II  to  rest,  at  each  end,  in  the  crotch  of  a  tree 
In  place  of  this  it  is  possible  to  sink  two  poles 
of  the  right  length  to  take  the  place  of  trees. 
Many  are  not  so  sure  ajbout  setting  the  tent 
near  to  trees,  If,  therefore,  you  desire  to 
have  a  free  mind  on  that  count,have  p,oles 
instead  of  resting  the  ends  on  trees.  How- 
ever, small  trees,  six  or  seven  inches  in  dia- 


or  some  such  sawed  lumber  you  can  make 
these  uprights  and  cross-pole  of  that  material. 
In  any  event  do  not  attempt  to  drive  them 
down  with  an  axe,  but  dig  holes  and  sink  them 
down,  then  pack  stones  around  them  in  the 
holes.  These  uprights  should  stand  perfectly 
solid  in  the  ground.  It  does  not  take  very  long 
to  do  this,  and  it  is  best  to  do  it  right.  Rem- 
ember therefore  to  cut- your  uprights  long 
enough  to  give  a  length  to  properly  sink 
them.    The  use  of  these  cross  poles  at  the 


meter,  are  rarely  hit  by  the  lightning,-  as  we 
know.  It  is  the  huge  trees  with  air  spaces  in 
them,  or  hollows  containing  dead  air  that 
draw  the  lightning.  Avoid  placing  the  tent 
near  any  such  huge  or  deformed  tree,  or 
attaching  the  ridge  pole  to  any  such  a  tree 
for  very  obvious  reasons. 

In  Figure  IV.  we  show  how  to  take  the  sag 
out  of  the  sides  of  the  tent  by  raising  the  guy- 
ropes  to  a  side  pole  at  the  sides  of  the  tent. 


sides  on  which  to  tie  the  guy-ropes  does 
away  with  the  clumsy  method  of  pegging 
these  numerous  ropes  to  the  ground. 

I  have  previously  told  of  the  clumsy  meth- 
od of  using  pegs  to  peg  down  the  tent  around 
the  edges  and  elsewhere.  The  average  tent 
has  canvas  loops  through  which  to  thrust  the 
peg,  and  so  pin  it  to  the  earth.  These  canvas 
loops  are  childish  and  about  as  useless  a 
thing  as  was  ever  invented.    Remove  these 
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loops  and  at  that  same  place  sew  in,  with 
waxed  cord,  steel  rings  one  inch,  or  even  less, 
in  diameter;  and  sew  them  in  good  as  they 
bear  a  quite  a  bit  of  strain.  Now  take  three 
eighths  inch  steel  rods  and  bend  them  as 
shown  in  the  inset  in  Figure  V,  sharpening 
the  ends  a  little  so  that  they  may  be  driven 
into  the  ground  freely.  Six  or  seven  inches 
should  be  allowed  for  the  length  of  these 
prongs.  Figure  V  shows  how  these  prongs 
are  slipped  through  the  rings  and  driven  into 
the  ground.  If  you  are  to  have  a  floor  canvas 
to  the  floor  of  the  tent  at  this  point  you  are 


called  upon  to  look  into  a  neat  system  that  is 
wholly  efficient  and  trouble-saving.  Note 
(b)  of  Figure  V.  The  floor  canvas  is  the 
exact  size  as  the  inside  of  the  tent.  Here 
and  there  sew  in  rings  as  you  have  done  along 
the  edge  of  the  canvas,  already  told  of, 
at  the  same  point  where  the  rings  are  situated 

outside,  along  the  edges.    When  you  prong 

down  the  outer  rings,  also  slip  the  floor  canvas 

rings  on  the  steel  prongs  and  thus  when  you 

drive  down  the  outer  rings  you  also  seal  the 

floor  canvas  down  tight. 


Bullet  Lubrication 

R.  E.  Herrick 


"Sumpn*  burnin'  there" 

"Look  at  'em  smoke" 

"Whatcha  got  there,  tracer  bullets?" 

These  and  other  equally  pointed  remarks, 
and  some  considerably  more  pointed  than 
polite  were  directed  at  the  writer  one  Sunday 
last  spring  when  he  started  shooting  at  300 
jyards  and  when  his  bullets  were  leaving  a  curl- 
ing trail  of  smoke  along  the  line  of  trajectory, 
but  we  are  getting  ahead  of  our  story. 

We  have  experimented  with  bullet  grease 
for  years.  Yes,  started  in  on  it  in  the  good 
old  black  powder  days,  when  a  little  beeswax 
and  tallow  or  japan  wax  were  all  that  was 
needed  to  lubricate  the  old  "smoke  wagons" 
but  it  is  quite  sufficient  to  say  that  quite  a 
different  prescription  is  required  on  the 
modern  jacketed  bullets  that  are  at  their 
destination  and  have  the  horses  unhitched 
and  turned  out  to' pasture  before  the  old  soft 
lead  slugs  get  the  brakes  off  to  start. 

I've  never  liked  the  idea  of  forcing  metal 
jacketed   bullets  through   a  choice  barrel 


without  some  sort  of  lubricant,  for  it  doesn't 
take  much  thought  to  convince  anyone  that 
there  is  friction  there,  lots  of  it,  and  where 
friction  resides  there  also  resides  erosion,  and 
friction  and  erosion  spell  a:  short  life  for  a 
barrel. 

So  we  went  to  experimenting  with  greases 
and  oils.  Tried  everything  we  ever  heard  of 
anyone  using,  and  as  many  on  our  own  hook. 
Of  course  we  read  the  reports  concerning 
certain  old  army  rifle  barrels  that  were 
brought  back  to  a  wonderful  (?)  state  of 
accuracy  by  merely  using  lubricated  bullets. 
That  settled  it.  We  would  find  a  suitable 
grease  if  we  never  saw  the  back  of  our  neck. 

Mobilubricant  was  one  of  the  first  greases 
we  ever  used  that  seemed  to  carry  the  re- 
commendations of  advanced  riflemen,  but 
let  me  state  here  and  now  that  in  our  estima- 
tion Mobilubricant  is  not  and  never  has 
been  anything  better  than  a  makeshift  and 
leaves  much  to  be  desired.  In  the  course  of 
our   experiments    and    inquiries   we  were 
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informed  by  a  man  who  was  in  a  position  to 
know,  that.  Mobilubric  ant  was  composed  of 
tallow  heated  to  just  below  the  melting  point 
and  when  the  right  temperature  was  reached 
a  small  stream  of  oil  was  fed  into  the  tallow 
and  all  mixed  thoroughly  in  great  agitating 
vats.  So  then  we  have  a  resultant  compound 
which  has  never  been  nor  is  it  designed  for 
use  in  intense  heat,  it  being  used  in  the 
transmission  set  on  automobiles  where  there 
is  little  or  no  heat  but  where  a  thick  heavy 
grease  is  necessary.  Try  melting  Mdbi- 
lubricant  and  after  it  cools  it  doesn't  resume 
its  former  smooth  state,  but  is  a  stringy, 
sticky  mass  of  no  use  whatever. 

We  tried  mixing  air  float  graphite  with  it, 
but  after  a  few  shots  with  this  one  never  knew 
when  the  bore  was  clean,  for  the  rags  kept 
coming  black  for  a  week.  I  o!on't  doubt  but 
that  the  graphite  did  noble  service,  but  ap- 
pearances are  too  strong  against  it  for  con- 
tinued use. 

Next  we  tried  all  sorts  of  mixtures  of  bees- 
wax, Mobilubric  ant,  cylinder  oil,  cornauba 
wax,  and  what  not,  all  in  the  attempt  to 
secure  a  grease  into  which  the  bullets  might 
be  dipped  and  which  would  harden  with  a 
non-sticky  surface.  We  finally  settled  on  a 
mixture  of  cornauba  wax,  beeswax  and  high 
grade  auto  cylinder  oil,  using  approximately 
equal  parts  of  cornauba  and  beeswax  and 
enough  of  the  oil  to  bring  it  to  the  desired 
degree  of  hardness  when  cold.  In  using  this 
grease  it  was  heated  to  a  smoking  point  and 
the  bullets  dipped  in  it  up  to  the  mouth  of  the 
shell.  As  the  cold  bullets  will  take  on  too 
much  of  the  grease  unless  they  too  are  heated, 
we  have  a  pan  of  boiling  water  at  hand  into 
which  the  bullets  are  dipped  before  their  bath 
in  the  grease.  We  did  our  cartridges  after 
they  have  been  inserted  in  the  clips,  thus  one 
dipping  coats  five  bullets. 

This  grease  worked  nicely,  and  was  the  one 
used  on  the  occasion  mentioned  at  the  be- 
ginning of  this  article,  the  excessive  smoke 
being  caused  by  a  little  too  much  grease. 
This  is  unnecessary.  A  light  film  of  grease 
being  all  that  is  required  to  do  the  job  of 
lubricating.  We  were  well  pleased  with  this 
grease  and  had  several  primer  boxes  filled 
with  it  at  the  1918  National  Matches,  only  to 
have  to  fall  back  on  Mobilubricant  on 
account  of  the  order  forbidding  the  taking  of 
ammunition  into  quarters.  We  had  planned 
on  doping  up  our  bullets  before  going  to  the 
firing  line,  but  had  to  give  that  scheme  up. 
We  did  shoot  some  of  our  own  home  loads 
one  afternoon  at  600  yards  which  had  been 


dipped,  with  the  result  that  the  members  of 
the  Indiana  team,  who  were  next  to  us,  had 
some  sport  "watching  our  smoke." 

This  grease  presented  only  one  fault.  It 
appeared  to  us  that  a  perfect  grease  should 
leave  the  bore  slightly  oily,  or  at  least  the 
muzzle  of  the  rifle  should  be  moist  from  the  oil 
after  firing.  This  final  point  was  supplied  by 
our  friend,   Lieut.  E.  A.  McGoldrick  of 
Spokane,  who  suggested  using  "F.  F.  Frank- 
lin" auto  oil  as  a  softening  agent.    There  is 
not  any  set  formula  as  to  quantities,  but  by 
using  about  equal  parts  of  cornauba  wax  and 
beeswax  and  just  enough  oil  to  soften  the 
resultant  product  according  to  the  season  of 
the  year  it  will  be  found  after  firing  there  will 
be  a  ring  of  oil  around  the  bore  of  the  rifle 
at  the  muzzle,  which  indicates  that  all  the  oil 
at  least,  has  not  burned,  and  not  having 
burned  it  seems  also  reasonable  to  believe  it 
has  served  its  good  purpose  of  lubricating  the 
bore  with  some  left  over  for  good  measure. 

A  word  as  to  said  F.  F.  Franklin  auto  oil. 
This  oil  is  a  Pennsylvania  product  and  is 
practically  the  only  oil  that  comes  from  the 
ground  ready  for  use,  i.  e.,  that  doesn't  re- 
quire refining  before  it  is  ojf  any  value  to  the 
consuimer,  and  it  is  sujpposed  to  withstand  a 
higher  fire  test  than  any  other  oil  on  the 
market.  It  is  not  used  as  a  straight  lubri- 
cating oil,  however,  being  used  as  a  blending 
stock  to  bring  certain  oils  up  to  a  required 
standard  as  to  fire  and  flash  tests.  All  auto 
cylinder  oil  manufacturers  do  not  use  this 
F.  F.  F.  oil  for  blending  purposes,  but  all  do 
use  similar  products  which  they  call  "bright- 
stock,"  and  are  used  in  exactly  the  same  way. 

A  batch  of  this  grease  properly  blended, 
will  stick  to  a  bullet  almost  like  paint,  and 
will  harden  down  with  a  smooth,  glossy  sur- 
face. Drop  a  clip  in  the  sand;  pick  it  up  and 
blow  the  sand  off  and  it's  as  good  as  new.  I've 
carried  cartridges  so  prepared  in  my  belt  until 
the  grease  had  fairly  worn  off  around  the 
points  of  the  bullets,  yet  the  rest  of  the  grease 
still  stuck  like  a  burr  to  a  dog's  ear. 

Incidentally  that  is  just  one  test  as  to  when 
you  have  the  grease  of  the  correct  consis- 
tency. Too  hard  it  will  flake  off  a  bullet. 
Too  soft  and  it  won't  have  a  hard,  glossy 
surface.  Sometime  I'm  going  to  experiment 
on  a  soft  grease  to  use  as  one  does  Mobi- 
lubricant, but  made  from  bees  wax  and 
"bright-stock." 

Speaking  of  soft  grease  reminds  m%  that  I 
have  a  home-made  bullet  greaser  that  just 
about  fills  tjie  bill.  First  I  got  a  1  oz,  brass 
grease  cup  with  non-rising  screw  stem  and 
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ground  off  the  octagon  portion  so  it  was  flush 

with  the  barrel  of  the 
cupy.  Ground  off  the 
screw  threads  and  sold- 
ered on  a  portion  of  a 
Krag  cartridge  case.  <And 
here  comes  the  best  part 
of  it:  In  the  open  end  of 
the  Krag  shell  is  inserted 
a  Springfield  bullet  jacket, 
point  down,  and  expanded 
so  as  to  permit  a  loaded 
shell  being  inserted  just 
up  to  the  crimp.  Bored 
a  hole  through  the  jacket 
point  to  permit  the  grease 
to  pass  on  up,  and  made 
a  slip  cover  from  an  old  pistol  shell  and  it 


s 


is  done.  The  btillet  jacket  inside  the  greaser 
prevents  too  much  grease  getting  on  the 
bullet,  and  does  spread  it  on  in  a  smooth,  thin 
coating.  This  greaser  is  clean  to  operate  and 
as  fast  as  any  of  this  type.  The  accompany- 
ing sketch  will  show  how  it  would  look  if  cut 
in  two  through  the  centre. 

There  is  no  doubt  about  the  value  of  a 
suitable  lubricant  on  metal  jacketed  bullets, 
so  we  will  not  discuss  this  phase  of  the  ques- 
tion except  to  give  a  warning  against  allowing 
grease  to  get  in  the  chamber  of  the  rifle.  This 
does  it  no  good  and  may  do  considerable  harm 
and  only  requires  a  little  care  to  prevent. 
This  screed  is  merely  to  give  other  riflemen 
the  advantage  of  whatever  knowledge  I  have 
gained  in  attempting  to  develop  a  better 
lubricant. 


Sights 

P»  A.»  L« 


IN  looking  over  the  Lyman  catalog  of  peep 
sights  the  reader  wonders  at  the  fact  that 
these  famous  sights  that  have  been  on  the 
market  for  so  many  years,  with  two  or  three 
exceptions,  have  but  one  adjustment,  and 
that  for  elevation  only. 

Any  rifleman  that  sights  in  a  rifle  knows 
that  there  is  just  as  much  need  for  side  move- 
ment "as  for  elevation. 

When  one"  attempts  to  drive  a  front  sight 
over  just  a  little,  or  shin  up  the  side  of  a  peep 
and  try  each  shift  by  a  few  shots,  he  soon  con- 
demns the  process  as  costly  in  ammunition, 
time  and  temper.  He  wonders  why  the  mak- 
ers only  make  half  a  sight  while  with  a  side 
screw  in  the  side  of  the  base  of  that  sight 
he  could  have  placed  the  zero  anywhere  he 
wanted  it  after  firing  the  first  group. 

Different  makers  and  even  different  lots 
of  the  same  make  of  high  power  ammunition 
will  shoot  to  a  different  zero.  In  using  a 
sight  with  two  movements,  knowing  your 
sight  and  pitch  of  screws,  you  simply  shoot 
a  group  at  a  known  range  and  by  shifting 
your  sight  the  required  number  of  points  you 
can  place  your  zero  anywhere  you  wish  on 
the  target. 

At  present  I  have  a  Remington  .25  calibre 
that  has  a  Lyman  rear  sight  and  a  V.  M.  front 
sight.  The  front  sight  is  a  very  tight  fit. 
At  present  that  rifle  zeroes  1 inches  to  the 
right  at  10CT  yards.  I  would  give  a  good  bit 
to  have  it  shooting  centre,  yet  I  hate  to  at- 


tempt to  shift  that  sight,  knowing  that  I 
might  get  out  of  the  frying  pan  into  the  fire. 

It  may  mean  100  rounds  of  ammunition 
before  I  get  it  correct  and  proved.  The 
above  remarks  will  also  apply  to  the  Marble 
sights.  For  best  results  these  peep  sights 
should  be  mounted  to  set  about  l"  in  front 
of  the  eye  when  the  head  is  in  a  normal 
shooting  position.  A  sight  mounted  on  the 
receiver  is  too  far  away  from  the  eye  for  best 
results. 

In  bolt  action  rifles  the  sight  should  be 
mounted  on  the  end  of  the  firing  pin  and  then 
it  snaps  forward  and  away  from  the  eye  when 
the  rifle  is  fired. 

As  to  front  sights  I  prefer  the  V.M.  sight 
-for  it  gives  the  least  eye -strain  of  any  sight 
I  have  ever  used  and  is  very  accurate.  The 
Marble  people  make  the  V.M.  sight  with  a 
gold  face  but  they  would  improve  it  greatly 
by  making  it  a  dead  black  face  instead.  The 
gold  glitters  whereas  the  dead  black  gives  a 
well  defined  ring  that  shows  clearly  against 
all  objects.  Just  smoke  a  V.M.  sight  with 
a  match  and  see  the  difference.  I  have  tried 
ail  colors  and  find  the  dead  black  far  the 
best. 

Many  shooters  think  a  very  small  bead 
sight  is  the  most  accurate.  Such  is  not 
always  the  case  as  a  very  small  sight  strains 
the  eye.  A  large  sight  of  correct  shape  gives 
much  less  eye  strain,  therefore  is  more  accur- 
ate. 
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The  V.M.  sight  in  conjunction  with  a  peep 
sight  gives  no  eye  strain  at  all.  It  is  simply 
a  clear  look  through.  Shooters  with  failing 
eye  sight  can  get  the  best  of  results  by  the 
use  of  a  V.M.  sight  when  the  ordinary  sight 
would  be  a  complete  failure. 


Will  the  Lyman  people  make  their  sights 
100  per  cent  efficient  or  will  they  go  on  in  the 
same  old  rut?  True,  they  have  two  fine 
sights  in  the  models  103  and  293^  but  what 
about  all  their  other  models? 


The  Gibbs  Optical  Sights  for  Sniping  Rifles 


THE  firm  of  George  Gibbs,  Ltd.,  ot  Bristol 
and  35  Saville  Row,  London,  is  respons- 
ible for  a  set  of  optical  sights  adapted 
for  use  with  military  rifles,  unusually  com- 
plete and  refined  in  their  mechanical  con- 
struction and  design.  The  backsight,  as  here 
illustrated,  reproduces  in  general  outline 
the  aperture  sights  which  were  used  before  the 
war  at  Bisley  and  elsewhere  in  service  rifle 
competitions.  Fixture  is  effected  by  remov- 
ing the  long-range  aperture  sight  stem  and 
fitting  in  its  place  the  more  elaborated  stem 
and  overhanging  cross-bar  illustrated  above. 
Two  adjustments,  wide  in  their  range,  are 
provided.  The  elevation  adjustment  de- 
pends upon  the  interworking  of  the  upright 
square  stem  and  the  sliding  sleeve  which  fits 
over  the  last  named  and  carries  the  cross 
bar.  The  scale  is  graduated  in  minutes  on 
one  side  and  in  hundred  yard  intervals  of 
range  on  the  other,  both  markings  being 
clearly  visible  to  the  shooter  when  in  the 
firing  position.  An  adjustable  index  permits 
the  zero  oi  the  rifle's  shooting  to  be  made 
coincident  with  the  zero  of  the  two  scales. 
The  cross-bar  carries  an  ordinary  aperture 
below  and  a  lens  aperture  above,  both  forming 
part  of  a  sliding  carriage  controlled  by  a  screw. 
The  index  mark  is  scribed  upon  a  separately 


adjustable  member,  the  shooting  zero  of  the 
rifle  being  thus  capable  of  adjustment  laterally 
as  well  as  vertically  in  respect  to  the  other 
scale.  The  two  apertures  are  distanced 
apart  the  amount  by  which  the  lens  front 
sight  is  fixed  above  the  ordinary  rifle  foresight. 
At  the  option  of  the  shooter,  ordinary  aperture 
sighting  may  be  practised  as  an  alternative 
to  the  use  of  lenses.  The  front  lens  fitting 
masks  the  ordinary  foresight,  but  as  it  can 
be  removed  or  replaced  in  a  few  seconds  the 
change  from  one  system  to  the  other  is  very 
rapid.  The  presence  of  the  lens  and  aperture 
backsight  fitting  in  no  way  interferes  with  the 
use  of  the  ordinary  open  backsight. 

The  foresight  .consists  of  a  rigid  frame 
carrying  a  screwed  ring,  into  which  the  lens- 
piece  is  turned,  a  set-screw  ensuring  its  reten- 
tion in  the  position  with  the  aiming  lines 
upright.  These  consist  of  a  vertical  stem  and 
horizontal  line,  as  in  telescopic  sights  used 
for  military  purposes.  The  particular  form 
of  base  shown  in  the  illustration  suits  the 
short  service  rifle.  Two  wide-spread  hooks 
embrace  the  nose-cap  fitting.  The  hooks 
engage  with  a  special  screw  which  performs 
the  holding  functions  of  the  ordinary  screw, 
but  carries  in  addition  extensions  at  either  end 
adapted  to  engage  the  hooks  in  the  sight 
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base.  When  the  hooks  have  been  passed  over 
the  pin  extensions  the  final  fixing  of  the  mem- 
ber is  effected  by  tightening  the  thumb- 
screw, so  that  its  point  presses  firmly  against 
the  barrel.  The  pressure  so  exerted  throws 
the  fitting  against  the  foresight  block.  In 
order  that  the  position  of  contact  shall  not 
depend  on  chance  an  adjustable  bearing 
screw  is  provided.  This  is  set  at  the  first' 
fitting  of  the  sight  to  ensure  uprightness, 
and  its  adjustment  is  permanent  so  far  as 
the  particular  rifle  is  eoncerned.  The  mag- 
nification of  the  lenses  is  234  diameters,  and 
the  field  of  view  is  pleasingly  large  in  conse- 
quence of  the  ample  dimensions  of  the  front 
lens.    An  effective  light  or  rain  screen  is . 


available  for  the  occasions  when  it  is  required. 
It  consists  of  a  thin  sheet  of  flat  spring  steel 
which  is  pressed  into  a  semi-circular  groove 
formed  in  the  top  half  of  the  front  lens  frame. 

The  fact  that  a  set  of  sights,  seemingly 
so  simple  in  the  essence  of  their  design,  can 
usefully  carry  so  many  important  embellish- 
ments is  a  tribute  to  the  importance  of 
scientific  rifle  shooting  and  its  intimate 
association  with  military  problems.  What- 
ever other  results  the  war  may  have  it  should 

at  least  have  harmonized  all  differences  be- 
tween the  respective  points  of  view  of  the 
soldier  and  the  expert  target  shot. — (Reprint- 
ed from  "Arms  &  Explosives.") 


Queries  and  Answers 


The    Smith    and    Wesson  Revolvers. 
Editor,  Guns  &  Ammunition,  Dept. 

By  what  company  is  the  America  revolver 
made  and  is  there  any  firm  in  Canada  hand- 
ling them? 

Do  the  Smith  &  Wesson  people  make  a 
single  shot  pistol?  What  is  their  address 
and  can  a  catalog  be  obtained  from  them? 

Where  could  I  buy  second  hand  revolvers 
and  address  of  party  having  same  for  sale? 

At  what  distance  will  the  .38  Smith  & 
Wesson  Special,  6  inch  barrel,  make  good' 
targets? 

Inar  Johnson, 
Naughton  Glen,  Alberta. 

Reply — The  America  revolvers  that  you 
refer  to  are  evidently  the  Young  America 
models  made  by  Harrington  and  Richardson, 
Iver  Johnson  and  Forehand  and  Wadsworth 
concerns.  These  were  the  cheapest  revolvers 
made  by  these  concerns.  I  would  not  advise 
anyone  to  purchase  a  weapon  of  these  grades. 

The  Smith  and  Wesson  certainly  do  make 
a  single  shot  pistol,  no  "better  weapon  has 
been  made  in  this  country.  Address  Smith 
and  Wesson,  Springfield,  Mass.  U.  S.  A. 

You  could  buy  second  hand  revolvers  most 
likely  if  you  knew  of  anyone  that  had  one 
for  sale.  Advertise  in  Rod  and  Gun.  That 
should  put  you  in  touch  with  a  party  that  had 
one  for  sale.  Buying  second  hand  firearms 
is  rather  a  risky  business  unless  you  have  the 
opportunity  to  .view  your  weapon  before  you 
pay  for  it. 

The  .38  Smith  and  Wesson  special  revolver 
will  shoot  with  any  revolver  at  50  yards.  At 
100  yards  it  will  do  very  good  work  and  some 


men  have  reported  very  good  work  at  the 
range  of  300  yards. 

Editor. 


Wants  a  Rifle  for  Deer  Shooting. 

Editor,  Guns  6c  Ammunition,  Dept. 

I  have  gathered  together  several  of  your 
magazines  called  Rod  and  Gun  and  it  is  the 
greatest  book  I  ever  read. 

I  am  thinking  of  buying  a  rifle  in  a  short 
time  and  do  not  wish  to  pay  more  than  about 
$30.00  for  it.  I  want  a  gun  for  deer  and  that 
would  kill  a  moose  at  300  yards.  I  would 
like  a  carbine  with  a  20  inch  barrel. 

Do  you  think  that  a  .44-40  or  a  .38-40  would 
be  of  any  use?  I  am  now  using  a  .32-40  with 
a  28  inch  barrel  but  it  is  old  and  sometimes  it 
jams.  The  frame  is  pretty  loose  and  it  is 
worn  at  the  muzzle.  Would  these  make  it 
shoot  inaccurately? 

I  have  a  Stevens  favorite  .22  and  the  barrel 
is  badly  rusted  and  I  cannot  get  it  out.  What 
shall  I  do  with  it? 

Frank  Bicknell, 

Ontario. 


Reply — For  deer  shooting  the  .32  Special 
Winchester,  .303  Savage  or  a  .30  Rimless 
Remington  would  all  give  you  very  good 
service.  They  would  all  kill  moose  very 
nicely  if  you  hit  them  just  exactly  right  but 
a  moose  at  300  yards  is  a  pretty  tough  pro- 
position and  I  would  prefer  one  of  the  1895 
model  Winchesters  for  this  work.  This 
rifle  would  cost  you  more  than  $30.00. 

Your  present  rifle  that  is  loose  is  absolutely 
certain  to  be  inaccurate  so  long  as  it  remains 
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loose  and  if  the  muzzle  is-worn  that  is  pretty 
certain  to  give  the  same  trouble. 

I  would  suggest  a  24  inch  barrel  on  the  new 
rifle  as  being  better  balanced  for  a  high  power 
rifle. 

If  your  .22  Stevens  is  rusted  and  scored  in 
the  chamber  you  can  do  nothing  but  get  a 
new  barrel  and  in  that  case  you  might  as 
well  get  a  new  rifle. 

Editor. 


The  Ithaca  Gun. 

Editor,  Guns  Sc  Ammunition,  Dept. 

What  is  your  opinion  of  the  Ithaca  Gun 
Company's  taper  choke  boring  system?  Some 
people  claim  that  it  is  bogus. 

A.  Ham. 

Toronto,  Ont. 

Reply — I  do  not  know  of  any  better  shoot- 
ing shotguns  than  the  Ithaca  Guns.  I  had 
one  with  which  I  killed  24  straight  gray  squir- 
rels and  there  was  nothing  bogus  about  the 
shooting  qualities  of  that  gun.  I  never 
saw  an  Ithaca  gun  that  appeared  to  be  a 
poor  shooter,  and  I  may  add  that  I  have  seen 
many  of  them  in  use  and  have  used  several 
of  them  myself. 

Just  what  system  they  actually  use  I 
cannot  say  as  I  never  used  a  micrometer 
gauge  on  the  bore  of  one  but  you  can  depend 
upon  it  that  they  will  shoot  all  right.  This  is 
equally  true  of  the  other  standard  makes. 

Editor. 


Various  Inquiries. 

Editor,  Guns  Sc  Ammunition,  Dept. 

Is  the  .38-55  High  Power  powerful  enough 
for  shooting  moose,  bear,  deer,  etc.,  using 
soft  point  bullets? 

Are  five  shots  at  20  feet  that  will  all  be 
covered  by  a  Canadian  five  cent  piece  con- 
sidered good  shooting  for  a  .22? 

N.  M.  Taggart, 

Colgate,  Sask. 

The  .38-55  High  Power  would  be  a  good 
rifle  for  your  purpose  but  lacks  the  flat  tra- 
jectory for  long  range  shots  that  is  an  ad- 
vantage in  using  the  .30  and  .32  calibre 
high  velocity  rifles.  Up  to  150  to  200  yards 
it  will  do  very  nice  work.  Over  that  range 
you  will  have  trouble  from  over  and  under 
shooting. 

The  shooting  mentioned  as  having  been 
done  with  a  .22  would  be  good  offhand  shoot- 
ing but  would  need  to  be  about  three  times 
as  accurate  for  fine  target  shooting. 

Editor. 


Information  on  Winchester  Products. 

Editor,  Guns  Sc  Ammunition,  Dept. 

Do  the  Winchester  Repeating  Arms  Co., 
still  make  their  model  1886  in  the  .50-110- 
300  W.H.V.  calibre? 

What  does  the  letter  H  stamped  on  the 
back  of  Winchester  rim  fire  cartridges  mean? 

Is  there  a  12  gauge  lever  action  shotgun 
on  the  market  today?  If  so,  by  whom  is  it 
made? 

Do  the  Marlin  Repeating  Arms  Co.,  still 
manufacture  rifles? 

Have  you  any  information  as  to  the  calibre, 
ballistics  etc.,  of  the  German  "anti  tank" 
gun? 

How  should  the  .32  Special  Winchester 
be  reloaded  to  give  the  same  ballistics  as  the 
.32-20  Winchester  H.V.  cartridge? 

R.  L. 

Montreal,  P.Q. 

Reply — I  believe  that  the  Winchester 
Repeating  Arms  Co.,  has  totally  stopped 
making  the  .50-111-300  calibre  rifles.  They 
might  be  able  to  tell  you  where  you  could 
get  one  however.  Address  them  at  New 
Haven.  Connecticut,  U.  S.  A. 

The  letter  "H"  on  the  backs  of  the  rim  fire 
cartridges  is  the  Winchester  "trade  mark" 
that  they  use  on  the  rim  for  ammunition 
they  make. 

There  is  no  12  gauge  lever  action  repeating 
shotgun  made  at  present  in  Ameriea.  The 
Winchester  Repeating  Arms  Co.,  formerly 
made  such  a  weapon  and  still  supply  a  10 
gauge  in  that  style. 

The  Marlin  Arms  Co.,  was  entirely  taken 
over  for  making  machine  guns  during  the  war 
and  I  have  not  heard  that  they  have  yet 
begun  -  to  make  sporting  arms.  Whether 
they  will  do  so  you  could  discover  by  address- 
ing them. 

I  have  not  seen  very  much  about  the  Bal- 
listics of  the  German  Anti  Tank  gun  but  I  did 
see  a  bullet  that  was  used  in  one  of  them  and 
it  certainly  was  a  business-like  looking  bullet. 
It  was  a  square  base,  boat  tailed  shape  and 
appeared  to  be  jacketed  by  some  BRASS 
composition,  but  most  likely  was  some  copper 
alloy  that  I  was  not  familiar  with,  but  which 
did  look  more  yellow  than  copper  color.  I 
did  not  have  a  micrometer  at  hand  to 
measure  the  bullet  and  did  not  weigh  it  but 
it  certainly  looked  like  the  daddy  of  all  high 
power  rifle  bullets. 

To  make  a  .32-20  out  of  a  .32  Special,  use 
a  light  bullet  and  a  small  load  of  Du  Pont 
number  80  powder  or  Hercules  Sharpshooter 
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The  Old-Timers  are 
Back  at  the  Traps 

Whether  you  are  an  "old  timer"  or  just  one  of 
those  who  have  always  had  a  desire  to  break 
into  the  game,  get  busy  this  year,  for  this  is  trap 
shooter's  year.  It's  the  year  when  the  "real 
man's  sport"  is  coming  back. 
Get  out  into  the  open  and  try  your  luck  at  the 
clay  birds— the  sport  of  sportsmen  that  knows  no 
game  laws.  Shoot  with  the  old-timers— get  out 
with  the  men  who  have  played  a  bigger  game 
"over  there*',  for  they  are  among  the  trap 
shooters.  Take  your  "better  half"  with  you  for 
this  is  the  sport  of  women  too. 

After  you  smash  your  first  bird— well,  you're  a  life  member 
of  this  great  sporting  fraternity, 

Make  this  life  membership  one  long,  sweet  dream  of  satis- 
faction by  being  sure  your  ammunition  is  right. 

Dominion 

Shotgun  Shells 

are  the  correct  trap  loads  for  old-timer 
or  novice.  Canuck,  Sovereign  or  Regal 
are  dependable,  .accurate,  and  fast— and 
they  pattern  right. 

Canada's  long  run  record  at  the  traps — 
203  breaks  consecutively  made — is  held 
by  Dominion  Canucks. 

Dominion  Cartridge  Co.,  Limited, 

Montreal.  Canada.  1-) 


MM 
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or  Unique.  See  Ideal  Handbook  for  the  many 
possible  loads. 

Editor. 


Wants  a  New  Automatic  Rifle. 

Editor,  Guns  8c  Ammunition,  Dept. 

I  sometimes  get  hold  of  your  magazine 
and  noticed  some  time  back  a  gun  of  the 
self  loading  class  and  would  like  to  know 
if  there  is  anything  new  out  in  the  line  of 
automatic  rifles  as  I  am  beginning  to  think 
about  getting  a  new  gun?  The  one  I  am 
using  is  a  .35  calibre  Browning  automatic. 
If  you  could  give  me  any  information  I  would 
be  very  pleased. 

James  Greenaway, 

Chase  River,  B.C. 

Reply — I  do  not  know  of  anything  later 
that  the  Remington  autos  and  the  .351 
and  .401  Winchesters.  Possibly  you  are 
thinking  of  an  automatic  rifle  that  Mr.  Fred 
Adolf  had  in  mind  but  which  was  never 
manufactured. 

Both  the  Remington  and  Winchester 
companies  make  .22  automatics  as  well  as 
the  larger  calibres. 

Editor. 


Various  Inquiries. 

Editor,  Guns  8c  Ammunition,  Dept. 

I  have  a  Remington  model  12  repeater, 
.22  calibre  and  the  barrel  of  same  is  pitted. 
I  had  the  barrel  leaded  out  at  the  factory  but 
it  is  still  slightly  pitted. 

In  an  article  in  your  magazine  I  noticed 
that  it  said  the  pits  filled  up  with  lead  and 
destroyed  the  accuracy  of  the  gun. 

If  this  rifle  is  kept  properly  cleaned  and  a 
Marble's  brass  pull  through  used  to  prevent 
the  lead  forming  will  the  accuracy  still  be 
affected? 

What  would  be  a  good  set  of  sights  for  this 
rifle  to  be  used  for  hunting  and  ordinary 
target  shooting? 

Is  there  any  difference  in  accuracy  and 
power  between  a  Remington  model  12,  .22 
with  a  .22  inch  round  barrel  and  the  same  rifle 
with  a  21  inch  octagon  barrel.  Is  this  rifle 
capable  of  making  half  inch  groups  at  25  yards? 

How  should  a  rifle  be  tested  for  accuracy? 
Do  you  know  where  I  could  secure  a  Savage 
model  1914  twenty-two  and  the  probable 
price?  Is  this  rifle  more  accurate  than  the 
Remington  model  12,  .12? 

W.  A.  Donahue. 

Sarnia,  Ont. 

Reply — Your  .22  rifle  would  likely  group 
into  a  2  to  3  inch  bullseye  at  50  yards  judging 


by  your  description  c#  its  present  condition. 
It  will  never  be  as  accurate  as  when  new 
and  will  always  be  hard  to  keep  from  rusting 
due  to  the  presence  of  the  depressed  pits 
which  cannot  be  removed  because  they  are 
BELOW  the  surface  of  the  steel.  I  would 
advise  a  new  barrel  or  a  new  rifle.  Lyman 
number  2A  and  5B  or  Marble  rear  peep  and 
gold  bead  front,  practically  similar  combina- 
tions so  far  as  results  are  concerned. 

The  Remingtons  with  22  and  24  inch  barrels 
would  be  equally  accurate  but  the  ^24  inch 
barrel  handles  the  best,  balances  the  best 
and  can  be  held  steadier  as  it  is  heavier. 
Practically  speaking  it  would  be  more  accurate 
in  ordinary  shooting  although  the  barrel 
itself  would  not  likely  be  any  more  accurate. 
These  rifles  will  occasionally  make  Y^"  groups 
at  25  yards. 

A  rifle  is  tested  for  accuracy  by  machine 
rest,  by  prone  shooting  with  sling,  or  by 
either  a  sitting  or  prone  rest.  Resting  across 
a  table  that  has  a  box  on  the  front  end,  a 
small  platform  etc.,  would  show  you  how  the 
gun  was  grouping. 

The  Savage  and  Remington  .22  repeaters 
should  be  equally  accurate  and  are  just  about 
equally  desirable.  Try  Hallam's  or  Lion 
Sporting  Goods  Co.  that  advertise  in  Rod  and 
Gun.    They  may  have  one  still  on  hand. 

Editor. 


He  Wants  a  .22  Repeater  for  Small  Game. 

Editor,  Guns  8c  Ammunition,  Dept. 

I  am  in  need  of  some  advice  that  I  think 
you  can  supply  nie  through  your  queries  and 
answers  column. 

I  would  like  to  buy  a  .22  repeater  or  auto- 
loader and  do  not  know  what  make  to  buy. 
Could  you  enlighten  me  on  the  subject? 

Which  make  and  cartridge  is  the  best  for 
small  game  shooting,  has  the  most  killing 
power  and  what  powder  should  it  be  loaded 
with? 

Which  are  the  best  sights  for  hunting  and 
what  would  be  the  price  of  the  rifle  you 
prefer? 

L.  Wilkins. 

Toronto. 

Reply — I  would  advise  a  model  1914  Savage, 
a  model  12C  target  grade  Remington  or  a 
model  1897  Marlin  in  .22  long  rifle  calibre. 
In  a  more  powerful  cartridge  I  would  advise 
a  model  1892,  .25-20  calibre  Winchester.  I 
would  advise  a  .22  long  rifle  repeater  in  pre- 
ference to  the  ?22  automatic  as  the  cartridge 
used  is  much  cheaper,  is  more  accurate  and 
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OUBLE  the  number  of  your  happy 
vacation  hours  with  a  w Liberty"  Daylo 

Avoid  vacation  accidents,  increase  comfort  and  pleasure 


WE  announce  the  new  Eveready 
LIBERTY  Daylo.  It  is  named 
the  ^'Liberty"  because  it  leaves  both 
hands  free— can  be  clipped  over  your 
belt,  or  slipped  over  a  button.  Get 
one  NOW  for  your  vacation — two 
handsome  styles,  gun  metal  and  full 


nickel,  filled  with  a  long  lived  Eve- 
ready  Tungsten  battery  No.  703.  The 
ideal  light  for  all  out-door  people. 

Eveready  dealers  from  coast  to 
coast  are  demonstrating  this  new 
Daylo  NOW,  the  best  all-round  light 
Eveready  has  ever  produced ! 


Ready  to  hang  on  your 
belt;  the  hinged  belt  clip 
in  position. 


CANADIAN  NATIONAL 
CARBON  CO.,  Limited 
Toronto,  Canada 


The  light  that  says 

"Qhere  it  isF 
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in  hollow  point  form  is  if  anything  a  befter 
hunting  cartridge. 

Select  the  Lesmok  or  Semi-Smokeless  long 
rifle  cartridges  and  use  them  exclusively. 
The  .25-20  Winchester  is  a  mighty  fine  little 
game  rifle  but  costs  more  to  shoot  than  the 
.22's. 

Both  the  Winchester  and  Remington  .22 
autos  are  good  little  guns  but  I  prefer  the 
ordinary  repeaters  with  their  longer  barrels, 
cheaper  price  and  cheaper  ammunition. 

Good  sights  are  Lyman  or  Marble  peep 
tang  sight  and  a  medium  size  gold  bead  front 
sight. 

Which  of  the  rifles  to  purchase  depends 
upon  personal  tastes  as  all  of  the  above  are 
of  about  equal  quality  and  worth. 

Editor. 

Sights  for  a  .303  Savage. 

Editor,  Guns  &  Ammunition,  Dept. 

I  have  a  .303  Savage  rifle  of  1899  model 
and  would  like  a  little  advice  on  sighting  it. 
The  sight  that  is  on  it  has  a  windgauge  and 
I  think  is  the  one  on  it  in  the  picture  (in 
the  catalog)  and  the  notch  in  the  sight  is  so 
fine  that  I  cannot  see  through  it  on  a  cloudy 
day  in  the  brush.  Also  there  is  a  trap  for  the 
brush  to  catch  in  and  turn  it  up  and  knock  it 
'  out  of  line. 

This  rifle  shoots  about  6  inches  high  at 
100  yards  at  present,  using  Remington 
U.M.C.  ammunition,  and  about  12  inches 
low  using  Dominion  Cartridge  Go's,  ammuni- 
tion. Do  you  have  any  trouble  or  complaints 
about  Dominion  ammunition? 

If  you  can  inform  me  about  the  best  kind 
of  sights  I  would  be  very  grateful. 
Ottawa.  W.  H.  G. 

Reply — What  you  need  is  a  Lyman  peep 
sight  on  the  tang.  I  have  the  same  trouble 
in  using  open  sights.  Write  to  the  Lyman 
Gunsight  Corp.  Middlefleld.  Conn.  U.S.A., 
who  will  tell  you  how  to  get  a  tang  peep  for 
this  rifle.  Better  order  a  gold  or  ivory  bead 
front  as  well  while  you  are  at  it. 

Your  rifle  is  evidently  sighted  for  about 
200  or  more  yards  with  Remington  U.M.C. 
cartridges.  With  Dominion  cartridges  you 
would  need  to  change  the  sighting.  This 
seems  to  be  a  very  extreme  cast  of  difference 
of  barrel  time  and  flip  due  to  different  lots 
of  ammunition  unless  you  have  in  some 
way  been  shooting  Dominion  cartridges  that 
had  gone  bad  from  some  unknown  cause. 
I  have  not  had  any  complaints  lately  about 
Dominion  cartridges  giving  trouble  of  this  kind. 

Editor. 


Notes  on  the  .303  Ross. 

Editor,  Guns  &  Ammunition,  Dept. 

Some  time  ago  I  purchased  a  .303  model  10 
Ross  rifle  weighing  around  8  pounds  and  the 
barrel  looks  as  if  it  had  been  cut  down  to 
26  inches.  What  do  you  think  about  accuracy 
as  per  cutting  down  of  barrel  and  the  qualities 
of  the  rifle  as  a  whole? 

Where  can  I  get  reloading  tools  for  same 
and  what  bullets  to  use  of  light  weight  with 
a  small  powder  charge  to  use  shooting  part- 
ridges and  rabbits  and  also  practise  target 
shooting.  I  want  to  make  it  an  all  around 
gun  and  have  cheap  shooting. 

L.  P.  Prouty, 

Montreal. 

There  may  be  various  reasons  for  your 
Ross  rifle  appearing  to  be  sawed  off.  I 
believe  that  some  Ross  rifles  are  cut  off  square 
without -reaming  out  the  muzzle,  at  the  fac- 
tory. Also  if.it  has  been  cut  off  since  leaving 
the  factory  it  will  not  hurt  the  accuracy  if 
•the  job  has  been  done  correctly.  If  not  have 
a  gunsmith  cut  off  a  fraction  of  an  inch  to 
square  it  up  and  remove  any  burrs.  Then 
the  rifle  should  shoot  as  accurately  as  ever. 

The  Ideal  Manufacturing  Co.,  New  Haven, 
Conn.  U.S.A.  manufacture  the  only  reloading 
tools  made  in  America  for  reduced  loads. 
They  make  a  .311  bullet  similar  to  the  125 
and  154  grain  .308241S.  bullets  for  the 
Springfield  rifle.  This  bullet  is  for  the  .303 
Savage  but  you  could  use  it  in  the  .303  Ross 
for  real  short  range  like  50  yards  or  so.  Use 
6,  8  or  10  grains  of  Hercules  Unique  or  Du-  . 
Pont  number  80  powders  behind  this  bullet 
cast  1  to  10  and  resized  to  .311.  For  part- 
ridge it  would  be  apt  to  mangle  somewhat  if 
you  tried  to  load  heavy  as  it  is  pretty  close 
to  the  .32-20  cartridge  for  power.  Depends 
upon  the  powder  charge  in  these  reduced 
loads. 

Editor. 


Wants  a  Crow  Rifle. 

Editor,  Guns  &  Ammunition,  Dept. 

I  have  read  Rod  and  Gun  in  Canada  a 
great  deal.  I  would  like  to  ask  you  a  few 
questions  about  crow  shooting. 

Is  a  .32  calibre  rim  fire  strong  enough  to 
use  on  crows?  Where  can  I  get  a  reliable 
crow  call?  Is  it  necessary  to  use  decoys  with 
a  call?  We  have  many  of  these  pests  around 
here  and  I  want  to  thin  them  out. 

Beverly  Scott, 

Westmount,  P.Q. 

Reply — I  would  suggest  the  .25-20  and 
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Off  For  The  Club 

Vigorous  red-blooded  Canadians  who  appreciate  the 
outdoor  life  know  the  value  of  a  trap  shooting  club 
to  any  community.  They  know  that  nothing  on  earth 
will  do  more  to  develop  keen  eye  and  a  steady  hand, 
than  a  few  hours  a  week  at  the  traps.  Join  a  gun  club 
in  your  town  and  keep  fit.  You  will  like  the  game 
and  the  fellows  too. 
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.25-35  as  being  much  better  crow  rifles  than 
the  .32  rim  fire.  The  latter  lacks  both  range 
and  accuracy.  It  has  plenty  of  power. 
What  you  want  are  flat  trajectory  over  150 
yards  and  the  finest  possible  accuracy. 
The  .22  High  Power  and  .250-3000  Savage 
are  superior  for  long  shots  but  cost  much  more 
to  use. 

W.  J.  Taylor,  Ltd.,  Woodstock,  Ont.  can 
supply  a  Perdew  crow  call  for  about  $1.00 
that  is  as  good  as  can  be  secured.  I  have 
used  the  Perdew  call  for  possibly  15  years  and 
know  what  it  will  do. 

If  you  can  secure  a  stuffed  owl  stick  it  up 
on  a  pole  or  dead  tree  and  hide  close  by  with 
a  full  choke  12  bore  shotgun  loaded  with  duck 
loads,  and  you  will  get  the  crows.    Use  the 
long  drawn  out  'CAW'  'CAW'  etc.,  to  start 
them  in  your  direction  and  the  sharp  piercing 
'HAWK'  'HAWK'  cry  of  the  crow  when  they 
get  near.    They  will  swoop  and  then  you  get 
n  your  shooting.    For  rifle  shooting  over  a 
decoy,  let  them  settle  and  then  pick  them  off. 
But,  don't  let  them  tear  your  decoy  to  pieces. 
I  have  shot  dozens  of  them  with  a  call  without 
any  decoy.     I  prefer  the  shotgun  for  calling 
and  the  rifle  for  shooting  them  on  the  snow 
i  n  the  winter,  feeding,  loafing  in  woods  etc. 

I  remember  that  my  brother  once  called 
a  hunter  over  half  a  mile  to  kill  a  "crow"  that 
was  calling  and  when  he  found  that  he  had 
been  "sold"  he  enjoyed  the  joke  just  as  much 
as  we  did. 

Editor. 


Various  Questions. 

Editor,  Guns  &  Ammunition,  Dept. 

Does  one  injure  a  rifle  like  the  .303  Savage 
by  firing  the  .32  revolver  cartridge  in  it 
using  the  Marble  auxiliary  chamber.  I  wish 
to  do  considerable  shooting  and  which  do 
you  think  will  suit  me  better,,  a  .22  rim  fire 
or  something  larger  like  a  .32  center  fire  and 
for  me  to  reload  the  latter? 

What  is  your  opinion  of  the  Marble  Game 
Getter  and  do  you  like  the  Marble  flexible 
rear  sight  with  the  number  2  disc  and  the 
Lyman  number  4  front  for  a  hunting  rifle? 

Why  is  it  that  all  of  these  front  sights  are 
made  so  high?  I  have  a  King  triple  bead  and 
a  Lyman  hunting  front  and  with  either  of 
them  I  have  to  elevate  the  rear  sight  so  as  to 
hit  center  at  even  50  yards  and  they  are  both 
for  the  .303  Savage.  Which  do  you  consider 
the  better  for  failing  eyes,  the  white  or  the 
red  bead? 

J.  A.  H. 

Reply — You  should  have  no  trouble  with 


the  revolver  cartridges  in  the  Marble's  Aux 
iliary  chamber  if  you  only  use  a  few  and  the 
rifle  is  well  cleaned  each  time  but — they 
will  not  begin  to  compare  in  accuracy  with 
reduced  loads  in  the  .303  shell. 

You  do  not  say  what  you  will  use  the  rifle 
for  but  would  jud^e  that  the  .22  long  rifle 
repeaters  like  the  Remington  12C  target,  the 
model  1914  Savage  or  1897  Marlin,  would 
suit  you  very  much  better  than  what  you  have 
mentioned — providing  of  course  that  you  are 
not  going  to  shoot  big  game  with  them. 

I  do  not  know  why  so  many  front  sights 
are  so  high.  May  be  that  you  have  a  very 
low  shooting  rifle.  M(ay  also  be  that  your 
rear  sight  is  too  LOW.  I  would  consider 
an  ivory  or  "gold"  bead  as  being  the  better. 

Editor. 


Information  on  the  .25-35. 

Editor,  Guns  &  Ammunition,  Dept. 

Could  you  kindly  tell  me  the  effective 
range  of  the  .25-35  Winchester  repeating 
rifle  model  1894;  its  striking  force  at  200 
yards,  and  also  its  velocity?  What  is  the 
largest  game  that  it  can  kill  regularly? 

Vivian  Bartram, 

Toronto. 

Reply — Ballistics  are  as  follows:  Muzzle 
Velocity  1978  f.s.  at  200  yards  it  is  1420  f.s. 
Muzzle  Energy  1017  ft.  lbs.  At  200  yards, 
516  ft.  lbs. 

I  would  consider  that  its  effective  hunting 
range  was  200  yards  and  its  effective  target 
range  was  300.  It  will  do  good  work  at  longer 
ranges  under  favorable  circumstances  but 
will  not  compare  with  more  powerful  cartrid- 
ges at  the  longer  ranges. 

At  200  yards  the  cartridge  is  one  of  the 
most  accurate  in  existence. 

I  would  consider  that  the  gun  lacked 
power  for  anything  larger  than  deer.  Pene- 
tration is  about  12  inches  of  pine  with  a  soft 
point  bullet.  Penetration  in  pine  tells  prac- 
tically nothing  in  regard  to  game  shooting. 

Editor. 


A  Reply  to  a  Criticism. 

Editor,  Guns  &  Ammunition,  Dept. 

I  am  somewhat  surrpised  to  read  the 
criticism  of  the  brief  article  on  machine 
guns,  by  one  Capt.  F.  G.  Wheeler,  in  the 
March  number.  I  have  before  me  very 
complete  data  on  the  various  machine  guns 
and  inventors  thereof.  Even  if  I  did  write 
that  the  Gatling  was  used  by  England  in  the 
Egyptian  campaign  in  1882,  this  does  not  by 
any  means  assert  that  the  Gatling  had  not 
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regarding  any  particular  calibre. 

RIFLE  SMOKELESS  DIVISION 

E.  I.  du  Pont  de  Nemours  &  Company 

WILMINGTON,  DELAWARE. 


Let  your  trap  gun  purchase  be  a  PARKER.  Be  one 
of  the  thousands  of  satisfied  PARKER  Gun  users. 

PARKER  Guns  are  made  by  gun  experts.  The  purchaser  of 
a  PARKER  Gun  receives  in  good  substantial  gun  value,  the 
benefits  of  experience  in  gun  manufacturing  of  over  50  years. 


Once  you  have  used  the  PARKER,  you  will  never  be 
satisfied  with  anything  but  the  BEST. 

Eventually  you  will  shoot  the  PARKER.    Why  not  now  ? 

Send  for  catalogue  and  free  booklet  about  20  bore  guns. 


PARKER  BROS.,  Mgg£S"  Meriden,  Conn.,  U.S.A. 

New  York  Salesrooms,  25  Murray  St. 
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been  used  by  them  before  in  their  Eastern 
campaigns.  But,  it  is  a  fact,  that  the  first 
important  land  operations  in  which  machine 
guns  were  used  by  the  British  forces,  were 
those  of  the  Zulu  war  of  1879. 

A  small  number  of  Gatlings  were  used  by 
the  Army.  These  were  of  the  same  model 
as  had  been  used  by  the  Navy  for  a  short 
time  before.  Gatlings  were  used  in  the 
relief  expedition  of  Ekowe  and  in  the  fight  at 
Ulundi  in  Zululand.  But,  the  report  also 
states,  that  the  guns  did  not  prove  entirely 
satisfactory. 

As  to  the  Vickers  and  Maxim  machine 
guns: — I  have  good  complete  drawings  and 
descriptions  of  these  guns  of  the  latest  models. 
I  find  that  the  name  of  Vickers  is  generally 
applied  to  the  light  model  and  the  name 
Maxim  to  the  heavy  model  gun. 

As  far  as  I  can  see  from  the  drawings,  the 
principle  in  both  guns  remains  the  same, 
though  some  parts  of  the  mechanism  have 
been  altered  and  strengthened  for  the  use  of 
the  modern  high  velocity  ammunition. 

,  It  is  a  fact  that  since  1893  the  Maxim  gun 
has  undergone  some  changes  in  construction. 
The  weight  has  been  reduced  and  better 
material  used. 

Other  countries  that  have  changed  their 
Maxim  guns  are,  Italy,  Switzerland  and 
Germany.  But,  they  have  all  stuck  to  the 
Maxim  principle.  As  to  the  bore,  lands  and 
grooves;  they  must  be  made  to  conform  to 
the  use  of  the  new  high  power  ammunition 
with  its  steel  and  cupro  jacketed  bullets. 

As  to  the  nationality  of  Hiram  Maxim. 
Hiram  Stevens  Maxim  was  born  in  Sanger- 
sville,  Maine,  on  Feb.  5th.,  1840.  His  an- 
cestors came  to  the  English  Colonies  in  Amer- 
ica about  1650  and  settled  in  Plymouth  Co., 
Mass.  They  fought  in  the  Revolutionary 
war  on  the  side  of  the  colonists  against  Eng- 
land. Later  on  they  settled  in  Maine,  at 
Wayne,  Kennebec  County.  Still  later  on, 
his  father  moved  to  the  town  of  Sangersville, 
Maine,  a  frontier  settlement  in  the  big  woods. 
After  leaving  home  Mr.  Maxim  found  suitable 
employment  in  a  machine  shop  in  Fitchburg, 
Mass.,  and  he  later  worked  in  other  Eastern 
manufacturing  establishments. 

Mr.  Maxim  took  up  his  residence  in  England 
about  1880,  to  avoid  what  he  claimed  to  be 
unfair  treatment  accorded  to  him  and  his 
inventions  by  the  Government  of  the  United 
States. 

I  believe  that  this  will  explain  Hiram 
Maxim's  nationality. 

St.  Paul,  Minn.  U.S.A.  P.T.  Streit. 


Editor,  Guns  Sc.  Ammunition,  Dept. 
I  wish  to  purchase  a  .303  British.  Kindly 
let  me  know  the  length,  weight,  price  and 
number  of  shells  it  carries,  also  where  I 

can  purchase  one. 

H.  D.  Williams, 

British  Columbia. 

Reply— The  Winchester  Repeating  Anns 
Co.,  New  Haven,  Connecticut,  U.  S.  A.  will 
be  glad  to  advise  you  the  closest  market  for  the 
purchase  of  a  .303  British  Winchester.  It  is 
the  only  rifle  made  commercially  at  present 
for  this  cartridge. 

The  rifle  has  a  28  inch  round  barrel  and 
the  carbine  has  a  22  inch  round  barrel.  The 
magazine  holds  5  cartridges  in  this  calibre. 
It  is  a  box  magazine,  lever  action  sporting 
rifle.    It  is  very  reliable  in  action. 

The  Ross  Rifle  Co.,  used  to  make  a  .303 
British  straight  pull  bolt  action  rifle  thatVas 
well  thought  of  by  those  who  like  a  bolt 
action  rifle  but  I  believe  is  not  being  manu- 
factured at  present. 

Editor. 


Concerning  the  .38-72  Winchester. 

Editor,  Guns  &  Ammunition,  Dept. 
What  is  your  opinion  of  the  .38-72  model 
1895  Winchester  as  a  deer  rifle  and  how  does 
it  compare  with  the  rifles  of  the  .30-30  class 
for  deer  hunting  at  ranges  up  to  say  200  yards, 
and  is  it  a  better  rifle  than  the  .38-55  smoke- 
less?. Do  the  Marlin  and  Savage  people 
make  a  rifle  to  handle  the  .38-72  cartridge? 

J.  Doherty, 

Belleville,  Ont. 

Reply — In  reply  to  your  inquiry  the  .38-72 
Winchester  should  actually  be  a  better  killer 
on  deer  at  say  100  yards  than  the.  38-55  low 
power  or  High  Velocity  (so-called)  or  the 
.30-30,  as  the  bullet  would  strike  about  the 
same  blow  but  would  penetrate  more  evenly 
on  rear  end  shots  than  the  others,  due  to  the 
longer  heavier  bullet,  but  on  longer  shots.it 
would  be  outclassed  on  trajectory  and  also 
on  accuracy  by  the  other  two.  The  rifle  is 
heavier  and  meaner  to  carry  on  the  hunting 
trail  due  to  the  box  magazine  being  exactly 
where  one  wants  to  carry  the  rifle.  The 
model  1895  Winchester  is  the  only  repeating 
rifle  made  for  this  cartridge  and  that  is  now 
no  longer  made  for  it. 

For  deer  shooting,  cartridges  like  the  .303 
Savage,  .32  Special  Winchester  and  Marlin, 
.30  or  .32  Remington  rimless  and  the  .33 
model  1886  Winchester  are  much  preferable 
to  present  day  hunters  as  their  trajectories 
are  flatter,  the  rifles  that  use  them  are  nicer 
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In  waters  as  yet  but  little  unrippled  by  line  of  white  man 
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to  carry  and  use,  the  cartridges  weight  less 
etc.,  but  for  actually  putting  down  running 
deer  that  are  in  brushy  country,  and  most  of 
them  are,  I  am^sure  that  the  .38-72  and  .40-72 
type  of  rifles  would  be  more  certain  on  rear 
end  shots  at  short  range.  Many  use  the 
.35  and  .405  Winchesters  tor  just  exactly 
the  same  reason.  If  you  want  a  large  bore, 
and  a  model  1895,  try  one  of  the  latter  for 
making  a  sure  thing  out  of  a  gamble  like  deer 
shooting. 

Editor. 


Wants  a  Deer  Gun  for  a  Settled  Country. 

Editor,  Guns  &  Ammunition,  Dept. 

What  kind  of  a  gun  would  you  think  proper 
for  deer  in  a  settled  country? 

What  kind  of  buckshot  would  you  think 
best  for  a  12  gauge  shot  gun  used  for  deer? 
What  is  the  killing  range  of  buckshot  in  a  full 
choke  12  gauge  gun? 

William  Kruger, 

Rockingham. 

Reply — I  would  consider  rifles  like  the  .32 
Special  Winchester  or  Marlin,  a  .303  Savage, 
or  a  .30  or  .32  Remington  auto  as  being  the 
most  generally  satisfactory  for  your  purpose. 

Try  putting  a  wad  in  the  muzzle  of  your 
gun  and  trying  different  sized  buck  shot  until 
you  find  a  size  that  fits  evenly  in  layers  at  the 
smallest  portion  of  the  muzzle.  I  would  con- 
sider 40  yards  as  far  as  you  would  be  likely  to 
kill  deer  except  by  accident  when  using  buck- 
shot. Depends  altogether  where  you  hit  the 
deer,  what  kind  of  ground  you  are  on,  whether 
you  use  dogs  to  follow  it  or  not  after  it  is  hit, 
and  whether  you  have  snow  to  track  it  by. 

In  Pennsylvania  we  are  not  allowed  to 
kill  deer  with  buckshot  as  it  is  not  sports- 
manlike and  dangerous.  In  New  Jersey,  which 
is  the  next  state  and  has  deer  hunting  in  exact- 
ly the  same  kind  of  country  they  are  not  al- 
lowed to  use  rifles  for  the  same  reasons. 
Some  people  use  salt  or  silver  bullets  as  being 
more  certain  to  get  results  and  as  less  danger- 
ous to  everyone  concerned.  Also  less  trouble. 
I  was  with  two  men  on  a  grouse  hunt  once 
and  we  walked  within  15  feet  of  a  buck  in  the 
open  season  before  he  got  up  and  stood  and 
looked  at  us  and  we  had  SHOT  in  our  guns. 
He  got  away  before  we  could  change  to  solid 
ball.    Never  saw  a  prettier  buck  either. 

The  use  of  buckshot  in  deer  shooting  is 
certain  to  result  in  the  loss  of  many  crippled 
deer.  Personally  I  think  jt  is  nearly  as 
sportsmanlike  as  shooting  squirrels  with  a 
shotgun. 

Editor. 


Why  are  the  .38  Special  and  the  .44  Special 
Populai?. 

Editor,  Guns  &  Ammunition,  Dept. 

Why  is  it  that  all  of  the  expert  revolver 
shots  use  a  .38  cal.  or  larger  for  target  practice 
and  in  shooting  for  records?  I  ask  you  this 
question  because  I  have  never  received  a 
satisfactory  answer  from  anybody  and  I  have 
often  wondered  why  the  .32  calibre  is  not 
used  in  preference  to  the  .38  or  the  .45  calibres. 
I  mean,  of  course,  for  fine  target  work. 

From  ten  to  thirty  yards,  or  I  might  say  up 
to  50  yards  I  bdieve  that  it  should  hold  its 
own.  Of  course  I  realize  that  the  ordinary 
.32  calibre  revolver  is  too  light  to  do  good 
work  with,  but  there  are  three  models  that 
I  know  from  personal  experience  have  all  the 
weight  necessary.  Namely,  the  .32  calibre 
Smith  and  Wesson  heavy  frame  target  revol- 
ver model  1911,  the  Colt  Police  Positive  and 
the  .32  long  Colt  Bisley  model  single  action. 

Since  you  are  undoubtedly  familiar  with  all 
three  why  is  it  that  one  of  the  three  is  not 
used  for  target  work  instead  of  the  heavier 
calibres?  I  have  a  .32  calibre  Bisley  model 
with6  inch  barrel  and  it  will  shoot  straighter 
than  I  can  hold  and  I  am  ^  fairly  good  shot. 

Which  of  the  three  models  would  you 
choose?  I  have  always  thought  that  the 
.32  Smith  and  Wesson  model  -1911,  with  6 
inch  barrel  a  prettier  gun  than  my  Bisley 
model  but  I  am  used  to  the  Bisley  model 
and  for  several  reasons  feel  towards  it  the 
way  you  regard  the  Colt  .45. 

Hoping  for  an  answer  as  to  whether  the  .32 
is  as  accurate  as  the  .38,  I  am, 

Dr.  H.  V.  Hight, 

Sherbrooke,  Que. 

Reply — The  reason  that  practically  all 
of  the  target  cracks  use  the  .38  Smith  and 
Wesson  or  .44  Special  cartridges  is  because 
they  are  generally  regarded  as  the  two  most 
accurate  revolver  cartridges.  I  believe  that 
no  other  revolver  or  pistol  cartridge  has 
equalled  their  accuracy  except  our  old  stand- 
by, the  .22  long  rifle,  and  that  when  shot  in  a 
pistol. 

Many  men  use  the  larger  calibres  solely 
because  they  cut  a  larger  hole  in  the  target. 
At  20  yards  this  is  quite  an  item  on  line 
shots.  Capt.  T.  K.  Lee  uses  a  .44  Special 
for  this  reason  principally,  so  he  has  told  me, 
and  he  has  made  several  worlds  records  and 
several  scores  that  were  higher  than  existing 
worlds  records  but  were  not  allowed  due  to 
some  technicalities. 

Another  reason  is  that  a  very  large  number 
of  special  target  bullets  have  been  designed 
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4  months  lice  driving ! 


FOUR  whole  months  of  driving  at  no  expense  to  you 
for  repairs  or  tires.  Four  whole  months  in  which 
there  will  be  no  depreciation  in  your  car.  This  is  ex- 
actly what  will  happen  when  you  equip  your  Ford  Car  or 
Ford  One  Ton  Truck  with  Hassler  Shock  Absorbers.  They 
mean  a  saving  of  at  least  30% — in  all  of  these  costs — the 
equivalent  of  four  months  of  driving.  Hasslers  accom- 
plish these  things  so  easily  because  they  protect  the  vital 


parts  of  the  machine  from  road  shocks  and  vibrations.  It 
doesn't  seem  like  the  same  car — and  you'll  say  that  Hassler 


Sheck  Absorbers  far  more  than  pay  for  themselves  in  im 

proving  the  riding  qualities.  They  will  convert  your  Fordi  nto  an  easy- 
riding,  comfortable  car  for  any  purpose — more  satisfactory — more  eco- 
nomical— a  machine  that  will  last  two  or  three  years  I  onger.  _  You 
can  satisfy  yourself  regarding  the  value  of  Hasslers  without  risking 

a  penny. 


Sim 

TRADE  MARK  REGISTERED 

Shack  Absorber 


PATENTED 


The  Hassler  Guarantee: 
"Absolute  satisfaction  or  your  money  back 


For 
Ford 
OneTon 
Trucksjoo! 

10-DAY  TRIAL  OFFER 
Don't  ride  without  Hasslers  because  someone  tries 
to  discourage  you.  They  are  a  quality  products- 
worth  their  price.  The  Hassler  dealer  in  your  vicin- 
ity will  put  them  on  for  10-days'  trial.  Your  money 
refunded  i  f  you  say  so.  Write  for  name  of  dealer 
and  Trial  Blank. 

ROBERT  H.  HASSLER,  Ltd. 
212  Sherman  Ave..,  N. 
Hamilton,  Ontario,  CANADA 


Have  shown  the  greatest  improvements  of  any  collars  offered  to  the  trade  since  1879.  The  slit 
over  the  re-inforced  button-hole,  prevents  the  button  pressing  on  the  neck,  and  allows  freedom 
in  adjusting  tie.  The  Flexible  Tabs  prevent  breaking  at  the  front  fold.  Worn  by  sportsmen, 
automobile  owners,  merchants,  mechanics,  railway  employees,  and  in  fact,by  everybody.  Sold 
by  the  best  dealers  in  every  city.    MADE  IN  CANADA,  by 

THE  PARSONS  &  PARSONS  CANADIAN  CO.  •  -  -  -  HAMILTON,  CANADA 
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and  made  for  these  two  calibres.  These 
bullets  cut  full  size  holes  in  the  target.  This 
is  not  so  true  of  the  .32  calibre  cartridges  and 
having  cherries  made  to  order  for  newly 
designed  bullets  is  an  expensive  business  as 
you  will  find  if  you  ever  attempt  to  get  any 
new  designs  made  up. 

My  own  choice  would  be  the  .38  S.  and  W. 
Special  ctg. 

Editor. 


A  Few  Scores  Discussed. 

Editor,  Guns  <fc  Ammunition,  Dept. 

My  hobby  is  the  rifle.  I  do  love  a  good 
rifle.  The  first  occasion  I  ever  had  to  use 
one  was  when  I  was  about  17  years  of  age  and 
I  shall  never  forget  it. 

The  rifle  was  a  borrowed  .44-40  and  a 
good  one.  The  target  was  a  cow  that  I 
was  commissioned  to  dispose  of  and  which 
was  securely  tied  to  a  tree  at  the  edge  of  our 
swamp.  The  range  was  about  20  yards. 
Three  shots  were  fired  and  then,  owing  to 
prevailing  circumstances  the  range  was  speed- 
ily reduced  to  about  5  feet  and  one  shot  com- 
pleted the  job. 

Upon  examination  I  found  one  hit  and  two 
misses,  the  result  of  the  three  shots  at  20 
yards.  I  have  no  means  of  verifying  the 
above  so  you  will  have  to  take  my  word  (We 
will  friend,  without  a  doubt,  Ed.)  that  it  really 
happened. 

For  the  following,  some  years  later,  I'll 
refer  you  to  the  records  of  the  Ontario  Rifle 
Association.  On  August  20th,  1913,  at  the 
Long  Branch  Ranges,  Toronto,  in  the  Mac- 
Donald  Match,  in  which  the  target  at  500 
yards,  remains  exposed  for  one  and  one  quar  - 
ter minutes,  the  writer  scored  5-5-5-5-5-5-4 
for  seven  shots,  hand  loading. 

These  two  incidents  go  to  show  what 
practice  will  do.  I  am  a  farmer  and  I  really 
never  did  much  practicing,  not  having  the 
time  and  no  long  range  to  practice  on. 

I  firmly  believe  that  good  shots  are  made 
and  not  born.  I  learned  to  shoot  straight 
and  quick,  by  following  the  instruction  of  an 
old  hunter  and  trapper  and  were  I  capable  ol 
writing  it  properly,  it  would,  I  am  sure,  be 
of  much  benefit  to  many  sportsman  who  are 
not  satisfied  with  their  present  marksmanship. 

M.  Sherin, 

Omemee,  Ont. 

Reply — I  thoroughly  agree  with  you  that  a 
shooters'  ability  depends  almost  altogether 
upon  his  own  efforts,  providing  of  course  that 
he  has  no  physical  afflictions  that  make  it 
impossible.    I  have  proven  it  so  in  my  own 


experience  so  thoroughly  that  I  am  firmly  of 
the  belief  that  a  poor  shot  never  deserved 
anything  but  condemnation  for  his  own  lazi- 
ness. I  believe  that  shooting  ability,  if 
eyesight  and  nerve  control  are  not  hopelessly 
lacking,  to  be  merely  a  result  of  practice  and 
brains  applied  in  the  right  direction  in  the 
right  way. 

Editor. 

Wants  a  Rifle  for  the  Rockies. 

Editor,  Guns  and  Ammunition,  Dept. 
Will  you  please  tell  me  what  you  think  of 
the  .250-3000  Savage  rifle  to  carry  in  the  foot 
hills  of  the  rockies  in  Alberta  for  an  all  around 
rifle?.  I  have  a  .303  Ross  model  10  and  do 
riot  like  it  as  it  tears  coyotes  and  wild  cats 
too  much.  I  want  a  rifle  that  will  do  for 
anything  from  a  moose  to  a  coyote. 

B.  R.  W. 

Sask. 

Reply— The  .250-3000  Savage  would  be  a 
very  good  all  around  rifle  but  it  would  cer- 
tainly tear  coyotes  and  wild  cats  just  as  much 
or  more  than  the  .303  British  uniess  you  use 
the  spitzer  bullet  load  in  the  .303. 

I  would  consider  the  .250-3000  much  too 
light  in  the  bullet  for  giizzly  bear  but  any 
.25  calibre  rifle  would  be  too  light  for  me  for 
grizzlies.  I  would  think  that  the  .25-35 
Savage  or  Winchester  or  the  .25  Rimless 
Remington  would  suit  you  very  well,  but  it 
would  also  be  too  light  for  grizzlies.  Your 
best  bet  would  be  to  reload  your  .303  using 
Lightning  or  DuPont  number  21  powder,  for 
a  mid  range  load  in  the  .303,  and  then  that 
gun  would  do  for  all  of  your  shooting. 

Editor. 


Some  Questions  to  be  Answered. 

Editor,  Guns  8c  Ammunition,  Dept. 

I  have  been  a  reader  of  your  magazine  for 
many  years  and  during  that  time  I  have 
accumulated  a  bunch  of  questions  to  be  an- 
swered. 

I  have  a  .25-20  Winchester  repeating  rifle 
model  1892.  Can  you  suggest  a  good  sensible 
set  of  sights  for  same?  Where  can  I  obtain 
them? 

Do  you  consider  this  rifle  powerful  enough 
to  kill  deer? 

Would  it  pay  to  reload  my  own  shells  for 
this  rifle?  I  have  had  no  experience  along 
this  line  so  please  give  me  the  list  of  tools  and 
supplies  that  I  will  need  and  the  price  and 
where  I  can  obtain  them. 

I  am  thinking  of  buying  >a  repeating  shot- 
gun this  summer,  to  be  used  in  hunting  ducks, 
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Don't  Use  a  Landing  Net 


Clincher  Gaff 

is  quicker,  surer.more  con- 
venient. Fish  can't  wiggle 
out  or  slip  through.  Holds 
any  kind,  any  size-from  1 
to  20  pounds.  Only  hu- 
mane gaff  on  the  market. 
No  steel  trap  features — 

doesn't  rip,  tear  or  make  ugly 
holes.  Eighteen  inches 
long-  Made  of  steel  and 
heavily  nickeled  to  re- 
sist rust.  If  hot  at 
your  dealers,  order 
direct. 


Marble's  Compasses 


Marble's  Water- 
proof Match  Box 


Made  of  nickeled 
braes.  Size  of  a 
10  gauge  shell. 
Hold  s  good  supply 
of  matches  Guar- 
a  n  t  e  e  d  water- 
proof. Every 
fisherman,  hunter 
and  camper  needs 
S,  one. 

Price  55c. 


Brass  box  with 
agate  bearings. 
Guaranteed  ac- 
curate. Pocket 
compass  $1.10. 
Safety  Coat  Com- 
pass attaches  to 
coat  or  shirt — al- 
ways in  sight  and 
can't  get  lost. 
Price  $1.40 


Direct  by  Mail  if  Your  Dealer  Can't  SupplyJYou. 
Write  for  Complete  Catalog. 

MARBLE  ARMS  &  MFG.  CO. 

581|Delta  Ave.,  Gladstone,  Mich. 


JOE  WELSH 

m  LEADERS  » 


Cast 


Perfectly 
for 


ELSH 

CftSADEhA  C&LIFORhlA 
EXCLUSIVE  A6EP1T 
-US  CANADA- 


Every  Live 
Angler's  Joy 

Be  on  the  lookout  for 
Japanese  Imitations ! 

Joe  Welsh  Leaders  are 
Registered  in  U.  S.,  Can- 
ada, and  Great  Britain. 
Three-foot  sample  by  mail 
25c,  six-foot  for  50c,  nine- 
foot  lor  75c. 

The  Latest  Fishing 
Innovation! 

Joe  Welsh's 
Blue  Devil 
Darning  Needle 

It  Floats 
IsjTransparent 
It's  Waterproof 

Send  75c  for  a  "Blue 
Devil"  and  a  3-ft.  Leader. 
Two  sizes — One  for  Bass, 
one  for  Trout.  Better 
get  both. 

Add  10  per  cent  for 
War  Tax. 


of  Yesterday 


Is 

i 


IN  the  good  old|days  before 
the  War,  when  men  shot 
game  instead  of  enemies,  Am- 
erican sportsmen  swore  by  the 
B.S.A.  rifle. 

The  unique  B.S.A.  "Lever 
cocked"  air  rifle  and  the 
B.S.A.  .22  calibre  target  and 
sporting  rifles,  famed  for  their 
intense  accuracy,  were  par- 
ticularly favored  by  American 
rifle  connoisseurs. 

During  the  War  one  great  American 
munition  maker  used  B.S.A.  .22 
rifles  exclusively  in  testing  daily 
output. 

The  War  enhanced  the  already 
splendid  reputation  of  the  B.S.A. 
for  reliability,  accuracy  and  power 
(wLen  power  was  wanted).  Mil- 
lions of  B.S.A.  rifles  were  made  for 
Allied  land,  sea  and  air  forces. 

It  was  the  amazing  B.S.A.  ex- 
perimental work  and  machining 
skill  which  made  the  Lewis  machine 
gun  the  wonderful  weapon  it  turned 
out  to  be. 

The  B.S.A*  of  today  is  the  result 
of  all  the  years  endeavor  that  have 
gone  before,  and  first  fruits  of  gruel- 
ling tests  of  the  great  War.  See 
our  announcement  next  month. 

Write  for  further  information  and 
rifle  booklets  seni  Jree  upon  request. 

THE  BIRMINGHAM  SMALL 
ARMS  COMPANY,  LIMITED 

Dept.  12,  Birmingham,  England 
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partridges,  prairie  chickens,  squirrel  and 
rabbit.  What  gauge  and  make  would  you 
advise?  (I  am  15  years  old.) 

I  am  also  thinking  of  getting  a  .22  repeater 
for  small  game.  What  make  would  you 
advise  me  to  get? 

Jack  Kelly, 

Ponoka,  Alberta. 

Reply — Lyman  number  1A  and  5B.  Mar- 
ble peep  tang  and  gold  bead  front.  Lyman 
Gunsight  Corp.  Middlefield,  Conn.,  U.S.A. 
The  address  of  the  manufacturers  of  the 
Marble  line  of  sportsmen's  specialties  is  Glad- 
stone, Michigan. 

The  .25-20  will  kill  deer  if  you  can  hit  them 
right.  I  would  prefer  a  much  more  powerful 
rifle. 

It  would  certainly  pay  you  to  reload  your 
own  cartridges  if  you  do  much  shooting. 
Ideal  melting  pot,  dipper  and  stove  lid. 
Ideal  number  3  tool  with  double  adjustable 
chamber  for  bullet  number  25720.  Bullet 
mould  25720,  77  or  86  grains.  Bullet  re- 
sizing chamber.  Ideal  powder  measure  num- 
ber 5,  with  .25  calibre  drop  tube,  stick  bullet 
lubricant,  5  pounds  lead,  3^  pound  block  tin, 
can  powder  adapted  to  that  rifle,  500  primers, 
100  empty  cartridges.  A  good  hot  coal  fire, 
or  gas  fire,  a  willing  mind  and  the  ability 
to  stick  to  it  until  you  succeed.  Get  the  Ideal 
handbook  and  read  it  five  times  before  you 
begin.  Then  go  to  it,  and — keep  water  out 
of  the  melted  lead. 

Try  Weber  Arms  Co.,  Denver,  Colo.,  and 
Wm.  R.  Burkhard,  143  E.  4th,  St.  St.  Paul, 
Minnesota,  for  reloading  tools.  Ideal  people 
seem  to  be  not  making  them  just  now. 

Get  a  Winchester  or  Remington  12  gauge 
modified  choke  repeater  or  16  gauge  Win- 
chester full  choke. 

Remington  model  12  or  Savage  model  1914, 
chambered  for  long  rifle  cartridge.  Use 
nothing  el^e  in  that  rifle.  Get  peep  sights  on 
it. 

Editor. 


Wants  a  Reduced  Load. 

Editor,  Guns  &  Ammunition,  Dept. 

I  bought  a  .25  calibre  pump  action  model 
14,  Remington  repeater  and  I  find  it  is  nearly 
as  strong  as  my  .303  Savage.  Could  I  get  a 
less  powerful  bullet  and  where? 

What  is  the  velocity  and  energy  at  100 
yards? 


What  is  a  good  all  around  make  of  shot- 
gun for  ducks?    Give  make  and  gauge. 

J.  A.  Bertram, 

Peterboro,  Ont. 

Reply — You  can  reload  with  the  101  grain 
spitzer  bullet  and  a  ljight  load  of  DuPont 
number  80  or  Hercules  Sharpshooter  powder. 
Can  also  use  a  lighter  load  of  Lightning  or 
even  21.  "Vou  cannot  buy  a  less  powerful 
factory  loaded  shell  for  this  rifle. 

The  velocity  of  the  present  lpad  at  100 
yards  is  1812  f.s.  and  the  Energy  854  ft 
pounds,  when  using  the  117  grain  bullet. 

A  good  all  around  duck  gun  would  be  a  full 
choke,  12  gauge  Winchester  or  Remington 
repeater  or  airy  one  of  the  double  hammerless 
guns  made  with  full  choke  30  inch  barrels 
and  to  weigh  8  pounds. 

Editor. 


Getting  a  Krag  Carbine. 

Editor,  Guns  6c  Ammunition,  Dept. 

I  am  in  need  of  some  advice  as  I  need  a  rifle 
for  big  game. 

I  can  purchase  two  .30-40  Krag  carbines 
and  in  looking  up  the  ballistics  on  different 
rifles  I  think  the  smashing  power  of  this 
gun  is  about  right  but  I  know  nothing  of 
the  action  or  the  recoil.    Is  it  a  bolt  action? 

H.  E.  Tammerman, 

Weiland. 

Reply — The  Krag  carbine  will  make  you  an 
excellent  rifle.  It  has  a  bolt  action,  and  is 
the  fastest  bolt  action  I  have  used.  The  rifle, 
or  rather  carbine,  balances  very  well  for 
offhand  work.  Its  worst  objection  is  a  rather 
poor  pull„  in  many  cases.  The  recoil  of  the 
carbine  is  about  the  same  as  the  Springfield 
rifle  so  far  as  the  feeling  of  it  is  concerned. 
Foot  pounds  of  recoil  is  misleading,  and  can- 
not always  be  relied  upon.  Whether  a  gun 
has  a  mean  recoil  or  not  depends  mostly 
upon  the  fit  of  the  stick  and  how  you  hold  it. 

Editor. 


APPRECIATED  IN  ENGLAND 

Writing  to  a  contributor  in  Saskatchewan, 
an  English  admirer  of  Rod  and  Gun  states: 

"Thanks  for  Rod  and  Gun  received  a  few 
days  ago.  I  found  the  entire  magazine  of 
absorbing  interest.  In  fact  some  of  the 
articles  seemed  too  good  to  be  true,  to  one  who 
has  never  been  outside  the  confines  of  this 
small  island." 
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Pick  up  the  scent 


1 1  .  , , 

point 


at  this  box  of  Heinz  pure  foods  the  way 


Your  appetite  will 
dog  points  at  a  bird. 

It  is  the  biggest  thing  in  the  camp  at  supper  time — real  food,  with 
the  flavor  that  makes  a  keen  appetite  a  boon. 

Convenient,  compact,  ready.  You  get  the  appetite  and  let  Heinz 
do  the  rest. 

Heinz  57  Varieties 


HEINZ  BAKED  BEANS — Really  oven 
baked.    Fine  hot  or  cold.    Four  kinds. 

HEINZ  SPAGHETTI— With  tomato 
sauce  and  cheese.    Just  heat  and  serve. 

HEINZ  CREAM  SOUPS— Tomato, 
Celery  and  Pea.    Full  of  rich  cream. 


HEINZ  TOMATO  KETCHUP— Gives 
a  new  taste  to  all  kinds  of  camp  fare. 

HEINZ  PEANUT  BUTTER— Always 
fresh;  for  all  butter  uses. 

HEINZ  PICKLES— A  great  relish. 

HEINZ  PRESERVES— To  top  off  with. 

Send  for  list  of  the  57  Varieties. 


Sold  by  all  good  grocers. 

H.  J.  HEINZ  COMPANY,  Pittsburgh,  Pa. 


202 


ROD  AND  GUN  IN  CANADA 


Away  up  in  the  Highlands  [of  Ontario  is  the  Algonquin  Park.  Two  million  acres 
of  virgin  territory  containing  within  its  borders  over  fifteen  hundred  lakes.  This  is  the 
canoeist's  paradise  for  it  is  possible  to  paddle  for  fifty  miles  and  from  one  lake  to  the  other 
without  any  land  portage. 


Canada  is  starred  with  many  beautiful  lakes,  all  offering  ideal  holiday  grounds  for 
busy  city  folks.  Here  is  a  view  of  Cache  Lake,  Algonquin  Park,  on  which  is  situated  the 
Highland  Inn. 
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lunge  and  Bass 


Superlatively  fine  'lunge  and 
bass  fishing  can  be  had  at  a 
large  number  of  points  in  Ont- 
ario along  the  line  of  the  Cana- 
dian Pacific  Railway.  Season 
opens  June  16th.  Lake  trout, 
pickerel  and  pike  are  also  plen- 
tifully distributed. 

Point  au  Baril  and  other  premier 
fishing  grounds  in  the  Georgian 
Bay  district,  French  River  and  the 
Lake  Nipissing  waterways,  Trout 
Lake,  Lake  Penache,  the  Kawartha 
Lakes,  and  Trent  River  are  amongst 
the  attractive  localities  convenient- 
ly and  quickly  reached  by  the 
Canadian  Pacific. 

A.  O.  Seymour,  General  Tourist 
Agent,  C.  P.  R.,  Montreal,  will 
gladly  give  you  further  particulars. 


1918  Deer  Hunt  of  the  Granite  Hill,  N.B.,  "Boys" 


R.  T.  Morrison 


ALL  the  spare  moments  I  had  in  the  week 
previous  to  Nov.  17th,  were  taken  up 
by  such  things,  as  looking  over  my  rifle 
to  see  that  it  was  in  good  condition,  packing 
ammunition,  hunting  axe,  compass  and  other 
necessary  things  to  the  big  game  hunter  of 
New  Brunswick,  and  last  but  not  least  the 
reading  of  several  copies  of  .Roc?  and  Gun  to 
put  a  keen  edge  on  for  the  annual  hunting 
trip  of  the  Happy  Hooligans,  consisting  of  we 
four  brothers,  Chester,  Almon,  Harry  and 
Russell  Morrison  of  Granite  Hill  N.B.  and 
our  jolly  uncle  and  cook  Edward  Moise  of 
Lakeville,  Carelton  Co.,  N.B.  Bright  and 
early  on  the  morning  of  the  17th  found  the 
four  brothers  with  a  team  packed  with  our 
camping  outfit  and  necessary  amount  of 
provisions  ready  to  make  a  start  for  our 
hunting  grounds  on  the  Gokiok  and  without 
delay  we  proceeded  to  Allendale  Station,  a 
distance  of  fifteen  miles  where  we  were  to  be 
met  by  Uncle  Ed.  who  was  coming  on  the 
nine  o'clock  train,  but  as  we  were  delayed  an 
hour  or  more  on  the  way  on  an  eleventh  hour 
business  call  we  were  about  twenty  minutes 
too  late  to  be  there  when  the  train  came  in. 
As  we  rounded  a  turn  about  a  half  mile 
from  the  station  we  sighted  something  that 
looked  like  a  man  and  some  boys  playing 
football,  but  as  we  drew  nearer  we  found  it  to 
be  uncle,  who  was  trying  to  carry  three  large 
boxes,  a  telescope  valise  (that  was  packed  so 
full  that  the  top  and  bottom  parts  did  not 
meet  by  about  six  inches)  a  rifle,  and  a  few 
other  things  too  numerous  to  mention; 
apparently  he  was  not  calculating  to  carry 
this  very  far  alone  when  he  made  up  his 
outfit.  After  a  hearty  handshake  all  around 
we  turned  our  team  and  took  another  road, 
went  about  a  mile  and  stopped  for  about 
an  hour  and  fed  the  team,  also  made  some 
tea  and  had  dinner,  after  which  we  went  a 
couple  of  miles  farther  and  made  arrange- 
ments with  a  farmer  to  take  care  of  our 
horses  as  we  were  to  leave  the  settlement  at 
this  point  and  proceed  in  the  woods  for  an- 
other three  miles  and  as  we  had  no  hovels  for 
horses  they  would  have  to  be  left  at  the 
settlement. 

We  were  fortunate  in  securing  a  Mr. 
Adams  who  went  the  whole  way  to  our  camp- 
ing grounds  with  us  and  brought  out  the 
horses.    On  our  way  in  we  saw  plenty  of 


signs  of  both  moose  and  deer  also  two  bear 
tracks  which  helped  to  encourage  us. 
At  about  2.30  o'clock  we  arrived  at  our 
destination  and  as  we  were  to  use  a  tent  for 
our  camp  we  set  to  work  at  once  pitching  one 
which  was  10  x  14,  a  very  nice  size  indeed. 
While  the  rest  of  the  boys  were  at  work  get- 
ting the  necessary  poles  for  erecting,  Chester 
and  I  started  making  a  berth  across  the  end, 
raising  it  up  off  the  ground  about  18  inches  as 
there  was  about  4  inches  of  snow  and  a  great 
deal  of  dampness  in  the  ground. 

By  four  o'clock  we  had  everything  in 
readiness  including  supper  and  as  it  would 
be  quite  a  while  before  dark,  it  was  decided 
that  we  would  ail  go  out  to  the  burnt  land 
which  was  not  far  off  and  see  how  things  look- 
ed. After  getting  there  we  stationed  ourselves 
at  different  positions  along  a  swamp  armed 
as  follows:  Chester  with  a  .256  Newton, 
Almon  a  .250  Savage,  Harry  and  Ed.  each 
with  a  .30-30  Winchester  and  myself  a  .22 
high  power  Savage.  I  had  not  been  sitting 
long  before  I  heard  something  making  a  noise 
on  the  crust  a  short  distance  away  on  the  other 
side  of  a  little  knoll  from  ..where  I  was,  and 
after  working  my  way  around  as  quietly  as 
possible  I  soon  saw  a  large  doe  feeding  along 
the  edge  of  a  swamp  in  some  small  willow 
bushes.  Putting  the  rifle  quickly  to  my  shoul- 
der I  fired  fully  expecting  to  have  steak  for 
breakfast.  Oh  what  a  treat  and  so  soon  too, 
but  not  so,  she  made  for  the  swamp  on  the 
jump  followed  by  another  bullet.  She  was 
out  of  sight  for  a  moment  but  soon  appeared 
with  a  partner  just  as  large  going  at  about  a 
two  minute  clip.  I  fired  twice  more  at  them 
through  bushes  without  stopping  them.  I 
was  soon  joined  by  Harry  who  was  not  far 
off  and  had  come  to  see  if  I  had  run  out  of 
ammunition  or  anything.  I  soon  told  him 
what  had  happened  and  we  both  went  over 
to  where  I  had  fired  at  them  and  found  traces 
of  blood  showing  that  I  had  not  made  a  miss 
altogether.  They  went  a  short  distance  and 
parted.  We  each  took  a  track  which  we 
followed  for  sometime  but  as  the  bleeding 
had  stopped  and  dark  was  coming  on  we 
made  for  camp  where  I  had  to  take  such 
things  as,  "It  is  too  bad  somebody  hadn't 
been  there  to  shoot  those  does  etc."  But 
bed  time  soon  came  and  we  all  turned  in  after 
putting  some  wood  in  our  little  airtight  stove 
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FREE  TO  MEN 

Would  You  Like  To  Be  a  Strong,|Husky, 
Manly  Fellow  Once  More? 

New  Method  Without  Drugs 

The  attached  coupon  entitles  you  to  one  illustrated  copy  of  my 
pocket  compendium  and  guide  for  the  self-restoration  of  lost  strength. 
(See  description  below).  Upon  hearing  from  you,  this  valuable  little 
book  of  private  information  for  men  will  be  sent  by  return  mail  in 
plain,  sealed  envelope.    Please  call  or  write  to-day. 

There  is  a  new  and  marvellous  method  for  restoring  lost  manly 
strength,  for  renewing  vigor,  which  every  man  should  know  of,  a 
self-restorer  which  operates  without  the  use  of  drugs  or  medicines,  a 
new  way  to  treat  yourself  for  your  ills  and  weaknesses.  See  descrip- 
tion below. 

Please  remember  that  a  man  is  not  one  day  older  than  he  actually 
feels,  and  therefore  no  matter  what  your  age,  if  you  are  young  or 
elderly,  married  or  single,  large  or  small,  if  I  can  show  you,  reader,  how 
you,  yourself,  may  actually  add  to  your  system,  nerves  and  blood  the 
very  nerve  force  or  vigor  which  may  have  been  drained  away,  and 
which  is  necessary  to  make  you  strong,  vigorous 
and  capable  again,  then  I  have  shown  you  the 
real  secret  of  perpetual  strength,  and  how  you 
can  again  be  filled  with  vigor,  and  again  be  just 
as  powerful  in  your  influence  and  just  as  thor- 
oughly manly  in  your  capacity  as  the  biggest, 
fullest-blooded,  most  successful  fellow  of  your 
acquaintance. 

The  new  self-treatment  for  the  restoration  of 
manly  strength,  to  which  I  refer  above,  is  a 
little  light-weight  VITALIZING  Appliance  of 
my  invention,  which  is  now  meeting  with  a 
tremendous  demand,  and  being  used  by  men 
everywhere  all  over  the  world.  This  little 
VITALIZER,  weighing  only  several  ounces,  is 
comfortably  buckled  on  the  body  and  worn  all 
night.  It  is  so  small  and  so  compact  that  even  a  room-mate  would  not  suspect  that  you  were  wearing  it.  If, 
however,  this  VITALIZER  is  small  in  size,  it  is  not  small  in  power,  for  it  generates  a  great  tangible  FORCE,  which 
can  be  measured  on  scientific  instruments  a  POWER  which  I  call  VIGOR  or  NERVE  ENERGY,  and  it  sends  this 
marvellous  FORCE  into  your  blood,  organs  and  nerves  while  you  sleep.  All  you  have  to  do  is  to  lead  a  decent, 
manly  man's  life,  free  from  excesses  and  dissipation,  then  use  the  VITALIZER,  nothing  more.  If  this  is  followed 
out  and  the  VITALIZER  does  for  you  what  these  others  say  it  does  for  them,  then  all  the  pain  or  weakness  will 
disappear  from  the  small  of  your  back — possibly  from  the  first  night's  use — and  you  will  be  restored  to  a  strong, 
vigorous,  manly,  capable  man,  without  a  single  ache,  pain  or  weakness.  Please  remember,  I  am  not  asking  you  to 
buy  one  of  these  VITALIZERS,  but  merely  request  you  to  first  send  for  the  free  book  described  below,  a  section 
of  which  is  devoted  to  an  explanation  of  this  VITALIZER,  and  gives  you  its  whole  wonderful  story,  so  that  you 
may  know  what  intelligent  young  and  elderly  men  everywhere  are  saying  about  it. 

This  Is  the  Book  You  Get  Free 

My  86-page  illustrated  booklet  (pocket  size)  was  compiled  by  me  to  answer  fully  and  correctly  those  questions 
which  are  asked  privately  by  any  man  needing  new  strength  and  who  seeks  personal  advice  pertaining  to  the  ail- 
ments and  weaknesses  he  wishes  to  overcome.  The  book,  fully  illustrated,  with  photo  reproduction,  contains  much 
that  a  single  or  married  man  should  know.  It  also  fully  describes  my  VITALIZER  and  tells  how  you  may  secure 
one  to  use  in  your  own  case,  should  you  decide  you  want  to  use  one.  Remember,  the  book  is  sent  absolutely  free 
in  plain  sealed  envelope.    Why  not  write  for  a  copy  to-day?    Satisfaction  guaranteed  in  every  case. 


COURAGE  NEVER  FORSAKES  THE  MANLY  MAN 


J 


R.  G.  SANDEN  CO.,  140|  Yonge  St.,  Toronto  Ont., 

Dear  Sirs — Please  forward  mefyour  Book,  as  advertised,  free, 
sealed. 


Name   | 

j 

Address   | 

i 
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and  getting  some  wood  ready  for  morning. 
It  was  not  long  before  all  were  asleep  enjoying 
the  nice  bed  we  had  made  of  fir  boughs 
blankets  etc. 

About  an  hour  before  daylight  everybody 
was  astir  helping  with  the  breakfast — as  we 
wanted  to  get  an  early  start  in  the  morning. 
I  might  say  before  going  farther  that  our 
hunting  grounds  consisted  mostly  of  burnt 
land  with  every  little  way  a  hard  wood  hill 
that  had  missed  the  fire,  with  here  and  there 
a  small  swamp.  About  gray  daylight  we  all 
started  out  in  the  burnt  land,  Ed.  and  I 
together  on  the  right  and  the  rest  going  off  to 
the  left.  We  did  not  go  far  before  we  came 
to  the  conclusion  that  we  had  better  separate 
as  the  country  was  open  and  we  were  making 
too  much  noise.  We  had  not  dene  so  more 
than  fifteen  minutes  than  off  to  my  left  I 
heard  four  shots  winding  up  with  a  good 
big  whoop.  What  that  whooping  meant  I 
did  not  know,  as  I  thought  sure  it  was  Chester 
and  I  knew  he  would  not  whoop  unless  he  had 
shot  a  bear,  as  that  was  his  greatest  ambition. 
However  I  thought  I  wouldn't  be  of  any  help 
as  there  must  be  plenty  over  in  that  direction 
and  I  made  my  way  on  between  two  burnt 
knolls.  Just  as  the  sun  was  making  its  appear- 
ance I  caught  sight  of  a  big  cow  moose  coming 
up  out  of  a  swamp  looking  back  as  though  some- 
thing had  startled  her.  She  soon  was  out  of 
sight  leaving  me  looking  in  hopes  a  bull  would 
follow  suit  but  in  that  I  was  disappointed 
and  again  made  my  way  on  for  a  short  dis- 
tance and  stopped  and  looked  around  for 
awhile.  I  saw  something  resembling  a  stump 
and  was  only  convinced  that  it  wasn't  when 
1  saw  a  tail  wiggling. 

I  fired  twice  at  him,  a  distance  of  about 
200  yards  before  he  bid  me  good-bye  and  went 
the  other  way.  I  went  over  as  quickly  as 
possible  to  where  he  had  stood  but  could  not 
see  him  for  a  moment  or  so,  when  I  heard 
something  walking  down  in  a  little  run  of 
alders  and  on  looking  closely  I  made  out  my 
deer  walking  out  the  other  side.  I  fired 
twice  more  before  he  fell  and  when  I  got  to 
him  he  was  in  a  bunch  of  bushes  laying  down 
but  otherwise  looking  very  life-like.  As  I 
did  not  want  to  spoil  his  head  for  mounting 
I  fired  once  more  in  his  shoulder  without 
any  effect.  Bang!  Bang!  Bang!  three  more 
in  the  same  place  and  he  is  still  looking  at  me. 
Right  then  and  there  I  cussed  that  gun  from 
the  word  go,  as  by  this  time  I  had  found  out  it 
did  not  have  the  power  for  this  kind  of  game. 
However  after  another  shot  in  the  butt  of 
the  ear  he  was  mine  after  a  long  fought  battle. 


I  made  for  camp,  mad  at  myself  for  coming  in 
the  woods  with  a  gun  like  that.  On  the  way 
I  heard  a  deer  call  and  on  looking  around  I 
saw  a  yearling  doe,  which  I  will  not  say 
anymore  about,  but  leave  her  wherever  she 
may  be  in  the  woods,  or  in  a  frying  pan. 

When  I  got  to  camp  I  had  some  dinner  and 
waited  for  the  rest  to  arrive.  I  had  not  long 
to  wait  before  Almon  came  and  said  that  he 
had  seen  the  biggest  buck  that  ever  stood  on 
four  legs  and  was  coming  right  along  his  way 
when  I  started  the  bombardment  and  turned 
him.  I  expect  it  is  a  good  thing  for  me  that 
I  did  not  know  his  thoughts  at  this  time. 
We  were  still  talking  over  this  when  along 
comes  Ed.  and  Chester  and  anyone  would 
not  have  to  ask '  'Did  you  get  anything?"  if  they 
had  seen  Uncle  for  there  was  a  very  broad 
smile  on  what  he  calls  his  face.  We  were 
not  kept  very  long  in  suspense  however  before 
we  had  his  story.  As  a  kind  of  introduction 
to  this  man  I  might  say  that  he  is  an  extra 
good  shot  at  a  target  but  on  previous 
occasions  when  he  sighted  game  he  developed 
a  very  bad  case  of  buck  fever.  Therefore  we 
always  jollied  him  about  his  shooting  qualities 
etc.,  which  he  always  took  in  good  part  and 
would  most  always  have  a  come-back.  He 
said,  "Shortly  after  I  left  you  Russell,  I  was 
stopped  eyeing  things  pretty  close,  when  out 
stepped  what  I  just  took  to  be  a  moose  about 
75  yards  away  but  I  soon  saw  that  it  was  an 
enormous  buck  deer.  I  began  firing  at  him 
and  between  shots  found  myself  saying, 
'mind  your  sights  Edward  my  boy,  mind 
your  sights  for  you  must  get  that  deer,'  and 
on  the  fourth  shot  down  he  went." 

That  was  the  whooping  I  had  heard  and  he 
had  a  perfect  right  to  do  so  for  he  had  shot  a 
deer  dressing  over  200  lbs.  with  a  set  of  ant- 
lers that  would  make  one  sit  up  and  take 
notice.  After  we  all  congratulated  him 
he  said  "Well  boys  as  this  is  the  first  time  I 
have  ever  got  anything  since  hunting  with 
you  fellows  I  suppose  its  up  to  me  to  treat." 
So  in  the  tent  he  went  leaving  the  rest  of  us 
kind  of  clearing  our  throats  etc.,  but  instead 
of  carrying  anything  resembling  a  bottle  he 
holds  out  a  package  of  fancy  seeded  raisins. 
Imagine  the  laugh  we  had  over  that.  How- 
ever he  said  "I'm  not  the  only  pebble  on  the 
beach  for  here  is.a  man,"  turning  to  Chester, 
"who  can  speak  for  himself  all  right."  So 
we  listened  to  him  tell  a  story  of  killing  a 
160  lb.  buck  and  seeing  two  or  three  others. 

"Well  boys  you're  all  here  are  you?"  This 
from  Harry  who  came  strolling  in  and  of 
course  all  the  stories  had  to  be  told  aaign 
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Vacation  in  the  Pine  Scented 
Lakelands  of  Canada 

In  the  "Highlands  of  Ontario,"  that 
wonderful  region  of  scenic  beauty, 
you  can  Fish,  Swim,  Golf,  Canoe, 
Camp,  Hunt — spend  a  vacation 
you  will  never  regret  or  forget. 
Mirror-like  lakes  set  in  the  gran- 
deur of  forests  of  pine  and  balsam. 
The  purest  of  air,  1,000  to  2,000 
feet  above  the  sea,  and  hay  fever 
is  unknown. 

Famous  Playgrounds  for 
Outdoor  Men  and  Women 

"AlgonquinPark"— "30,000 Islands 
of  Georgian  Bay"  —  "Kawartha 
Lakes''— "Muskoka  Lakes"— 
'Timagami"  and  the  "Lake  of 
Bays."  Modern  hotels  —  or 
"rough"  it  if  you  prefer.  Any 
Grand  Trunk  Agent  will  gladly 
plan  your  trip  for  you. 

Illustrated  descriptive  literature 
sent  free  on  request.    Apply  to 


J.  QUINLAN, 
Bonaventure  Station, 
MONTREAL.  QUE. 


C.  E.  HORNING, 
Union  Station, 
TORONTO,  ONT. 


L 


No  Trouble  to  Prepare 

Reindeer  Coffee 

or 

Reindeer  Cocoa 

Just  Add  Boiling  Water 

Handy  for  home  use,  at  picnics, 
hunting,  fishing  or  camping,. 

BORDEN  MILK  CO. 

MONTREAL 


Contain 
both 
Milk 
and 
Sugar 


TELLS  HOW  FAR  YOU  WALK 

THE  AMERICAN  PEDOMETER 

Regulates  to  Step  and  Resrictcre  Exact  Dis- 
tances ;  Simple.  Accurate,  Durable. 

Indispensable  to  every  lov- 
er of  outdoor  sport  and  es- 
pecially to  those  who  love 
WALKING.  Instructive  be- 
cause of  value  in  determining 
distances;   a   necessary  ad- 
junct to  compass  and  as  use- 
ful to  SPORTSMEN.  It  fur- 
nishes the  true  solution  of 
many  a  disputed  question  of 
how  far  it  is  to  or  from  vari- 
ious  points.  Best  of 
all  it  is  a  wonder- 
ful health  promoter 
because  its  interest- 
ing notations  afford 
real    incentive  for 
WALKING.  Whe- 
ther you  walk  for 
health,  business  or 
pleasure— anywhere, 
everywhere.  the 
AMERICAN  Pedo- 
meter tells  the  whole 
story  of  just  how 
far  you  have  trav- 
elled. 

FULLY 
GUARANTEED 
One  Hundred  Mile 
Pedometer.  $1.75 
Sold  by  all  Dealers  or  Direct 

AMERICAN  PEDOMETER  COMPANY 

902  Chapel  St.,  New  Haven,  Conn. 

E.  &  A.  GUNTHER  CO.      -      Toronto,  Canada 
Agents  for  the  Dominion  of  Canada 
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one  at  a  time  and  all  together  not  even  think- 
ing to  ask  him  if  he  had  shot  anything  but 
when  he  shoved  his  hat  back  another  notch 
and  spit  twice  we  knew  for  sure  we  could 
take  time  to  listen  ail  right.  ''Well  sir"  he 
said  "I  sure  had  some  sport  this  morning — 
didn't  go  over  half  a  mile  when  I  saw  a  big 
buck  running  to  beat  the  deuce.  I  fired  at 
him  though  and  down  he  went,  a  dandy  big 
fellow  with  a  bullet  through  his  heart  so  I 
did  the  necessary  surgical  work  and  went 
on  a  little  farther  and  saw  another  one  run- 
ning up  the  side  of  a  hill  through  some  bushes. 
I  fired  twice  at  him  but  didn't  make  a  hit  so 
I  made  up  my  mind  I  would  wander  back 
to  camp,  and  got  about  a  quarter  of  a  mile 
when  I  came  onto  three  cow  moose  quietly 
feeding  away  on  some  willow  bushes.  I 
stood  looking  at  them  for  quite  awhile  when 
out  strolls  a  bull  to  be  made  acquainted  with 
a  bullet  from  "kill  deer"  (his  rifle)  and  the 
best  of  it  is  he  fell  in  exactly  the  same  spot 
as  the  one  I  shot  last  year  so  there  will  be  no 
extra  swamping  to  do.  This  completed  the 
day's  sport  and  if  I  were  to  give  in  detail  the 


next  two  days'  hunt  I  would  be  taking  up  too 
much  space  in  this  valuable  magzaine  so 
will  just  say  that  the  next  day  sees  Almon  with 
a  deer  to  his  credit  and  myself  with  a  nice 
200  lb.  buck  with  8  points,  and  the  third 
day  as  follows  Ed.  with  a  good  big  moose,  an- 
other deer;  Chester,  a  buck  dressing  over 
175  lbs.;  Almon  a  big  doe;  Harry  also  secured 
another  buck  which  he  dragged  about  a  mile 
over  a  very  rough  country  which  was  no  easy 
task  as  it  weighed  160  lbs.  The  fifth  day  we 
all  turned  to  except  Harry  who  went  for  the 
horses  and  swamped  our  game  out  so  that  we 
could  get  at  it  with  our  wooden  sled  that  we 
had  made.  That  night  Harry  took  out  one 
load  of  game  to  the  settlement  and  stayed 
all  night  out  there  but  appeared  early  in  the 
morning  for  the  last  load  and  after  packing 
everything  all  on  we  bid  the  dear  old  spot 
good  bye  hoping  that  we  all  might  be  spared 
to  return  another  year. 

In  due  time  we  arrived  safely  home  and  on 
taking  stock  we  found  we  had  two  moose 
and  ten  deer,  eight  of  which  were  bucks. 


This  is  a  panoramic  view  of  the  wonderful  Tonquin  Valley  in  Jasper  National  Park, 
Alberta.  The  man  who  took  this  picture  has  unequalled  knowledge  of  the  scenery  of  the 
Canadian  Rockies  and  he  states  that  the  Tonquin  Valley  is  the  scenic  marvel  of  all  that 
wonderful  territory.  Although  ndt  seen  in  the  picture  this  valley  includes  among  its  peaks 
Mount  Edith  Cavell,  the  great  mountain  named  after  England's  martyr  nurse. 
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CLARK'S 
PREPARED  FOODS 

Please  remember  Mr.  Canadian  Sportsman  that  Clark's 
can  give  you  the  finest  selection  of  Canned  Foods  for 
Camp  use  and  that  they  are 
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MADE  IN  CANADA 


Corned  Beef,  Roast  Beef,  Roast  Mutton,  Loaf  Meats, 
Cooked  Tripe,  Beefsteak  and  Onions,  Stewed  Kidney, 
Ox  and  Lunch  Tongues,  Potted  Meats,  Concentrated 
Soups,'  Pork  and  Beans,  Peanut  Butter,  Tomato  Ketchup,  Spaghetti 
with  Tomato  Sauce  and  Cheese,  Canadian  Boiled  Dinner,  etc.,  etc. 

PERFECTLY  COOKED  AND  READY  TO  SERVE 
YOUR  GROCER  HAS  THEM  INSIST  ON  CLARK'S 

W.  CLARK,  LIMITED,  MONTREAL 


Hardy's  The  Great  British  Specialists 

In  "Palakona"  Regd.  Split  Bamboo  Fishing  Rods 


Manufacturers  to 

HIS  MAJESTY 
KING  GEORGE  V. 


THE  GREAT 
ENGLISH  FIELD 
says,  "  We  must 
never  forget  that  it 
is  to  HARDY 
Bros,  of  Alnwick  we 
owe  the  supremacy 
we  have  achieved  as 
Rod  makers. 


THE  *'DE  LUXE"  ROD,  made  of  Steel-hard  "PALAKONA"  is  Hardy's  latest 
design  in  single-handed  rods  for  wet  or  dry  fly  fishing. 

IT  is  the  product  of  the  largest,  and  best  equipped  factory,  supervised  by  the 
champion  Professional  Fly  Casters  and  Anglers  in  Europe,  "Hardy's."  Don't 
forget  that  as  wages  in  Great  Britain  are  75%  less  than  in  America  we  can 
give  greater  value  in  high  class  hand  work.  All  our  rods  are  hand  made  by  ex- 
perts whose  lives  have  been  spent  at  this  work,  for  which  50  GOLD  MEDALS 
have  been  awarded.  Length  9-ft.,  weight  h\i  ozs.;  9-ft.  6-ins.,  weight  $%  ozs.; 
10-ft.,  weight  6  ozs.    All  fitted  with  Hardy's  patent  screw  grip  reel  fittings. 

DRY  FLIES— As  made  by  us  for  the  late  F.  M.  Halford 
Esq.,  for  whom  we  also  made  rods,  etc. 

GUT  CASTS — The  Anglo-American  tapered  mist  color 
No.  1  medium,  No.  2  fine,  as  made  for  Mr.  Halford. 

Stout  to  4X  Ditto,  Ditto  to  3X,  Stout  Lake  to  fine,  Ditto- 
to  medium,  Ex-stout  to  MEDIUM,  Ex-stout  to  stout,  6  ft. 

We  will  be  pleased  to  quote  prices  on  receipt  of  inquiry. 

Hardy  Bros., Manufactory  Alnwick,  England 


AttractingfWild  Fowl 

Address  Delivered  by  Mr.  Jack  Miner  at  the  Commission  of  Conservation  Meeting  held 

on  February  18th,  at  Ottawa 


Mr.  Chairman,  Ladies  and  Gentlemen,  I 
assure  you  it  is  a  privilege  for  me  to  meet 
with  so  many  bird  lovers.  We  love  out-of- 
door  creatures,  or  we  would  not  be  here  this 
morning. 

Now,  you  will  have  to  pardon  my  lack  of 
education.  I  am  one  of  those  who  was  born 
bare-footed  and  educated  out-of-doors.  How- 
ever, I  was  father's  favourite.  Perhaps  it  is 
not  just  the  proper  thing  for  fathers  to  show 
partiality,  but  mine  did.  He  always  called 
me  in  the  morning  to  build  the  fires;  possibly 
in  that  way  I  got  out  a  little  earlier  than  the 
rest  to  hear  the  birds  singing. 

Outside  of  unavoidable  sadness,  my  life 
has  been  one  continuous  round  of  enjoyment; 
the  failures  and  disappointments  and  the 
dark  storm  clouds  have  been  wiped  out  of 
existence  by  success,  by  out-of-door  life — a 
light  which  has  brightened  my  path  right  up  to 
the  present  and  given  a  faint  glimpse  of  the 
beyond.  I  have  heard  people  say  that  they  read 
that  there  was  never  a  tribe  of  heathen  discover- 
ed on  earth  who  did  not  worship  some  kind  of 
god.  No  intelligent  man  can  live  out-of-doors 
without  being  compelled  to  believe  that 
there  is  an  over-ruling  power. 

God  created  the  fowls  of  the  air,  and  so  on, 
before  he  created  man,  according  to  Genesis, 
1st  chapter  and  21st  verse.  Then  in  the  26th 
verse  we  find  these  words:  "And  God  said, 
'Let  us  make  man  in  our  own  image,  and  after 
our  likeness,  and  let  him  have  dominion  over 
the  fish  of  the  sea,  and  over  the  fowl  of  the 
air,  and  over  the  cattle,  and  over  all  the  earth, 


and  over  every  creeping  thing  that  creepeth 
upon  the  earth'."  Does  that  mean  that  we 
are  to  have  dominion  over  these  big  flocks  of 
wild  geese,  so  far  away  that  you  have  to 
look  twice  to  see  them?  You  know  how  high 
they  sometimes  are;  you  can  just  hear  them. 
That  is  what  it  says,  gentlemen.  Then  we 
read  further  in  Deuteronomy,  chapter  22, 
6th  and  7th  verses:  "If  a  bird's  nest  chance 
to  be  before  thee  in  the  way  in  any  tree,  or  on 
.the  ground,  whether  they  be  young  ones, 
or  eggs,  and  the  dam  sitting  upon  the  young, 
or  upon  the  eggs,  thou  shalt  not  take  the 
dam  with  the  young;  but  thou  shalt  in  any 
wise  let  the  dam  go,  and  take  the  young  to 
thee;  that  it  may  be  well  with  thee,  and  that 
thou  mayest  prolong  thy  days."  But,  if  a 
duck  lit  in  one  of  the  rivers  here,  all  of  us 
educated  people  would  rush  down — there 
would  be  ten  guns  out  there  to  shoot  it. 
Reading  in  the  book  of  Job,  we  find  these 
words : 

"No  doubt  but  ye  are  the  people,  and 
wisdom  shall  die  with  you.  But  I  have 
understanding  as  well  as  you;  I  am  not 
inferior  to  you:  Yea,  who  knoweth  not 
such  things  as  these? 

"But  ask  now  the  beasts,  and  they  shall 
teach  thee;  and  the  fowls  of  the  air,  and 
they  shall  teach  thee." 
When  the  first  barn  swallows  came  to  our 
tile  shed,  on  our  little  farm  at  Kingsville, 
Ont.,  they  nested  300  feet  away — as  far  away 
as  they  could  get  from  where  we  were  working. 
We  protected  the  swallows  from  their  deadly 


ROD  AND  GUN  IN  CANADA 


211 


The  three  words  that 
tell  the  whole  ^lory  of 
a  perfedl  cup  of  coffee, 
from  plantation  to 
breakfast  table  — 

"Seal  Brand"  Coffee. 

In  %,  1  and  2  pound  tins.  Whole — ground — pulverized — also 
fine  ground  for  Percolators.  Never  sold  in  bulk.  187 

CHASE  &  SANBORN,  MONTREAL. 


|  The  Schultze  Gunpowder  Company  Ltd. 

I  SOLE  MANUFACTURERS  OF 

SCHULTZE  &  LIGHTNING 

GUNPOWDERS 

I  The  Company  desire  to  inform  the 
I  Sporting  Public  that  the  constitution 
'  of  the  Company  is  entirely  British. 

The  Shareholders  are  ALL  BRITISH 
The  Directors  are  ALL  BRITISH 
The  Employees  are  ALL  BRITISH 

The  SCHULTZE  Powders  were  the 
first  SMOKELESS  SPORTING 
POWDERS  made  in  England,  and 
have  been  manufactured  since 
1869  at  the  Company's  Works  in 
Hampshire.  Sportsmen  may  there- 
fore continue  to  use  the  SCHULTZE 
GUNPOWDER  COMPANY'S 
products  with  the  knowledge  that 
by  so  doing  they  are  supporting 
a  purely  British  Industry. 

WORKS-Eyeworth  and  Redbridge,  Hants,  England 
HEAD  OFFICES  :40,  New  Broad  St..  London,  E.C. 
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Quick  Relief 

From  the  many 
minor  accidents 
and  bruises  you 
receive  on  your 
vacation  is  afford- 
ed by 

Minard's 
Liniment 
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Jack  Miner:  An  OldlHonker  in  the  Back  Ground 


enemy,  the  sparrow  that  man  brought  to 
Canada — the  English  Sparrow — not  the  one 
that  God  put  here,  don't  forget  that.  They 
destroyed  the  first  brood,  but  we  protected  the 
swallows,  and  consequently  the  sparrows 
didn't  destroy  any  more.  Remember,  the 
shed  had  stood  there  for  ten  years,  equally  as 
inviting.  The  second  year  there  were  two 
nests;  the  fifth  year  there  are  twenty  nests 
in  the  tile  shed,  and,  instead  of  being  as  far 
from  us  as  they  can  possibly  get,  fifteen  out 
of  the  twenty  nests  are  within  twenty  feet 
from  where  we  are  working.  They  have  come 
to  us  for  protection,  you  have  to  believe  that. 
They  destroy  large  numbers  of  house  flies. 
The  ladies  say — ■  of  course,  the 'ladies  never 
telijwhat  is  not  true — that  there  is  not  more 
than  one  house  fly  now  where  there  were  five 
previous  to  the  coming  of  these  barn  swallows, 
purple  martins  and  so  on.  Scientists  tell 
us  that  the  typhoid  fly  will  carry  that  deathly 
disease,  and  if  we  preserve  the  swallow  which 
destroys  these  flies,  surely  it  will  be  well  with 
us  and  we  will  prolong  our  days.  We  pro- 
tected one  nest:  now  one  hundred  swallows 
are  raised  in  that  shed  every  year. 

Now,  what  good  is  the  robin?  Everybody 
knows  the  robin.  A  boy  came  along  the  road 
with  a  .22  rifle,  saw  a  robin  sitting  on  the 


fence,  and  killed  it.  I  went 
over  and  picked  the  robin  up. 
Two  cutworms  were  squirming 
on  the  ground  ;*the  robin  had 
had  them  in  his  beak.  I  held 
the  bird  up,  and  two  more 
fell  out  of  his  mouth.  Remem- 
ber, one  cut  worm  will  cut 
down  five  tomato  plants  in  a 
night.  This  fellow  does  his 
work  and  then  hides  under 
the  soil;  Mr.  Robin  comes 
hopping  along,  picks  in  there 
and  pulls  him  out— and  turns 
him  into  a  robin.  If  anyone 
tells  you  that  a  robin  will 
destroy  one  hundred  cut- 
worms in  a  day,  take  it  from 
me  that  it  is  true.  The  morning 
after  this  boy  promised  me  that 
he  wouldn't  shoot  another 
robin,  at  the  fir  tree  by  our 
house  were  two  little  robins 
dead  under  the  nest  and  two 
in  the  nest  just  alive.  We  took 
them  into  the  house — it  is 
wonderful  what  an  effect  a 
little  bird  can  have  on  our 
family.  One  bird  will  stop  a  whole  plantation; 
I  have  known  a  wild  duck  to  stop  the  whole 
brickyard.  However,  we  took  these  two 
robins  in,  warmed  them  up,  and  made  some 
custard  for  them — one  egg,  half  a  cup  of  milk, 
no  sugar.  They  couldn't  open  their  mouths, 
they  were  so  nearly  gone.  We  took  one  of 
them,  pried  his  beak  open  and  dropped  in 
some  custard,  and  the  first  thing  we  knew  he 
came  to,  and  in  a  minute  or  so  began  to 
squeak  for  more  custard.  The  other  little 
fellow  was  supposed  to  be  dead,  but  he,  too, 
soon  began  to  look  around,  and  these  two 
robins  became  the  sweetest  birds  we  ever 
had  on  the  premises. 

You  know  how  a  door  will  slam  once  in  a 
while  in  the  house.  Well,  there  was  a  good 
slam  one  morning,  when  someone  had  left 
the  screen  door  open  and  Jasper's  pet  robin — 
Jasper  is  our  son — had  come  in  and  was  resting 
in  what  we  call  the  cold  storage— a  room  in  the 
front  of  the  house  which  is  sometimes  called 
the  parlor.  Here  was  the  robin  on  Jasper's 
mother's  picture,  and  the  broom  was  going 
smartly  aft,er  him.  Jasper  came  with  a  tin, 
the  robin  flew  into  the  tin  and  the  boy  carried 
friend  robin,  out  to  safety.  That  is  how  we 
get  enjoyment  out  of  these  things. 

Do    birds    come  back  to  their  homes? 
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EVINRUDE 

Detachable  Motor  for  Water  craft 

With  an  Evinrude  you  can  go  quickly,  without  row- 
ing, to  the  holes  where  big  catches  are  almost  sure. 
Distance  makes  no  difference  to  an  Evinrude  owner. 

Variable  speed,  suitable  for  trolling.  Swift,  smooth, 
flexible  power  for  canoe,  rowboat  and  other  craft. 

Built-in  flywheel  type  magneto.  Automatic  reverse.  Maxim 
silencer  and  tilt-up  arrangement  if  desired.  Our  special  method 
of  balancing  practically  eliminates  vibration. 


Nearly  100,000  Evinrudes  have  already  been  sold. 
The  Evinrude  is  used  by  25  governments. 


Write  for  Catalog 

Evinrude  Motor  Company 

59  Evinrude  Bldg.  Milwaukee,  Wis. 

Distributors 

69  Cortlandt  St.,  New  York,  N.Y. 
214  State  St.,  Boston,  Mass. 
436  Market  St.,  San  Francisco,  Cal. 
211  Morrison  St.,  Portland,  Ore. 


We  furnish  Knock - 

Down  and  in 
various  stages  of 
completion, 

Launches, 

Cruisers, 

Auxiliary 
Yachts, 

Work -Boats, 

and  Hulls  for 
Outboard  Motors. 


Have  ready  for  shipment  finished  hulls  from 
16  ft.  to  28  ft.,  also  some  launches  complete 
with  engine  installed  ready  to  run. 


Robertson  Bros. 


Foot  of 
Bay  St. 


Hamilton 
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How  many  times  I  have  been  asked  that 
question.  "Oh  yes,  they  do  come  back." 
"Well,  how  do  you  know,  Jack?"  Then  you 
would  have  to  talk  about  the  weather — 
to  switch  the  subject.  But  I  will  tell  you  the 
rest  of  the  story. 

I  hatched  four  wild  young  mallards— well, 
I  didn't  hatch  them;  I  stole  the  eggs.  A 
domestic  fowl  eventually  hatched  out  four 
little  wild  ducks,  and  there  they  were,  under 
the  old  hen,  wilder  than  park  hares.  How- 
ever, the  old  hen*s  voice  soon  brought  them 
out,  and  several  little  girls  began  to  come  out 
from  under  their  stepmother  and  look  around, 
and  eventually  they  would  take  some  of  the 
custard  right  in  my  presence.    These  ducks 
soon  were  so  tame  that  the  tap  of  a  tin  would 
bring  them  to  you.    They  got  to  be  quite  a 
size,  and  we  named  them,  respectfully,  Polly, 
Delilah,  Susan  and  Helen,  and  presented  each 
one  with  an  aluminum  tag,  on  which  was 
printed  the  words,  Box  48,  Kingsville,  Ont. 
When  autumn  came  the  four  ducks  migrated- 
that  is,  on  or  about  December  10th,  1912.  Dr. 
Rutherford  of  Chatham,  shot  one,  Helen 
at  Mitchell's  bay,   Lake  St.   Clair.  How 
they  got  to  the  east  of  us  I  don't  know,  for 
they  started  south.    I  guess  they  had  taken 
such  a  liking  to  me,  that  they  started  for 
Ohio,  where  I  was  born.    On  March  14 
1913,   Polly  came  home.    On  March  18, 
Delilah  came  home,  and  on  March  30,  Susan, 
although  wounded  in  the  wing  and  foot, 
returned  home.    Is  that  not  an  answer  to 
the  question,  do  birds  return  to  the  place 
from  whence  they  migrate?   Well,  I  wanted 
to  go  down,  hitch  up  the  self-starter,  and  go 
to  town,  so  that  someone  would  ask  me, 
"do  birds  return  home?" 

They  migrated  that  autumn,  and  on  March 
14,  1914,  Polly  came  home.  On  March  21, 
Delilah  came  home  for  the  second  time.  The 
two  girls  raised  families  the  next  year, — and, 
by  the  way,  they  brought  a  Yankee  sweet- 
heart with  them;  and  it  is  interesting,  when 
they  are  arriving,  to  see  the  ducks  come  down 
and  try  to  coax  their  new  mates  down  too. 

Well,  they  migrated  again  for  the  third 
time.  In  the  spring  of  1915  Delilah  got  home 
first;  she  arrived  on  March  13,  and  Polly 
came  home  on  March  16.  Polly  had  got  her 
beak  a  little  too  far  ahead  and  a  shot  had 
grazed  right  across  it  and  cut  the  side  off, 
leaving  it  hanging.  She  would  just  stand 
around  with  her  mouth  open.  I  got  some 
porridge  and  mixed  custard  with  it  and  the 
second  day  I  had  Polly  in  my  right  hand.  In 
a  week  or  so  I  took  these  ducks  to  a  photo- 


grapher, stood  them  on  a  table,  brushed  them 
down  and  talked  to  them  quietly  and  got  a 
photo  of  them. 

We  often  make  remarks  about  silly  old 
geese  and  silly  old  ducks;  sometimes  I  wonder 
what  the  ducks  and  geese  are  saying  about  us. 
These  ducks  have  shied  around  to  keep  clear 
of  people  hiding  in  ambush  for  them;  then 
they  come  home  and  in  a  few  days  are  eating 
out  of  our  hands.  Isn't  that  worth  thinking 
about?  Talk  about  loving  these  birds;  you 
simply  can't  help  it,  if  you  are  human. 
Polly  said:  "I  am  going  to  stay  with  you, 
Jack,  from  now  on,"  and  she  stayed  in  the 
hen  house  with  my  birds  in  the  winters  of 

1915  and  1916.    However,  in  the  spring  of 

1916  she  got  shot,  but  Delilah  migrated  and 
got  back  on  March  5,  for  the  fifth  time; 
migrated  again,  and  got  back  in  1917  on 
March  25,  and  last  spring  she  came 
back  for  the  sixth  time  on  March  19.  Do 
birds  return  to  their  homes?  I  know  that  it 
was  the  same  tag  she  had  on,  because  my 
wife  and  I  took  it  off  her  lleg  after  it  had  been 
on  five  years,  and  we  presented  her  with  a  new 
tag.  I  am  now  making  my  tag  system  a 
little  more  interesting,  by  putting  dn  the 
blank  side  a  verse  of  scripture.  Everybody 
who  brings  down  a  goose  with  my  tag  on  it 
gets  a  verse  of  Scripture,  whether  he  needs 
it  or  not.  Mack  Stewart,  of  Tennessee 
writes:  "Send  me  the  history  of  this  bird  or 
any  other  Canadian  bird."  Corporal  John 
R.  Smith  writes:  "White,  age  23,  still 
unclaimed  can  you  help  me  out?"  So  I 
took  the  two  letters  and  handed  them  over  to 
the  ladies  in  our  Sunday  School,  and  the  same 
day  one  of  them  came  back.  There  are  ten 
of  us  in  one  class,  and  we  went  and  stamped 
this  on  pur  tag,  "Let  us  consider  one  another" 
—Hebrews,  10,  24. 

Now,  where  do  these  ducks  go? 

"Ask  the  beasts,  and  they  shall  teach 
thee;  and  the  fowls  of  the  air  and  they 
shall  tell  thee." 

I  have  caught  and  tagged  287  wild  ducks. 
My  home  is  on  the  north  shore  of  Lake  Erie, 
due  north  of  Pelee  Island,  twenty-six  miles 
southeast  of  Detroit,  at  Kingsville,  Ontario- 
well  I  am  a  little  way  out  of  the  town.  Kings- 
ville is  the  place  where  more  fowls  go  than 
anywhere  else  in  North  America,  I  believe,  the 
fowls  of  the  air,  it  is  their  choice.  I  have 
twelve  tags  from  Ohio,  due  south  of  me;  nine 
from  Kentucky,  nine  from  Tennesee,  leading 
rght  on  to  the  gulf  of  Mexico,  and  seven  from 
Alabama.  I  have  one  from  Saskatchewan, 
one  from  Alberta  and  several  from  Manitoba. 
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c^ASHINGTOK  D.  C 

Fourteenth  and  L  Streets 

Within  5  minutes  walk  of  the  White  House.  A 
hotel  of  distinction.  The  home  of  Senators  and 
others  prominent  in  the  official  life  of  the  Capital. 

Rooms  from  $2  per  day  upwards. 

Excellent  restaurant.  Table  supplied  from  a  famous 
dairy  and  fruit  farm,  the  property  of  the  owner. 

FKANK  P.  FENWICK 

Booklet  with  pictures  mailed 


■ 
■ 


I 


For  a  CRUISING,  HUNTING  or  PLEASURE  CANOE 

You  cannot  beat  our  Model  No.  22 — 16  ft.  long.  It  is  the  steadiest  canoe  on  the 
market  and  a  very  easy  paddler. 

We  also  offer  many  other  sizes  of  canoes  and  skiffs — and  we  make  them  of  Cedar, 
Basswood  or  Canvas  Covered. 

GET  OUR  ILLUSTRATED  CATALOGUE 

WM.  ENGLISH  CANOE  CO.  Peterborough, 


N  E  W  F  O  U  NDLAND 

A  Country  of  Fish  and  Game.  A  Paradise  for  the  Camper  and  Angler.  Ideal  Ganoe  Trips 

The  country  traversed  by  the  Reid  Newfoundland  Company's  system  is  exceedingly  rich  in  all  kinds  of  fish 
and  game.  All  along  the  route  of  the  Railway  are  streams  famous  for  their  SALMON  and  TROUT  fishing. 
Also  Caribou  barrens.  Americans  who  have  been  fishing  and  minting  in  Newfoundland  say  there  is  no  other 
country  in  the  world  in  which  so  good  fishing  and  hunting  can  be  secured  and  with  such  ease  as  in  Newfound- 
land. Information  together  with  illustrated  Booklet  and  Folder  cheerfully  forwarded  upon  application  to 
F.  E.  PITTM AN,  General  Passenger  Agt.  Reid  Newfoundland  Company,  ST.  JOHN'S,  NEWFOUNDLAND 
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I  have  only  four  or  five  tags  from  west  of  the 
Mississippi.  I  have  them  as  far  east  as  Long 
Island,  New  York,  as  far  west  as  Alberta, 
far  south  as  Louisiana  and  as  far  north  as 
Sault  Ste.  Marie.  I  haven't  a  tag  for  a  wild 
duck  north  of  Sault  Ste.  Marie,  although  I 
know  that  they  go  beyond  there. 

I  have  nine  tags  off  the  wild  geese  from 
Chesapeake  bay,  seven  from  North  Carolina, 
one  from  Maryland  and  one  from  New 
Jersey,  but  none  between  my  home  and  that 
southeast  coast  of  Chesapeake  bay.  Do 
these  wild  geese  come  clear  over  to  that 
Kingsville  pond  without  a  stop? 

No,  they  stay  with  me  about  two  months. 
They  come  about  the  first  of  March — in  fact, 
the  earliest  we  have  had  them  is  February  20 
and  the  latest,  March  16— arid  stay  until 
the  last  week  in  April  or  the  first  of  May. 
We  have  25  tags  returned  from  James  Bay 
and  Hudson  Bay,  and  only  one  from  the  west 
side  of  James  Bay,  which  is  Albany,  and  24 
have  come  from  right  along  the  east  coast. 
Those  25  tags,  ladies  and  gentlemen,  are  in  my 
possession  and  I  am  sorry  that  I  didnH  bring 
them  along.  The  Indians  shoot  them  and 
take  the  tags  to  the  Hudson's  Bay  Company 
agent,  I  suppose  through  curiousity,  mostly, 
and  the  agents  eventually  return  the  tags. 
.1  have  25  out  of  the  102  that  I  put  on;  25 
have  been  returned  from  there  and  only 
9  from  the  south. 

How  did  we  find  out  about  these  wild 
geese?  I  have  gone  five  miles  from  home 
before  the  stays  closed  their  eyes  in  the 
morning.  Wild  geese  are  quite  scarce;  I 
went  four  mornings  in  succession  and  never 
saw  one.  There  I  lay  under  a  blanket,  just 
as  the  stars  were  closing  their  eyes,  with 
three  or  four  wild  gopse  decoys  out.  Suddenly, 
at  daylight,  I  see  friend,  wild  goose  coding, 
bringing  his  family  with  him.  I  can  just  see 
the  tip  o|f  the  wings  begin  to  move — a  faint 
hum,  coming  clqser.  Everything  is  pretty 
quiet — but  my  heart  sinks;  here  are  two 
men  coming  out  there  in  the  next  field.  It's 
all  off;  those  fellows  will  secure  the  geese. 
But  no,  that  old  leader  goes  right  oyer  them — 
now  he  has  passed  them.  There  I  am  under 
the  blanket — possibly  it  is  a  sheet  if,  there  ^s  a 
little  snow  on  the  ground — the  three  corners 
are  tied  down  and  I  am  underneath  it,  just 
hidden  there,  with  a  gun  ready.  And  the 
leader  swings  around,  and  as  he  swings 
arojund,  he  calls  and  starts  to  drop  his 
big  black  feet  to  come  down.  But  for 
some  unaccountable  reason  he  changes  his 
note    and  climbs  into  the  aft' — everybody 


look  out  for  himself;  and  the  minute  he 
changed  his  note  they  all  darted  in  as  many 
different  directions  as  there  were  geese — it 
was  the  danger  signal.  What  did  he  see? 
He  didnH  shy  from  the  other  fellows,  but, 
he  said,  that  fellow  over  there  knocked  out 
two  of  my  family  last  year.  Two  and  two 
make  four — if  the  wild  goose  knows  his  enemy 
why  wouldn't  he  know  his  friend? 

I  have  orily  ten  ac/es,  people;  how  can  I 
protect  the  geese?  There  are  eight  boys 
around  the  neighborhood,  from  five  families. 
I  said  to  them:  "If  you  won't  shoot  at  the 
wild  geese  around  here,  I  will  see  that  you 
get  a  chance  to  shoot  at  one  in  the  pond." 
That  was  in  1904.  In  1905,  1906,  and  1907 
no  wild  geese  came.  In  1908,  one  morning 
eleven  wild  geese  came,  and  they  hadn't 
been,  there  ten  minutes  before  the  boys  came 
along  with  their  guns.  I  said :  "Boys,  leave  it 
it  entirely  with  me;  don't  shoot  at  them  for  a 
week  or  two."  "But,"  they  said,  "you  said 
we  could  shoot  them?"  I  said:  "Boys,  if  you 
don't  get  the  opportunity  to  shoot  a  wild 
goose,  I  will  give  you  ten  dollars  a  piece,  if  you 
will  let  me  manage  it."  They  said:  "We 
don't  want  your  money" — of  course  they  knew 
that  I  didn't  have  it.  However,  in  about 
three  weeks,  we  hoisted  a  signal,  "Go  on, 
boys."  We  were  behind  a  bank  I  had  thrown 
up  there.  Uncle  Jack  was  to  shoot  the  two 
ganders.  The  boys  lined  up  on  one  side  and 
cocked  their  guns,  and  as  they  raised  them, 
I  made  it  my  business  to  scare  the  geese  so 
that  the  boys  wouldn't  shopt  them.  Bang 
went  their  guns.  The  two  ganders  got  away, 
but  five  geese  lay  dead  in  the  water,  one  for 
each  family.  I  asked  the  boys  not  to  shoot 
the  others.  To  my  surprise  and  delight,  the 
other  six  did  ribt  stay  away  two  hours;  they 
came  back,  and  stayed  until  the  time  came 
for  them  to  migrate.  If  you  get  one  bird 
to  come,  there  is  your  opportunity. 

Next  spririg  it  was  asked  if  the  geese 
would  come  back.  On  March  18  I  heard  a 
strange  honking  ano1  I  looked  up  and  saw 
that  they  were  coming— 32  of  them.  They 
came  down  within  100  feet  of  us,  I  walked 
out  and  they  never  flew  away.  I  had  the 
privilege  of  seeing  them  introduce  their 
families.  The  boys  shot  10,  and  that  left 
22  to  go  away.  Next  spring  it  was  asked 
what  time  the  geese  would  come  back.  They 
started  to  come  on  March  4  and  in  less  than 
two  weeks  there  were  over  400  there.  The 
boys  shot  16  and  let  the  rest  go.  Look  how 
our  flock  of  geese  has  multiplied;  now  we  have 
a  flock  of  over,  350.    They  started  coming 
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on  February  20,  and  when  the  first  was 
whirling  down  I  counted  175  shots  at  him 
between  my  home  and  Lake  Erie.  When 
the  firsj  was  lighting  in  the  pond,  you  couldn't 
see  the  end  of  the  string  of  families  that  were 
coming. 

I  don't  know  whether  you  have  experienced 
it,  but  I  have:  there  is  nothing  more  embarrass- 
ing than  to  have  more  guests  than  you  can 
feed.    There  I  was,  on  Good  Friday  of  1913, 
with   a  five-acre  field  full   of  geese.  We 
couldn't  begin  to  feed  them.    Some  of  the 
geese  must  have  told  their  friends  what  was 
not  true,  and  induced  them  to  come  to  a 
place  where  there  was  not  enough  to  eat. 
We  brought  the  feed  close  to  the  house  and 
let  the  tamer  ones  come  there  to  eat.    I  was 
speaking  at  the  Rotary  Club  in  London  the 
other  day,  and  one  gentleman  asked  me  how  I 
moved  the  birds.    This  was  my  explanation 
to  him:    If  you  want  to  move  your  birds, 
keep  moving  the  food  accordingly,  and  pretty 
soon  you  can  put  the  spoon  in  your  mouth 
and  the  birds  will  alight  on  it. 

I  will  tell  you  about  one  family,  one  of  a 
dozen  interesting  cases  last   autumn.  On 
October  10,  six  geese  came.    (By  the  way, 
we  never  had  over»150  in  the  autumn.  Which 
way  "do  they  come  in  the  autumn?)    I  went 
out  and  called  to  these  six  geese,  and  the  old 
gander    answered.    He    knew   me.    I  got 
twelve  ears  of  corn,  and  threw  one  of  them  at 
him.    Just  as  I  did  so  the  four  baby  geese 
jumped  in  the  air,  but  he  called  them  and 
they  dropped  down.    Then  I  threw  more 
ears    of   cqrn,    and    each    time   the  same 
thing  would  happen;  he  would  sound  that  lowT 
note,  and  every  time  he  did  so  the  geese  would 
come  down.    By  the  time  I  had  thrown  the 
eighth  ear  he  'had  convinced  them  that  all 
was  well,  and  they  didn't  fly  up  any  more. 
It  was  interesting  to  watch  him  trying  to 
educate  them  to  take  the  kernels  of  corn  off 
the  ear,  but  it  was  strange  to  them.  He 
would  get  a  kernel  off  and  drop  it  down,  but 
it  was  fully  fifteen  minutes  before  he  got 
those  goslings  to  take  the  corn;  when  they  did 
start  they  cleaned  off  every  kernel  of  the 
twelve   ears.    That   told   me  these  young 
goslings  had  never  seen  an  ear  of  corn  before, 
and  that  they  had  come  all  the  way  from 
Hudson  Bay  without  a  mouthful  and  dropped 
down  there.    The  old  gander  had  led  them 
all  the  way  down. 

My  wife  and  I  coaxed  this  old  gander  and 
his  five  goslings  into  the  coop,  and  she  held 
the  door  while  I  went  in  and  cla  nped  a  tag 
on  his  leg.    After  I  tagged  him  I  took  him 


to  the  door  and  threw  him  out — this  same 
old  gander  that  had  been  telling  his  girls  and 
boys  to  eat  the  porn  and  to  stay  there  and  not 
be  afraid.  When  I  threw  the  gander  out,  did 
he  fly  to  the  lake?  To  know  the  Canada 
goose  is  to  love  him  forever,  and  if  there 
is  any  person  in  Ottawa  who  can  tell  me  how 
that  most  intelligent,  self-sacrificing  bird 
came  to  be  honoured  by  being  called  the 
Canada  goose,  I  wish  he  would  write  me. 
You  cannot  show  me  any  of  his  action's  that 
one  need  be  ashamed  of,  not  one. 

To  resume  my  story.  This  old  gandei 
went  out,  and  when  he  was  about  two  rods 
away  he  turned  around  and  looked  back. 
You  could  hear  him  calling  for  the  rest  of  his 
family  in  that  little  catch  pen.  Mrs.  Miner 
at  this  time  would  rather  have  been  on  the 
inside  looking  out  than  on  the  outside  looking 
in,  because,  as  I  was  catching  number  two 
the  gander  came  right  back  to  the  door  and 
tried  to  break  in  and  get  at  me.  We  are 
talking  about  the  same  bird  that  I  tried  to 
get  a  shot  at  three  fields  away;  here  he  is  now 
fighting  to  get  at  me  to  protect  his  young — 
trying  to  get  his  young  out.  He  didn't 
leave  that  door  until  every  one  of  his  family 
had  been  liberated;  he  stood  right  there  and 
fought  for  them.  We  caught  him  the  second 
time,  put  a  cuff  on  each  leg  and  named  him 
"Sir  John  Moore."  We  put  on  the  tag  this 
verse  of  scripture : 

"No  good  thing  will  He  withhold  from 
them  that  walk  uprightly." 
They  migrated  as  usual,  and  on  March  17 
following,  the  boys  said,  "Look,  Dad,"  and 
there  was  old  Sir  John  Moore  looking  for 
more  corn,  with  the  two  cuffs  on  his  legs. 
Five  of  his  family  had  returned;  he  had  taken 
care  of  them  down  in  the  southern  states  all 
winter,  and  brought  them  back.    The  last 
week  in  April  they  disappeared,  and  my 
heart  sank  when  I  opened  a  letter  from  Fort 
George,  James  bay,  and  found  four  of  the 
tags.    The  letter  read:    "The  Indians  say 
that  seven  geese  came  into  their  decoys,  and 
they  killed  four  of  them;  each  one  had  a  tag 
on  it."    You  know  just  how  I  would  feel, 
although  that  is  part  of  the  game.    To  the 
fellow  who  wants  to  shoot  let  me.  say  this: 
I  am  not  opposed  to  a  man  shooting  a  bird 
or  two,  but  will  you  not  join  with  us  in  limit- 
ing your  gun?    Remember,  that  bird  that 
falls  out  of  the  air  from  your  deadly  aim 
gives  you  and  me  a  little  pleasure,  but  deprives 
thousands  of  people  of  pleasure  and  recreation 
in  seeing  it  alive.    Let  us  consider  that; 
let  us  think  it  over. 
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Delilah  raised  during  the  six  seasons — five 
families,  two  of  eight  and  two  of  nine,  and 
this  year  she  came  home  with  twelve.  What 
does  game  protection  mean?  Protect  the 
one  duck,  and  you  can  quickly  figure  out  what 
the  total  increase  in  six  years  will  be.  Deli- 
lah returned  for  the  sixth  time  and  she  raised 
these  five  families.  I  haven't  seen  her  since 
August. 

The  Canada  goose  is  the  most  faithful  and 
self-sacrificing  bird  on  earth.  I  kept  one  for 
four  years,  and  I  know.  I  kept  old  Jack 
Johnson  for  two  years  and  a  half,  but  I  got 
rid  of  him.    I  wouldn't  keep  a  wild  goose  or  a 


gander  around  the  premises  after  he  had  lost 
his  sweetheart;  they  just  keep  on  honking  in 
that  sad  way.  But  the  poorest-principled 
piece  of  live  flesh  in  feathers  is  the  drake; 
he  is  nothing  but  a  Brigham  Young,  that's 
all.  Puts  me  in  mind  of  the  mother  who  has 
to  be  father  and  mother  both,  like  some  poor 
washwoman  who  goes  out  and  does  $5  worth 
of  work  and  willingly  accepts  50  cents  for  it; 
then  takes  it  home  to  feed  her  family,  while 
the  lazy,  good-for-nothing  husband  is  putting 
in  his  time  in  the  far  end  of  nowhere,  swap- 
ping garbage  stories  and  passing  remarks 
about  the  clean  people  that  pass  the  dirty 
window.    That  is  the  principle  of  the  drake. 


Annual  Meeting  of  Shooting  Club 


Tamarac  Island  Fishing  and  Shooting 
Club's  Annual  meeting  was  held  at  Hanover, 
Ont.,  on  May  16th.  There  was  a  good 
attendance  of  members.  The  chief  business 
was  the  election  of  officers,  and  the  considera- 
tion of  improvements  to  the  property.  Mr. 

G.  McLaren  was  re-elected  president,  Mr. 

H.  H.  Stevens,  Port  Elgin,  secretary-treasurer, 
while  the  directorate  is  composed  of  the  two 


officers  and  Messrs.  Charles  Koehner,  Han- 
over; F.  Moreloch,  Hanover;  E.  R.  Sayles, 
Port  Elgin.  The  club's  property  is  situate 
up  in  the  Bruce  peninsula,  thirty  miles  above 
Wiarton,  Ontario.  The  club  own  their 
Island.  Last  week  the  directorate  met  at  the 
Island  and  planned  for  further  conveniences 
for  the  members  while  at  the  Island,  and 
enjoyed  the  excellent  fishing. 


U.  E.  Germain,  Montreal,  1918  winner  of  the  Rush  Tango  $50.00  gold  prize  contest  on 
muscallunge.  Weight  42 ^  lbs.,  52J/£  ins.  long.  Caught  casting  with  a  No.  5,  yellow,  red 
head,  Regular  Rush  Tango  Minnow. 

The  Rush  Tango  1919  contest  is  now  on  and  anyone  securing  a  "big  fellow"  on  the  Rush 
Tango  should  secure  a  good  photo  and  enter  the  contest. 


Alpine  Club  of  Canada 

Victory  Camp  Will  Be  Held  July  22nd  to  August  5th 


The  Rules  and  Regulations  for  the  annual 
meeting  of  the  members  of  the  club  have  been 
issued  in  a  ten  page  folder  by  the  Secretary- 
Treasurer,  Mr.  S.  H.  Mitchell.  This  year's 
meet  will  be  known  as  the  "VICTORY 
CAMP"  and  arrangements  will  be  concluded 
at  it  for  the  Grand  Welcome  Home  Camp  to 
be  held  in  1920,  in  honour  of  returned  soldier 
members. 

The  Main  Camp  will  be  placed  near  the 
Summit  of  Yoho  Pass,  close  by  Yoho  Lake, 
on  the  site  where  the  first  camp  of  the  Club 
was  held  in  1906. 

It  is  thought  that  after  the  four  long 
years  of  war,  general  reconstruction  will  be 
in  order,  and  that  no  more  appropriate  place 
can  be  chosen  for  a  fresh  beginning  than  at 
the  site  where  the  very  first  camp  of  the  Club 
was  held. 

The  Camp  will  be  named  "The  Victory 
Camp"  and,  while  many  returned  Soldier 
members  will  doubtless  be  present,  such 
returned  members  will  not  be  officially  wel- 
comed, the  official  welcome  being  reserved 
for  the  1920  Camp  at  Mt.  Assiniboine,  when 
it  is  hoped  to  have  all  returned  members 
present  as  guests  of  the  Club. 

The  Camp  will  open  on  Tuesday,  July 
22nd,  and  close  on  Tuesday,  August  5th. 


Field  Station  on  the  C.  P.  R.  will  be  the 
point  of  arrival  by  train.  It  is  expected  that 
special  summer  rates  will  be  in  force  on  the 
railways. 

The  Annual  Meeting  of  the  Club  will  be 
held  during  the  Camp,  for  the  presentation 
of  reports  and  the  transaction  of  business. 
It  is  also  proposed  to  bring  up  for  discussion 
the  erection  of  a  suitable  memorial  at  the 
Club  House  as  a  record  of  the  members  ol  the 
Club  who  have  been  on  active  service  during 
the  war,  and  to  formulate  plans  to  establish 
a  fund  for  the  same. 

The  Yoho  Valley  well  fills  the  expectations 
laised  by  its  name.  Yoho  is  an  Indian 
exclamation  meaning,  Grand!  Glorious! 
Wonderful!  The  valley  comprises  a  maximum 
of  mountain  scenery  in  a  minimum  of  area: 
Towering  rock  peaks,  snow-clad  massifs, 
leaping  waterfalls,  jewel-like  lakes  and  silver 
streams  winding  through  deep  green  forests. 
It  is  symbolized  Fairyland,  and  every  phase 
of  it  fills  the  beholder  with  wonder. 

Maps  of  the  Yoho  Park,  showing  the  area 
within  which  the  Camp  will  operate,  can  be 
had  at  the  Alpine  Club  House  at  Banff,  or  by 
addressing  the  Secretary  of  the  Club. 

S.  H.  MITCHELL,  Secret aiy -Treasurer 
The  Club  House,  Banff,  Alberta 


Photographic  Competitions 


A  Photographic  Competition  will  be  held 
in  connection  with  the  Camp  this  year.  This 
will  be  open  to  alJ  amateur  photographers  who 
are  members  of  The  Alpine  Club  of  Canada, 
whether  attending  Camp  or  not. 

All  photographs  must  be  the  unaided  woik 
of  the  competitor  up  to  the  moment  of  and 
including  exposure.  Development,  printing, 
etc.,  may  be  done  by  a  professional  finisher  if 
desired,  unless  otherwise  stated. 

Competitors  may  submit  any  number  of 
prints  and  in  any  size  desired,  but  each  print 
must  have  the  name  and  address  of  the  com- 
petitor and  the  class  in  which  it  is  to  be 
entered  cleaily  written  on  the  back.  Prints 
must  be  in  the  hands  of  the  Secretary-Treas- 
urer, S.  H.  Mitchell,  The  Alpine  Club  House, 
Banff,  not  later  than  July  22nd. 

A  trophy,  to  be  known  as  the  A.C.C. 
Photographic  Cup,  will  be  offered  for  competi- 
tion in  Class  A.    This  will  be  held  for  one 


year  by  the  winner,  but  will  become  the 
property  of  any  competitor  winning  it  for 
tnree  years  in  succession.  Suitable  prizes 
will  be  offered  in  the  other  classes. 

All  prints  entered  shall  become  the  pro- 
perty of  the  Club. 

Class  A.  For  the  best  photograph  to 
illustrate  the  title  "A  Canadian  Mountain." 
All  pictures  submitted  in  this  class  must  be 
enlarged  to  a  uniform  size,  approximately 
seven  by  eleven  inches,  but  not  mounted. 

Class  B.  For  the  best  landscape  in  the 
Canadian  Rockies  or  Selkirks. 

Class  C.  For  the  best  set  of  six  prints 
illustrating  any  one  of  the  "War  Camps"  of 
the  A.C.C. 

Note. — The  word  "Amateur"  shall  be 
defined  as  follows:  "Any  person  who  does  not 
earn  his  livelihood  in  whole  or  in  part  by  the 
practice  of  photography  shall  be  considered 
an  amateur,  even  though  from  time  to  time 
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accepting    remuneration    for    photographic  All  questions  at  issue  shall  be  decided  by  the 

work.    Persons  engaged  in  occupations  to  judges,  whose  decisions  shall  be  final, 

which  photography  is  merely  an  accessory  or  *;  . 

r      i  •  ~             u  11   ~+  u~            a  The  judges  will  be  selected  at  the  Annual 

means  of  making  records  shall  not  be  regarded  J    &  « 

as  other  than  amateurs."  Camp.    They  shall  be  three  in  number. 


Packing  Horses  in  Mount  Robson  Park,  Mount  Robson,  B.C. 


Another  view  of  the  famous  Tonquin  Valley,  Jasper  National  Park,  Alberta.  The  camera 
fails  to  do  justice  to  the  wonders  of  Nature  along  this  famous  valley. 
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Electric  Starting  and  Lighting 

"^TO  car  has  a  better  starting  and 
lighting  system  than  that  now 
available  to  purchasers  of  Ford  Cars. 

It  is  a  Ford  product,  built  into  the 
motor — 

- — a  positive  starter  as  reliable  as 
the  motor  itself: 

— a  powerful  lighting  system, 
uniform  under  all  engine  speeds. 

On  the  open  models— Touring  Cars 
and  Runabouts — it  is  OPTIONAL 
EQUIPMENT. 

On  closed  cars — Sedans  and 
Coupes— it  is  STANDARD 
EQUIPMENT. 

On  all  models  the  Ford  Standard 
Magneto  also  provides  ignition 
independent  of  the  batteries. 

See  the  Ford  car  with  this  new 
equipment. 

Ford  Runabout  #660;  Touring  #690 

On  open  models  the  Electric  Starting  and  Lighting 
Equipment  is  #100  extra. 

Coupe  #975;  Sedan  #1175  (closed  model  prices  in- 
clude Electric  Starting  and  Lighting  Equipment). 

These  prices  are  F.  O.  B.  Ford,  Ont.  and  do 

not  include  the  War  Tax.  115 


OF  CANADA .  LIMITED. 

FORD         -         -  ONTARIO 


The  Toronto  Kennel  Club  Show 


THE  16th  annual  show  of  the  Toronto 
Kennel  Club  was  held  in  the  Horse 
Repository,  Simcoe  and  Nelson  Sts., 
Toronto,  on  April  18th  and  19th  and  from  the 
standpoint  of  fanciers  and  exhibitors  was  a 
success,  in  that  there  was  a  fairly  good  entry 
in  the  various  breeds.  Financially  and  as  an 
attraction  to  the  fashionable  sporting  class  of 
Toronto  it  was  not  a  success.  Once  again  we 
must  point  out  to  the  Toronto  Kennel  Club 
that  until  they  can  get  the  proper  venue  and 
put  on  a  show  which  will  appeal  to  the  wealth 
and  fashion  of  Toronto,  will  they  lack  a  good 
gate.  The  Toronto  Kennel  Club  will  always 
have  the  breeders  and  exhibitors  with  them; 
make  a  try  now  for  the  other  class  of  people 
and  increase  your  gate  and  this  will  also  mean 
more  business  for  the  breeder  of  good  dogs. 

The  largest  entries  of  this  show  were  in 
such  popular  breeds  as  Terriers  (Airedales, 
Fox,  and  Bull)  English  Bull  dogs,  Bostons 
and  the  various  toy  breeds.  There  were  not 
many  sporting  or  gun  dogs  shown  but  while 
low  in  numbers  they  were,  some  of  them,  high 
in  quality. 

Only  four  Beagles  were  shown,  A.  F. 
Godson  showing  two  dogs  and  a  bitch.  His 
winning  dog  "Phillips'  Vixen"  (by  Phillips 
Traveller  and  Suburban  Girl)  is  a  very  good 
one  indeed.  H.  I.  Davis  had  one  entry  in 
Speedworthy  Fleet  (by  Haig's  Pleader  and 
Lady  Peerless)  taking  winners  bitches. 

Only  two  foxhounds  were  shown  and  they 
were  that  good  pair — Vanguard  and  Nimrod 
Mars,  both  bred  by  Rodger  D.  Williams  and 
owned  by  J.  E.  Keays  of  London.  Mr. 
Keays  is  a  persistent  exhibitor  and  well  he 
may  be  with  such  a  good  pair. 


Montrose  Shamus  O'Brien  (J.  C.  Hanna, 
Montreal,  owner)  was  the  best  of  the  three 
Irish  setters  shown. 

The  only  pair  of  Field  Spaniels,  Lord 
Bertie  and  Wardeworth  Mollie  were  again 
shown. 

The  Pointer  Ch.  Perdreau  was  a  lone  one  at 
this  show;  too  bad  to  fetch  this  dog  all  the 
way  from  Montreal  and  then  have  no  com- 
petition. Well  the  Montreal  boys  are  sports 
anyhow. 

Cocker  Spaniels  did  better  with  an  entry 
of  sixteen,  which  filled  the  various  classes 
moderately  well.  Mrs.  Enright  of  Montreal 
sent  up  two  and  got  winners  in  parti  color 
dogs  with  "Centre  Star."  This  dog  took 
2nd  at  the  big  New  York  show. 

Chas.  Bowerbank's  well  known  Senator  B.,' 
of  Toronto,  was  winner  colored '  dogs.  This 
dog  also  did  some  winning  at  New  York. 
The  chief  interest  however  in  cockers,  was 
Mrs.  Moore  of  Vancouver,  who  was  there  in 
person  with  that  good  pair  with  which  she 
won  so  well  also  at  the  big  N.  Y.  show, 
Moore's  Master  Key  and  Moore's  Moonshine. 
Master  Key  here  accounted  for  winners,  black 
dogs  and  Moonshine  winners  in  bitches,  black. 
In  the  sporting  dog  class  she  took  2nd  to  the 
Irish  setter  Montrose  Thomas  O'Brien. 
What  is  to  the  credit  of  above  three  exhibitors 
is  that  these  dogs  are  of  their  own  breeding 
and  we  are  pleased  to  note  that  Canada  is 
maintaining  her  lead  in  Cockers.  Our  friend 
Joe  Hill,  a  veteran  Cocker  breeder  was  an 
exhibitor  at  this  show,  taking  three  seconds 
and  reserve  winners  in  black  bitches  with 
Belle  Ewart. 

In  the  other  popular  breeds  above  men- 
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Frostco  Combination  8  in  1  Steel  Rod 


has  reinforced  joints  and  patent  locking  real  seat.    The  illustration  shows  four  combinations 
in  a  fly  rod — reverse  the  handle  and  you  have  four  combinations  in  a  bait  rod.    Buy  this  one 
rod  and  you  have  a  bait  or  fly  rod  of  different  lengths  from  4  feet  4  inches 
to  9H>  feet  long  as  desired.    Price  complete  


1 J  U.J     LlltO  UUC 

$3.50 


Rush  Tango  Minnows,  South  Bend  Baits,  AI.  Foss  Pork  Rind  Baits 
Spoons,  Spinners,  Rods,  Reels,  Flies  and  other  Fishing  Necessities 


FISH  NETS 

NETS  AND   NETTING  OF  ALL  KINDS 


SEENES  OR  DRAG  NETS 
DIP  NETS 

TRAMMEL  NETS 


GILL  NETS 
HOOK  NETS 

BROOK  NETS 


GILL  NETS  mounted  with  leads  and  floats  ready  for  the  water,  25  cents  per  yard. 

ordering  give  size  of  mesh,  stretched  measure  desired. 


In 


We  are  distributors  of  the  famous  U.  S.  Cartridge  Company's  line  of  shells  and 

ammunition  including  » 


BLACK  SHELLS 

in  trap  and  game  loads.  These  shells  are 
waterproof  and  are  unexcelled  for  Range, 
Velocity,  Penetration  andjdlling  power. 


Have  you  tried  the  22  N.  R.  A.  rim  five,  long 
rifle  lesmok  cartridge.  Range  250  yards, 
costs  no  more  than  other  similar  cartridges, 
but  gives  longer  range.  We  have  in  stock 
280  Ross  copper  tube  and  metal  patch 
cartridges. 


BRILLIANT  SEARCHLIGHT 

100  Candle  Power,  with  Flat-Flame  Burner 
and  Interchangeable  Lens  $8.00;  with  Self 
Lighter,  $9.00.  Mailing  weight  3  pounds. 
Traps,  Guns,  Animal  Bait,  Headlights, 
Nets,  Shoepacks,  Marble's  Specialties  and 
hundreds  of  other  articles  for  the  trapper 
and  hunter,  described  and  priced  in 
HALLAM'S  TRAPPERS  AND  SPORTS- 
MEN'S SUPPLY  CATALOGUE- 

Write  for  your  copy  to-day.  It  is  Free. 
Address  in  full. 


SAVAGE  RIFLES 

We  have  a  shipment  of  .250-3000 
and  .22  High-Power  Savage  Rifles 

WRITE  FOR  PRICES 


invited 

950  Hallam  Building,  TORONTO 

THE  LARGEST  IN  OUR  LINE  IN  CANADA 
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tioned  the  winning  dogs  and  bitches  are 
respectively: — 

Airedales— ClayclifT  Tenacity  and  Claycliff 
Swell  Lady. 

Bull  Terriers — Master  Boots  and  Belle 
Mahone. 

Fox  Terriers  (smooth)  Peerless  Prince  and 
Madison  Atalanta. 

Fox  Terriers  (wire)  Mickey's  Model  and 
Clapton  Vimy  Ridge  Atrition. 

Boston  Terriers — Hello  Pardner  (Buffalo) 
and  Jackson's  Dream  Girl. 

English  Bull  Dogs — King  Moston  and 
Cleverlock  Molly. 

Collies — Tipperary  King  and  Quarrybrea 
Colleen. 

Col.  Bishop's  V.  C,  Chow  dog,  Blue  Goblin, 
was  the  most  interesting  exhibit  at  the  show. 
This  is  a  Chinese  breed  01  dog  of  the  Husky  or 
wolf  type.  They  are  very  similar  to  our 
Hudson  Bay  Husky  except  in  that  they  are  of 


solid  color,  either  red,  black  or  blue  (grey 
blue)  and  all  have  black  tongues. 

Another  interesting  exhibit  was  the  black 
Belgian  sheep  dog  Duceaux  from  Montreal. 
This  breed  of  dog  was  used  as  a  war  dog. 

Some  of  the  notable  visitors  at  the  show 
were— Col.  Bishop,  V.C.,  Oakville;  Jas.  Bain, 
K.C.;  J.  G.  Kent,  Toronto;  Mrs.  H.  Moore, 
Vancouver;  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Collins,  Welland;  Mr. 
Tuson  of  the  Chinook  Kennels,  Lethbridge, 
Alta.;  Thos.  Millar  of  Winnipeg;  Dr.  Villen- 
euve,  V.  S.;  Mr.  Aitken  and  Bob.  Ross  of 
Montreal;  Albert  Mitchell  (celebrated  dog 
handler),  Chicago;  Chas.  Webber,  Miss 
Shortt,  London;  Lt.-Col.  Pellatt  and  party. 

"Dude"  Baldwin  of  Ottawa  was  up  and 
informed  us  that  his  good  Fox  hound  "Promp- 
tu,"  good  both  in  the  hunt  and  on  the  show 
bench,  had  passed  away.  However  this 
enthusiastic  foxhound  breeder  has  secured 
another  good  stud  dog  and  also  has  some 
young  stock  coming  along  for  next  Fall's 
shows. 


The  Otter  Hound 


This  dog  is  very  similar  in  build  to  the 
Bloodhound  but  has  shaggy  coat  similar  in 
texture  to  the  Airedales,  only  longer.  They 
are  very  keen  scented  and  have  been  used  for 
hundreds  of  years  in  England  for  clearing  the 
salmon  streams  of  otters. 

Some  sixty  years  ago  the  small  North  of 
England  rough  black  and  tan  terrier  was 
crossed  with  the  otter  hound  to  improve  its 
size  and  hunting  ability  in  the  streams;  from 
this  cross  resulted  eventually  the  Airedale 
terrier  so  named  from  the  valley  of  the  river 
Aire  in  Lancashire  and  Yorkshire  where  the 
breed  was  evolved. 

Freeman  Lloyd,  the  eminent  canine  author- 
it,  thus  describes  an  otter  hunt  in  his  native 
country,  Wales. 

"The  last  day  I  went  hunting  was  with 
Mr.  Protheroe's  hounds  (they  hunt  Pem- 
brokeshire and  Carmarthenshire)  and  they 
met  at  the  Salutation  Hotel,  Haverfordwest, 
where  they  had  been  kenneled  overnight. 
They  were  actually  tried  first  in  the  river  not 
more  than  a  couple  of  hundred  yards  away 
from  this  hostelry,  and  within  five  minutes 
the  hounds  were  hunting  a  hot  drag  within 
the  old  Norman  town  and  practically  under 
the  shadow  of  its  inspiring  castle.  Away 
they  went  as  hard  as  they  could  run — 
through  the  great,  wild  beds  of  yellow  blos- 
soming iris — on  to  the  river  bank,  the  hills 


now  re-echoing  and  re-sounding  with  those 
deep-tongued  voices  of  otter  hounds.  What 
might  those  melodious  tones  be  like?  They 
can  best  be  described  as  almost  so  full  in  body 
of  note  as  the  true  bloodhound  or  of  a  still 
deeper  volume  than  that  of  an  old-fashioned 
American  foxhound. 

"The  hunt  is  on  and  I  will  try  and  describe 
it:  On  and  on  they  go.  Then  comes  the 
welcome  cry  of  'Tally  Ho!'  The  otter  has 
been  viewed  and  he  is,  of  course,  put  down 
and  the  hunt  now  commences  in  earnest.  It 
is  very  likely  that  he  will  make  for  his  holt 
under  the  stump  of  an  over-growing  tree  on 
the  river.  There  is  a  hole  above  water,  and 
may  be  two,  or  three,  or  more  below.  Hark; 
how  the  hounds  bay  him  as  they  mark  him  in 
his  supposed  holdfasts.  But  the  ottei  has 
reckoned  not  with  the  brace  of  terriers 
that  are  ready  to  do  him  battle  within 
the  supposed  seclusion  of  his  holt  which  may 
run  from  fifteen  to  twenty  yards  in  its  full 
length.  So  hounds  are  kept  back  while  the 
terriers  are  put  to  the  varmint.  Here  we 
ought  to  see  the  spunk  and  work  of  the  real 
workaday  Sealy  Ham  terrier.  If  the  terriers 
are  good  enough,  or  by  the  aid  of  jumping  or 
stamping  on  the  bank  above,  the  otter  gets 
away  and  then  begins  a  rattling  hunt  up  and 
down  stream,  the  durgi  (Welsh)  or  water  dog, 
keeping  to  the  deep  pools  for  choice.  He 
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Gives  you  a  feeling  of  real  comfort  and 
the  assurance  of  perfect  protection  while 
exercising.  Opening  beneath  Patent 
flap  A.  Small  amount  of  material  be- 
tween thighs  C.  Perfect  pouch  B.  Welt- 
bound  webbing.  Can  be  cleaned  by 
boiling  without  Injury  to  rubber.  Fits 
perfectly.  Can't  rub  or  chafe.  Finest 
quality  el  astlc  webbing.  Ask  your  dealer, 
and  if  he  will  not  supply  you  with 
MIZPAH  JOCK  No.  44,  send  US  '$\  in 
stamps  and  waist  measurement  and  we  will  send  by  mail,  i 

The  Walter  F.  Ware  Co.  Dept.  c,  Phila.,Pa. 
Makers  of  the  Celebrated  Sanito  Suspensory  No.  50 


Genuine  Diamonds 

$1,  $2,  $3,  Weekly 

Save  money  on  your  Diamonds 
by  buying  from  us.  We  are 
Diamond  Importers.  Terms, 
$1,  $2  or  $3  Weekly.  We 
guarantee  you  every  advantage 
in  Price  and  Quality. 

Write  to-day  for  Catalogue,  it  Is  free. 

We  send  Diamonds  to  any  part  of  Canada  for  inspection 
at  our  expense.  Payments  may  be  made  Weekly  or 
Monthly. 

JACOBS  BROS.,  Diamond  Importers 
15  Toronto  Arcade    -    -    Toronto,  Canada 


/  i 


Enjoy  a  luxury  in 
camp 

Take  a  few  tins  of  Klim  with  you 
and  have  fresh,  pasteurized  separa- 
ted milk  with  the  flavor  Nature  gave 
it.  You  will  drink  it  with  a  relish. 
It  adds  flavor  to  your  biscuits, 
flapjacks,  tea,  coffee  and  cocoa. 

Klim  is  milk  with  the  butterfat 
and  water  removed.  You  get  plenty 
of  fat  at  less  cost  in  many  of  the  other 
things  you  eat  everyday.  Klim  is  a 
dry  powder  that  can  be  restored  to 
its  original  liquid  state  by  whipping 
into  water. 

Your  grocer  has  Klim.  Ask  him 
for  the  blue-and-white-striped  one 
pound  tin  which  makes  four  quarts. 
Try  it  first  at  home. 


NEW 

GOODS 

IN 

STOCK 


.280  Copper  Tube  Ross  Cartridges.    .256  Newton  Cartridges 

We  expect  during  the  next  few  weeks,  SAVAGE  RIFLES,  all  calibres, 
NOW  IN  STOCK— REMINGTON  RIFLES,  Model  12A,  .22  calibre. 

WRITE  FOR  SPECIAL  PRICES* 

For  Your  Summer  Outing  Provide  Yourself  With  Pike  Equipment 

THE  RELIABLE  SPORTING  GOODS  SHOP 


o 


123  Koto  St. 

fishing  tackle,  sporting  goods  and  boat  hardware 


W.  F~  NYE 

•rtW  >tPfOaO.  MAM  USA 


TsportsnanS  fwenIT 

Odorless,  colorless,  clean  to  use, 
unaffected  by  climatic  changes, 
Nyoil  positively  keeps  rust 
away  from  firearms  and  fish- 
ing tackle  and  makes  itself  so 
generally  useful  as  to  become 
indispensable  to  the  outdoor  man. 
The  steady  growth  of  its  popularity 
among  sportsmen  is  due  to  the 
satisfaction  obtained  from  its 
use.  Ask  your  dealer.  Large  handy 
can,  35c.  postpaid.  Trial  bottle  15c. 
Wm.  F.  Nye,  New  Bedford,  Mass. 


0 


"PRKMUER"  MALLARD.  Reg.  U.  S.  Patent  OfMce 

On  your  hunting  trip  take  along  Mason's  Decoys — 
perfect  in  shape  and  coloring.  They  bring  down  the 
game  everytime. 

ASK  FOR  MASON'S  AND  GET  MASON'S. 

We  manufacture  all  species — Crow,  Duck,  Swan, 
Snipe  and  Geese — in  several  grades. 

Write  for  Illustrated  Catalogue — It's  Free. 

Mason's  Decoy  Factory 

5*0  Milford  and  P.  M.  R.  R.  Detroit,  Mich. 
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tries  another  holt  and  is  bolted  again  and  yet 
again.  The  water  is  now  the  color  of  mud 
because  of  the  hunting,  and  hounds  are 
speaking  to  his  scent  on  the  river  ever  and 
anon.  Deeper  and  louder  the  voices  become. 
The  excitement  born  of  hunting  is  now  at  its 
height.  The  ottei  leaps  out  among  hounds 
and  terriers  like  one  with  a  charmed  life. 
The  savage  scream-like  cry  of  a  hound  pro- 
claims that  the  otter  has  pinned  him  with 
those  teeth  that  can  with,  ease  manage  a 
thirty-pound  salmon,  in  its  own  elements. 
Yet,  perhaps,  the  little  beast  is  only  sixteen 
pounds,  perhaps  he's  twenty-eight  pounds. 
And  on  and  on — up  stream,  down  stream, "and 
back  into  the  pool  they  drive  their  otter  again. 
Very  likely,  this  has  gone  on  for  one  or  two 
hours. 

"The  durgi  is  getting  winded.  He  will  now  , 
try  the  land,  so  he  seeks  the  shelter  of  some 
brush  wood,  briars  and  the  what-not  of  the 
river  side;  he  thinks,  perhaps,  to  make  his 
way  across  to  another  brook — to  a  new  and 
stronger  holt  he  wots  of.  But  alas,  'tis  too 
late.    As  a  leading,  shaggy  hound  attempts 


to  seize  him  by  the  flank  he  turns  to  give  a 
snap  and  a  bite — a  bite  where  the  teeth  meet. 
The  hound  is  discomfited — but  for  only  a 
single  moment;  for  the  body  of  the  pack  is 
upon  him,  and  fighting  and  cutting,  and 
succumbing  only  to  numbers  the  otter  yields 
up  his  ghost.  Bid  the  loud  horns  proclaim 
the  spoiler's  fate — he  dies;  he  dies.  His, 
indeed,  has  been  a  brave  ending.  And  Mr. 
Protheroe,  a  most  estimable  master  it  must 
be  written,  will  tell  you  that  even  the  long 
fangs  of  all  his  pack  can  scarcely  perforate  or 
laceiate  that  pelt.  For  the  otter  is  the 
gamest  and  toughest  of  all  animals  that  is 
hunted  by  hounds  either  on  land  or  in  water. 

"The  dog  otter  hound  should  stand  about 
twenty-six  inches  at  shoulder,  the  bitch  about 
twenty-four  inches.  A  nice  weight  for  the 
dog  hound  is  sixty-five  pounds,  and  for  a 
bitch  fifty-five  pounds." 

There  are  very  few  otter  hounds  in  America. 
It  is  doubtful  if  they  could  be  used  success- 
fully on  otter  here  owing  to  the  intricate  lake 
and  stream  system  and  also  to  the  protection 
of  game  laws. 


Campbell  Dog  Team  Wins  Again 


In  the  1919  dog  race  that  finished  at 
The  Pas,  Manitoba,  Bates  Campbell,  "mush- 
ing" behind  his  dog  team,  crossen  the  finish 
line  first  in  the  annual  100  mile  Hudson 
Bay  Dog  Derby  at  twenty  minutes  after  one 
p.m.  Campbell  made  the  course  without 
stopping  in  fifteen  hours  and  thirty-five 
minutes.  McKay  a  favorite,  was  second. 
Five  out  of  seven  entries  went  the  hundred 
miles  without  rest  and  finished.  The  test 
was  one  of  endurance  as  well  as  speed,  as  the 


trail  was  banked  high,  with  new  snow  in  spots, 
and  badly  cut  up  in  other  places.  Campbell's 
huskies,  coming  from  behind  on  the  home 
stretch,  nosed  out  the  strong  McKay  team 
by  the  length  of  two  dogs.  Hayes,  third  to 
finish,  was  less  than  twenty  feet  behind 
McKay.  Campbell  drove  the  same  dog  team 
that  his  brother,  Albert  Campbell,  piloted  to 
victory  in  the  Winnipeg-St.  Paul  race  last 
year.  A  big  crowd  saw  the  sensational 
finish. 


The  Airedale 

Although  the  sporting  possibilities  of 
terriers  have  usually  been  limited  in  popular 
"opinion  to  rat  killing,  within  recent  years 
many  sportsmen  in  -all  parts  of  the  country 
have  come  to  realize  that  the  Airedale,  by 
virtue  of  his  unusual  physical  qualifications  of 
size,  strength  and  coat,  his  remarkably  keen 
nose  and  wonderful  intelligence,  possesses  a 
sphere  of  all  around  usefulness  to  the  sports- 
man that  is  not  approached  by  any  other 
breed  of  dogs.  The  disposition  of  a  young 
Airedale  terrier,  like  a  healthy  growing  boy, 
is  all  energy,  dash  and  go.     He  doesn't  want 


as  a  Hunter 

to  keep  still  and  it  is  impossible  for  him  to  do 
so;  he  has  got  to  be  doing  something.  With 
it  all,  he  is  full  of  life  and  pluck.  When  taken 
out  for  a  ramble  he  goes  trotting  about  here 
and  there  looking  for  something  to  worry, 
now  working  his  way  laboriously  through  a 
brush-pile  or  under  a  hedge,  now  peering 
expectantly  into  some  burrow  which  he  en- 
larges with  a  few  vigorous  strokes  of  his 
sturdy  paws.  It  is  this  healthy  independence 
of  character  and  aggressiveness  of  spirit, 
properly  developed  and  controlled,  that  makes 
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NORTHERN 
ONTARIO 

This  vast  new  land  of  promise  is  one  degree 
South  of  Winnipeg,  and  is  big  enough  to  include 
the  six  New  England  and  four  Middle  States  of 
the  American  Union. 

Aside  from  its  immense  resources  in  timber,  mineral,  waterpower,  fish,  game  and  scenery,  NORTHERN 
ONTARIO  contains  millions  of  acres  of  fertile,  arable  land  fit  for  mixed  farming  which  may  be  had  by 
returned  soldiers  and  sailors  in  160  acre  blocks  free;  to  others,  18  years  and  over,  50  cents  per  acre. 

Already  there  are  thousands  of  miles  of  colonization  roads  and  steam  railways  spreading  like  a  spider's 
web  over  a  huge  part  of  that  immense  lorest-robed  territory. 

For  free  descriptive  literature,  write 

H.  A.  MACDONELL,  Director  of  Colonization,  Parliament  Buildings,  TORONTO,  CANADA 

G.  H.  FERGUSON,  Minister  of  Lands,  Forests  and  Mines. 


v  thfsjhac/e  Mar/T  m 


The  Trade  Mark  is  on  every  genuine 
"PETERBOROUGH  CANOE" 


BUY 


and  is  backed 
by  a  guaran- 
tee. It  will 
pay  you  to  get 
our  catalogue  and'investigate 


Address 

Peterborough  Canoe  Co 
Ltd.,  288  Water  Street, 
Peterborough,  Canada 


We  make  a  complete  line  of 

CANOES,  ROW  BOATS, 
SPECIAL  OUTBOARD 
MOTOR  BOATS, 

DINGYS  &  LAUNCHES 


COLLAPSIBLE 
MINNOW-TRAP 

— —  A  Proven  Success  

"On«  of  the  ,be*t  angler4  "tricks" 

produced  in  nrtany  Seasorvs" . ......  New  York 

<5up«nor  to  anything  of'-the  kind 

^  *ve  have  ever  seen".   Philadelphia 

It  certainly  catches  the  minnows  end  its 

compactness  is  ai^excellent^featore*'  ToAonto 
MADE  OF  CELLULOID  "UNBREAKABLE  AND  INVISIBLE 
IN  %VATF«  THE  ONLY  COLLAPSIBLE  TRAP  onthb  MARKET 

S"500 

V^y  •  •  Kcmifbi)  Money  Order  onitj 

A.J.ALGATE 

73  e.  Adelaide  sy.  Toronto -can  *~  foldeo 


Catch  Fish, 


Eels,  Mink,  Muskrats  etc.,  in  large 
numbers,  with  the  New,  Folding, 
Galvanized  Steel  Wire  Trap.  It 
catches  them  like  a  fly-trap  catches  flies.  Strong  and  dur- 
able. Made  in  all  sizes.  Write  for  descriptive  Price  List,  and 
our  Free  Booklet  on  best  bait  known  for  attracting  all  kinds 
of  fish.  J.  F.  Gregory,  3308  Oregon  Ave.,  St.  Louis,  Mo. 


PRINCE  GEORGE 


TORONTO 


CANADA 


Magnificiently  Furnished.  Liberally  '  Conducted. 

Cuisine  unexcelled.  Courteous  and  Prompt  Service. 
European  Plan.    American  Plan. 

SAMUEL  H.  THOMPSON,  Proprietor 


KEEP  YOUR  GUN  CLEAN! 
HOPPE'S 

NITRO  POWDER  SOLVENT 
No.  9 

{Trade  Mark  Registered) 
A  liquid  not  made  with  acids;  thoroughly 
removes  the  residue  of  any  high  power 
powder,  including  black  powder — prevents 
rusting  in  "any  climate — removes  metal 
fouling  and  leading.  Nitro  Powder  Sol- 
vent has  been  put  to  the  test  at  National 
Rifle  Ranges ;  used  by  U.  S.  Riflemen; 
endorsed  by  prominent  sportsmen;  never 
fails  to  do  all  claimed  for  it.  Sold  by 
dealers  in  guns  and  at  Hardware  dealers. 

FRANK  A.  HOPPE,  2314  N.  8TH  ST.,  PHILADELPHIA,  PA. 


SANITO  SUSPENSORY 

No.  50  ^ 

All  elastic.  Self  adjusting. 
Anatomic  fit.  Will  not  chafe. 
No  buckles.  The  pouch  is 
open  at  rear,  and  thereby  more 
sanitary. 

Perfectly  comfortable;  need  not  remove 
from  scrotum  when  seated  at  closet,  and 
can  be  boiled  to  cleanse  without  injury 
to  the  rubber. 

The  Sanito  No.  50  should  be  worn  con- 
stantly to  promote  health  and  vigor. 
If  yonr  dealer  will  not  furnish,  send  us   d>  I  in  stamps,  specifying 
large,  medium  or  small  pouch  and  waist  measurement.  Satisfac- 
tion guaranteed  or  money  refunded. 

The  Walter  F.  Ware  Co.    DePt-  C>  Phila..  Pa  , 

Makers  of  the  No.  44  Mispah  Jock 


3  sizes 
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the  finished  Airedale  the  most  useful  of  all- 
around  hunting  dogs. 

Airedales  take  as  readily  to  hunting  rabbits 
as  they  do  to  killing  rats,  and  will  work  brush 
piles  and  hedges  most  industriously.  They 
will  jump  rabbits  that  may  be  shot  in  fiont 
of  them  or  whose  trail  may  be  taken  up  by 
beagles  and  hounds.  Although  Airedales 
have  good  noses,  they  are  not  as  keen  as  a 
hound  and  cannot  distinguish  between  iresh 
and  old  tracks  and  are  apt  to  spend  a  good 


deal  of  time  pottering  on  old  trails  or  working 
on  a  back  trail.  They  can  be  broken  of  this 
fault,  or  rather,  they  can  be  kept  from  getting 
into  the  habit,  by  taking  them  out  early  in 
the  season  and  getting  them  to  work  on  young 
rabbits  that  are  in  the  meadows  and  orchards 
or  along  the  thickets,  before  the  latter  have 
acquired  much  cunning  or  taken  to  holing. 
At  this  time  rabbits  are  easily  caught  and  the 
puppy,  as  soon  as  he  has  run  one  down,  will 
start  hustling  about  to  jump  another. 


"Two  Birds  With  the  One  Stone" 


To  kill  a  deer  at  130  paces  with  one  bullet, 
is  considered  fair  shooting  but  when  one  shot 
fired  from  a  .303  drops  two  animals,  at  that 


distance,  even  the  professional  Nimrods  sit 
up  and  take  notice.  Mr.  F.  J.  Campbell  of 
the  Canada  Paper  Company,  Windsor  Mills, 
Quebec,  sent  in  an  account  of  the  unique 


killing  of  a  buck  and  a  doe  with  the  bullet 
reproduced.  "Mr:  N.  Rouillard,  the  foreman 
of  St.  George  Camp,  was  going  through  the 
bush  in  December,  when  he  sighted  the  head 
of  a  buck,  which  was  standing  still  at  a  dis- 
tance of  130  paces,  as  ascertained  later.  He 
fired  a  .303  Savage  and  the  buck  dropped. 
Imagine  his  surprise  when  he  found  two  deer 
instead  of  one.  The  bullet  had  passed  through 
the  head  of  the  buck  just  over  the  eyes  and 
then  hit  the  doe,  which  had  been  standing 
unseen,  breaking  her  back.  The  two  were 
lying  about  ten  feet  apart,  the  buck  dead  but 
the  doe  was  still  struggling." 


The  country  contiguous  to  Mount  Robson  and  Jasper  Parks  in  the  Canadian  Rockies  is  well 
stocked  with  big  game,  being  the  mecca  of  hunters  from  all  parts  of  the  continent.  Three 
caribou  are  seen  in  this  picture,  having  been  snapped  after  they  had  followed  the  camera 
outfit  for  nearly  a  mile. 
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-         ^  t      *       •  <  r      X  7  OU  know  what  the  gorilla  is— the  huge, 

I  hilYlP^  I  CltlGY  S  hQ.lt /I  Y  silent  uncanny  man-monkey  who  glides 
S^IIUJ  IVS  S^UllUI  O  M  Ullll  X  through  the  dark,  tangled  African  jungle 
#*1  f as  swiftly  and  easily  as  a  shadow.  You  know 
III  It  lie  that  gun  barrels  have  been  bent  by  his  black, 

OZT/1    Onnn  sins*  hairy  wire-sinewed  fingers— have  been  crushed 

.ZbU'OOOU   bQl  Cige  by  his  ghastly  protruding  fangs.     You  know 

^  ^  ^  ^  supernatural  vitality,  his  fiendish  intelli- 

gence and  his  horrible  vindictiveness  when  attacked.  Even 
the  lion  fears  him.  He's  the  most  unnerving  problem  a 
hunter  can  face.  .  .         .  . 

Why  was  it*  that  when  cnaries  Cottar,  the  experienced  Ameri- 
can big-game  hunter,  tracked  the  gorilla  through  the  dense, 
tropical  East  African  bush,  the  rifle  he  deliberately  selected 
from  his  arsenal  for  this  nerve-straining,  hair-raising,  des- 
perate work,  was  his  .250-3000  Savage  ? 

Think  it  over.  And  remember  that  this  same  6-shot  repeater 
weighs  only  7  pounds— that  it  has  a  point-blank  range  of  over 
300  yards — that  it  is  accurate  enough  to  make  "possibles  at 
800  yards  and  that  it  hardly  kicks  at  all.        ,  .  . 

See  it  at  your  dealers;  get  the  "feel"  of  it  in  your  own 
hands  or  write  us  for  particulars. 

Savage  Arms  Corporation 


UTICA.iN.Y. 
Sharon,  Pa.  Detroit,  Mich. 

Executive  andExport  Offices 
50  Church  Street.^New^York^City 


Philadelphia,  Pa. 


Manufacturers  of£ Hi-Power  andj  Small  Calibre 
Sporting  Rifles,  Automatic  Pistols_ and  Ammunition 


250-3000  Savage  Rifle,  take  down  model.  22-inch 
tapered  round  barrel  with  integral  sight  base 
Checked  extra  full  pistol  grip  and  forearm,  checked 
trigger.  Corrugated  steel  shot  gun  buttplate.  Com- 
mercial silver  bead  front  and  flat-topped  wind- 
gauge  sporting  rear  sights.    Weight  about  7  lbs. 
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Irish  Rifle  Association 


A  Reply  to  Bisley  Marksman's  Criticism 


The  unwarranted  criticism  of  the  Irish 
Rifle  Association  appearing  in  the  June  issue 
of  the  "Rod  and  Gun'"  is  an  outburst  which 
scarcely  deserves  notice.  Absurd  as  the 
article  is,  with  its  contortion  of  facts,  and 
contradictory  statements,  we  do  not  propose 
to  allow  the  sophistical  utterances  of  a  "Has 
Been"  Bisley  Marksman  to  influence  such 
readers  who  are  not  acquainted  with  the  true 
history  and  activities  of  the  Irish  Rifle  Asso- 
ciation. The  tirade  palpably  emanates  from 
a  small  clique  of  riflemen,  headed  by  an 
ex-Bisley  marksman,  who  evidently  has  a 
personal  grievance  to  air  against  our  Asso- 
ciation, and  we  wish  to  express  our  surprise 
that  you  should  permit  the  use  of  your 
bright  little  magazine  as  a  medium  for  pub- 
lication of  such  trash,  which  is  representative 
of  the  opinion  of  a  disgruntled  minority  only. 

And  why  does  not  B.  M.  sign  his  name? 
Does  he  lack  the  courage  of  his  convictions,  or 
does  he  wish  to  preserve  his  ignoble  incognito 
for  the  approaching  0.  R.  A.  meet,  where 
he  will  meet  and  come  in  contact  with  many 
of  the  Irish  Association  against  whom  he 
raves?  But,  unfortunately  for  Mr.  Afraid- 
to-sign-his-name,  we  are  well  acquainted 
with  his  identity. 

His  sneer  at  Mr.  Smith  as  an  "amateur"  is 
amusing,  and  we  are  prepared  to  back  our 
amusement  substantially  that  this  "amateur" 
could  beat  Mr.  B.  M.  at  any  range  or  ranges 
available  at  Long  Branch.  Mr.  Smith 
joined  the  Association  two  years  ago,  a  green 
marksman,  and  his  remarkable  improvement 
and  present  ability  as  a  shot  are  too  well- 
known  to  mention  here.  But  the  point  is  this, 
that  Mr.  Smith  and  many  others  were  trained 
entirely  by  the  Irish  Rifle  Association,  yet 
B.  M.  wants  to  know  what  we  have  done  to 
promote  rifle  shooting.  A  few  lines  further  on, 
he  admits  that  we  carried  on  practice  through- 
out the  war,  and  we  suppose  still  wants  to 
know  what  we  have  done. 

This  practice  during  the  war  produced 
such  marksmen  as  Mr.  Smith  and  many 
others  who  are  not  to  be  sneeFed  at  because 
they  have  not  had  the  opportunity  of  shooting 
at  the  DR. A.,  O.R.A.,  and  Bisley.  In  fact, 
the  Irish  Rifle  Association  can  put  a  team 
of  tyros  in  the  field  that  would  make  any  team 
of  ex-Bisley  marksmen,  picked  and  cap- 
tained by  our  criticizer,  sit  up  and  take  no  Lice. 
And,  by  the  way,  what  has  Mr.  "Has  Been' 


Bisley  Marksman  done  himself  by  way  of 
promoting  rifle  shooting  during  the  past  five 
years?  Possibly  "knocking"  the  Irish  Rifle 
Association  is  his  idea  of  doing  this.  And 
why  does  he  not  do  his  "knocking"  in  the 
open? 

That  many  of  our  members  are  identified 
with  the  militia,  and  may  line  up  with  their 
respective  regiments  at  the  O.R.A.  meet,  is 
quite  true,  but  why  should  not  the  I.R.A.  take 
credit  for  their  good  scores  when  shooting  for 
and  with  the  I.R.A.,  and  using  the  privileges 
which  accompany  membership?  And  the 
very  fact  that  these  militiamen  were  prac- 
tically dependent  on  the  I.  R.  A.  for  regular 
practice  is  another  argument  as  to  what  we 
have  done  to  promote  rifle  shooting."  And 
we  venture  the  statement  that  many  of  the 
best  individual  scores  made  at  the  O.  R.  A. 
meet,  for  whatever  unit  they  are  made,  will 
be  directly  traceable  to  practice  afforded  to 
them  by  this  Association.  As  to  the  actual 
team  that  this  Association  will  be  able  to 
put  in  the  field  after  withdrawal  of  mem- 
bers for  their  regiments,  its  strength  may  sur- 
prise our  criticizing  friend. 

As  for  the  so-called  "Board  of  Trade" 
team  which  defeated  the  Irish  team  in  1915 
B.  M.  omitted  to  mention  the  fact  that  the 
Irish  team  used  Mark  VI.  "round-nose" 
ammunition  whilst  the  "Board  of  Trade" 
team  used  Mark  VII  "pointed."  The  idea 
was  that  the  latter  team,  being  a  junior 
team,  should  be  allowed  this  handicap  which 
could  conservatively  be  estimated  as  worth 
three  points  per  man.  And  when  this  "jun- 
ior" team  appeared,  it  was  found  that  they 
were  the  pick  of  two  battalions  of  one  of  the 
militia  regiments!  This  "ordinary"  team 
"with  scarcely  any  practice,"  (having  prac- 
tised all  their  adult  lives  in  some  cases)  cer- 
tainly accomplished  a  wonderful  achievement 
in  defeating  the  Irish  team. 

The  insertion  of  Sharpe's  targets  was  a 
private  enterprise,  and  we  would  advise  B. 
M.  to  take  that  matter  up  with  Mr.  Sharpe 
himself,  but  if,  as  he  says,  he  does  not  for  a 
moment  believe  that  such  targets  were  made, 
why  does  he  end  up  with  the  contradictory 
statement  that  he  has  personally  seen  just 
as  good  a  performance  many  times  before? 

The  innuendo  that  some  applications  for 
membership  are  refused  without  good  reason, 
is  without  foundation,  and  he  may  consider 
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Newton  Rifles  and  Ammunition  ! 


j  ^j^^^^^^^^^^^iww 'made  and  sold  by  | 

j  The  Newton  Arms  Corporation  WotTYorBkdg  j 

1  Successors  to  The  Newton  Arms  Co.  Inc.,  Buffalo,  N.Y. 

!  i 


FOR  SALE    KIT   BAGS    R-A.F.  STORES 

Slightly  used,  but  in  good  condition.    Made  of  heavy  Khaki  Duck,  Cord  and  Gromnett 
fastener.    Size,  10  ins.  diameter  at  bottom,  23  ins.  deep,  top  to  bottom. 

SPECIAL  PRICE  TO  CLEAR,  50c  DELIVERED 


Discounts  in  Quantities. 


EVERY  SPORTSMAN  CAN  USE  THESE 


THE 


D.  PIKE  CO. 

THE  RELIABLE  SPORTING  GOODS  SHOP 

123  KING  ST.  E.,  TORONTO 


LTD, 


FOLDING   PUNCTURE-PROOF  CANVAS  BOATS 

Light,  easy  to  handle,  no  leaks  or  repairs;  check  as  baggage,  carry  by  hand; 
safe  for  family;  all  sizes;  non-sinkable;  stronger  than  wood;  used  by  U.  S. 
and  Foreign  Governments.   Awarded  First  Prize  at  Chicago  and  St.  Louis 
World's  Fairs.   We  fit  our  boats  for  Outboard  Motors.  Catalogue. 
KING  FOLDING  CANVAS  BOAT  CO.  465  Harrison  St.,  Kalamazoo,  Mich. 


HAND  CAST  BULLETS 

And|hand  loaded  shells  are  almost  invariably  used  by  expert  shooters. 
They  give  more  accurate  results  than  factory  loaded  ammunition  and 
the  saving  in  cost  is  considerable.  Write  to-day  and  send  us  the  name 
and  caliber  of  your  rifle  or  revolver.  - 

IDEAL  MANUFACTURING  COMPANY 

264  MEADOW  STREET  NEW  HAVEN,  CONN. 
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Automobile  Troubles  and  How  to  Remedy  Them 

By  CHARLES  P.  ROOT 

CONTENTS — Back  firing,  Blow-back  of  gas  into  carburetor,  Popping  noises,  Buzz  in 
coil  (other  than  contact  breaker  buzz),  clatter  and  grind  in  gear  box,  Compression,  faulty, 
Compression,  none,  Explosions,  Irregular  or  uncertain  running.  Metallic  or  puffing  noises, 
Misfires,  Resistance  slight  when  operating  starting  handle,  Start,  failure  to,  Steering  er- 
atic,  Stoppage  of  engine,  Water  escapes,  Air  lock,  Batteries,  Bearings,  Bent  axle,  Brakes, 
Carburation,  Change  Speed  gear,  Clutch,  Coil,  Connecting  rod  or  crank  shaft  broken, 
Contact  breaker  (High  tension  magneto),  Contact  maker,  Knock  in  bearings  generally  or 
in  Transmission  system.  Leaks:  Loss  of  power,  Gear,  Governor,  Hunting,  Ignition,  Lub- 
rication, Misfires,  Muffler  troubles,  Noise,  Overheating,  Pipes  burst  out  or  fractured, 
Piston  troubles,  Popping  in  carburetor,  Pressure  leaking  (in  case  of  pressure  feed)  Pre- 
ignition,  Short  circuits.  Spark  plug,  Steam  bound  or  air  lock,  Steering,  Supply  pipe 
choked,  Tining,  Th*es,  Valves,  valve  springs,  Water  circulation,  Wheels. 


Prices*  Flexible  Leather  $1.59 


Cloth  Binding  $1.00 


W.  J.  TAYLOR,  LIMITED,  PUBLISHER,        WOODSTOCK,  ONT. 


Letter  from  an  American  Reader 


Editor,  Rod  and  Gun: 

^  It  is  surely 'a  treat  to  read  many  of  the 
really  fine  articles  and  stories  that  appear  in 
Rod  and  Gun  in  Canada,  they  bring  so  vividly 
to  the  reader  the  personalities  of  their  authors 
who  surely  are  ardent  lovers  of  God's  great 
big  beautiful  world  and  the  clean  free  out-of- 
doors,  and  one  can  get  from  them  a  very 
fair  view  of  Canada  with  its  wild  enchanting 
woods  and  streams  and  mountains.  Some 
sad  things  appear  occasionally,  references  to 
the  boys  who  went  "over  there."  to  help  make 
a  better  world — a  cleaner  place  to  live  in. 
To  the  fathers  and  mothers  we  would  like 
to  say  a  word  of  comfort  but  we  can  hardly 
do  moie  than  let  them  know  that  they  have 
our  heartfelt  sympathy.  After  all  life  is 
very  short  and  uncertain  at  best  and  the 
better  part  of  life  consists  of  deeds,  notwords. 

At  the  beginning  of  the  war  when  the 
Canadians  got  their  first  whiffs  of  the  Huns' 
damnable  gas  I  can  easily  imagine  what  they 
thought,  they,  who  being  sportsmen,  had  the 
inherent  instinct  to  play  fair.  I  can  imagine 
their  disgust,  and  how  this  was  soon  replaced 
by  righteous  wrath  and  how  they  got  back 
at  them  has  been  told  and  will  be  re-told  for 
all  time. 

I  have  noticed  that  in  a  recent  issue  another 
has  misunderstood  or  at  any  rate  gives  the 
impression  that  he  does,  what  Mr.  A.  A. 
Haines  said  about  shooting  a  revolver  from 
rest — and  with  both  hands.  I  must  confess, 
with  regret,  that  I  made  a  similar  mistake 
once,  but  "never  again." 

Not  for  all  the  revolvers  on  earth  would  I 
say  anything  to  hurt  Mr.  Haines'  feelings. 
He  has  done  more  to  enlighten  some  of  us 
on  practical  shooting  and  the  proper  use  of 
guns  than  any  other  writer  I  know  of.  He 
takes  pains  to  experiment  and  tells  what  he 
knows  to  be — not  what  some  one  else  says — 
and  very  seldom  tells  us  who  know  nothing 


about  it  the  very  nice  refinements  of  scientific 
— gunning,  shall  we  call  it?  I  believe  him  to 
be  a  ^ery  good  rifle  and  revolver  shot,  one 
who  can  easily  and  consistently  make  a  tin 
can  rattle  at  reasonable  distances  without 
any  recourse  to  rest — or  two  hands  with  a 
revolver. 

Many  questions  are  asked  through  Rod 
and  Gun  and  it  is  very  pleasant  to  read  how 
nicely  and  clearly  the  questions  are  answered. 
Any  questions  asked,  or  any  experiences  given, 
are  very  interesting,  provided,  of  course,  the 
questions  are  honestly  asked  and  the  ex- 
periences truthfully  told.  Bits  of  instruc- 
tion often  come  from  unexpected  sources  and 
useful  knowledge  is  always  to  be  prized  no 
matter  whether  exquisitely  or  more  or  less 
crudely  served.  When  a  person  is  really 
thirsty  a  drink  of  cold  nice  water  tastes  as 
well  from  a  tin  dipper  as  from  a  gold  goblet. 

Advice  is  often  solicited  as  to  what  guns 
are  best.  I  wish  I  could  give  the  proper 
advice  but  do  not  pretend  to  be  an  authority. 
I  have,  however,  found  Colt's  .22  Automatic 
to  be  a  very  accurate  pistol  and  the  ammuni- 
tion is  cheap.  The  Winchester  .22  octagon 
barrel  suits  me  perfectly — .22  short  only. 
Colt's  Army  Special  .38  using  full  33  special 
cartridges  is  entirely  dependable — a  45  S.  A. 
or  New  Service  is  O.K.  if  you  want  more 
punch,  and  every  make  of  modern  high  power 
rifle  is  good — make  your  own  choice.  Yours 
truly  got  a  Krag  carbine  from  Uncle  Sam 
for  $3.06  which  is  •all  the  high  power  gun  I 
wish  for. 

I  love  the  outdoors — delight  to  go  into  the 
wild  places  and  see  the  wild  things — do  not 
shoot  them,  except  the  vicious  kind,  and  not 
always  then — circumstances  govern.  A  pe- 
culiar elation  takes  possession  of  me  if  I  am 
c  aught  in  a  wild  driving  storm  in  the  moun- 
tains, remote  from  human  habitation,  and  I 
am  not  alone  in  this.    Who  is  it  that  said : 
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THE  INTERNATIONAL 

Kerosene  Gas  Burner 

Makes  Cooking  a  Pleasure 

No-Ashes   No  Dirt  No  Muss 

Just  turn  a  valve,  light  a  match,  and  presto,  you  have  a  hot,  concentrated 
flame.  In  five  minutes  you  have  [intense  heat  right  where  you  want  it. 
Burns  ordinary  coal  oil,  consuming  only  one  gallon  in  nine  hours  steady 
burning.    So  simple  in  operation  a  child  can  use  it  with  absolute  safety. 

Save  time,  temper  and  money;.   Get  a  stove 
that's  always  at  your  service. 

Price  of  Double  Burner  Complete,  Including  Installation,  $18.50 

Buy  Your  Burner  To-day — It  is  Going  to  be  Hot  To-morrow 

National  Burners,  Limited 

Main  1278.  114-16  Jarvis  Street,  TORONTO 


Canada's  Victory  Celebration 

To  be  Opened  by  H.  R.  H.  The  Prince  of  Wales 

.  00  EXHIBITION  c  t  , 
Aug.  Li  TORONTO  p 

Imcomparable  Programme  Eclipsing  all  Former  Triumphs 
GRENADIER  GUARDS       SURRENDERED       CANADA'S  OFFICIAL 
BAND  GERMAN  U-BOAT        WAR  TROPHIES 

CANADIAN  WAR  MEMORIAL  PAINTINGS 
Hundreds  of  masterpieces  recording  every  phase  of  operations  overseas  during  the  war. 

GORGEOUS  SPECTACLE— THE  FESTIVAL  OF  TRIUMPH 
Uncommonly  picturesque,  inspiring  and  colorful. 

Mammoth  live  stock  show — Tractors — Acres  of  manufactures — Government  exhibits  and 
demonstrations — Four  days  of  speed  trials — Mile-a-minute  motorboats — Poultry,  dog  and 
cat*shows — International  photographic  salon. 

AND  SCORES  OF  OTHER  EXTRAORDINARY  ATTRACTIONS. 
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"There  is  a  pleasure  in  the  pathless  woods, 
There  is  a  rapture  in  the  lonely  shore, 

There  is  society  where  none  intrudes 

By  the  dgep  sea  with  music  in  its  roar." 

All  best  wishes  in  the  world  for  all  true 
lovers  of  the  out-of-doors  in  the  world — and 
that  of  course  includes  all  the  readers  of  Rod 
and  Gun.  — "Oregon." 


THIS   COFFEE   HAS   REAL  FLAVOR. 

Readers  of  Rod  and  Gun  in  Canada  will 
be  very  much  interested  to  learn  that  real 
coffee  has  at  last  been  perfected  in  soluble 
form. 

It  is  nothing  more  nor  less  than  the  famous 
Baker-ized  Barrington  Hall,  which  has  been 
known  favorably  throughout  Canada  for 
years,  prepared  at  the  factory  and  reduced  to 
a  soluble  powder  which  dissolves  instantly 
upon  addition  of  hot  or  cold  water. 

For  the  outdoor  enthusiast,  whether  he 
be  on  a  hunting,  fishing  or  motoring  trip, 
Soluble  Barrington  Hall  seems  to  offer  a 


perfect  solution  of  the  need  for  good  coffee 
when  on  the  trail. 

It's  a  welcome  day  when  the  out-door 
enthusiast  can  always  be  sure  of  having  good 
coffee  ready  on  the  instant. 

An  interesting  advertisement  describing 
Barrington  Hall  Coffee  will  be  found  in  a 
future  issue. 


ISSUE  NEAT  CATALOGUE. 

The  Evinrude  people  have  issued  a  neatly 
illustrated  catalog,  which  shows  the  many 
features  of  their  detachable  motors.  One  of 
the  many  uses  to  which  this  serviceable  motor 
can  be  put  is  that  of  furnishing  motive  power 
for  canoes.  Canoe  Evinruding  is  a  sport  that 
is  gaining  greatly  in  popularity  and  is  bound 
to  be  the  sport  for  all  lovers  of  excitement  on 
the  water.  This  speedy  motor,  with  a  score 
of  varied  qualities  is  made  by  the  Evinrude 
Motor  Company  of^Milwaukee,  Wisconsin. 
Their  Canadian  agents  are  A.  R.  Williams- 
Machinery  Company,  Toronto. 


Maligne  Lake,  Jasper  Park,  Alberta.  This  picture  depicts  the  lower  end  of  what  is  undoubt- 
edly one  of  the  most  beautiful  lakes  in  all  the  Rockies. 
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DECOY  FOLOED. 


LURE  DUCKS  OUT  OF  THE  SKY 

by  using  our  Automatic  or  Illinois  River  Folding  Decoys 
They  are  the  finest  decoys  ever  invented  and  we  guarantee  them 
against  defect.    Write  for  prices,  circulars,  etc. 

J.  W.  REYNOLDS  DECOY  FACTORY,  Chicago.U.S.A. 


It  Hooks  'em  Every  Time ! 


The  position  of  the  HOOK  is  the  reason.  Hook  releases  when  fish  strikes 

  and  sudden  stop  when  hook  reaches  end  of  slotsets  the  hook 

firmly  into  jaw.  Darts  and 
dives  just  like  a  real  fish. 
(Catches  more  than  any 
other  spoon  or  wooden 
minnow.  Great  for  all 
Bass,  Trout,  Musky,  Pike,  Sal- 
sizes.     Ask  your  dealer  for 


game  fish  such  as  Black  . 

mon.  Cod,  Tarpon,  etc.  Made  in  six  ..™  , —  

Knowles  Automatic  Striker  or  we  will  send  it  postpaid.  Fully  guaranteed 
Catalog  free.    Finishes:  SILVER— -SILVER  AND  COPPER-— BRASS 

Length   1%"      2%"    23/4n     3%'      4%"  5%" 

Price  each   35c    35c  55c  75c  90c  $1.25 

S.  E.  KNOWLES,  79  Sherwood  Bldg.,  San  Francisco,  Cal. 


Baby 
Crab1  i 
98% 
Weedless 


Heddon 
Carter-Built  Reels 
Jim  Heddon  2-Piece  Rods 
Baby  Crab  and  Other  Minnows 

"AsK  the  Fish  t9 9  ^ 
Jas.Heddon's  Sons, 

Dowagiac,  Mich. 


Instructions  for  Net  Making 

Fish  Nets  easily 
made  b  y  photo- 
graphs and  print- 
ed instructions. 
Send  to  day  and  learn  how.  Price  25c  postpaid. 
W.  E.  CLAYTON  Altoona,  Kansas 


KEATING  S 

,,  POWDER 


Take  Heating's  on  your  Holi- 
day. Heating's  kills  EVERY 
Bug,  Flea,  Fly,  Moth,  Ant, 
Wasp  or  Mosquito  coming  into 
contact  with  it.  In  Cartons, 
15c,  25c  and  40c. 


LIGHTING 

"Akron"  400  Candle-Power  Lan- 
tern makes  and  burns  its  own 
gas  from  common  gasoline. 
Brighter  than  electricity.  Carry 
it  anywhere.  Wind  proof.  Depen- 
dable, cheap,  safe,  guaranteed 

COOKING 

Handy  Cook  Stove.  Use  it  in- 
doors or  outside.  Sizzling  hot  in 
2  minutes-  Have  a  warm  meal 
anywhere,  anytime.  Strong, 
reliable,  inexpensive,  guaranteed. 
Write  for  special  prices  and  catalog. 

AKRON  CAS  LAMP  CO.  SketoT" 


THE  FISHERMAN'S  JOY 

Sturdy  and  strong,  light,  elegantly  shaped  and  finished — a  canoe  that  completes  the 
fisherman's  outfit — That  is  the 

CHESTNUT  CANOE 

The  Chestnut  Pleasure,  Sponson  and  Cruiser  Canoes  are  built  of  the  toughest  New 
B  runswick  Cedar  and  covered  with  a  seamless  absolutely  waterproof  canvas.  All  the  fas- 
tenings  are  of  copper — the  ends  are  protected  with  brass — they  are  built  to  withstand  the 
effects  of  heat  or  cold,  wear  and  water. 

Chestnut  Canoe  Co.  Limited,  box  445,  Fredericton,  N.B. 


236 


ROD  AND  GUN  IN  CANADA 


our  emblem  applicable  to  himself  only,  as  far 
as  membership  goes;  all  we  insist  on  is  that 
the  applicant  be  of  British  birth  and  good 
character,  and  that  he  will  make  the  interests 
of  the  Association  his  first  consideration. 

If  Mr.  Old  Timer  had  taken  the  trouble  to 
acquaint  himself  with  Bisley  conditions  and 
program  of  1919  before  venting  his  "grouch," 
he  would  not  sneer  at  the  200,  500  and  600 
yard  ranges.  The  blatant  utterances  of  Mr. 
Old  Timer  will  not  affect  the  future  of  the 
Irish  Rifle  Association,  and  we  are  glad  of 
this  opportunity  to .  rip  his  idiotic  criticism 
up  the  back,  and  expose  him  for  what  he  is, 
a  writer  of  anonymous  slander,  discreditable 
to  the  fine  class  of  riflemen  whose  name 


he  uses  to  hide  his  real  identity.  And  in 
conclusion,  we  once  more  ask — why  does 
Mr.  Bisley  J  Marksman  protect  himself  with 
a  nom-de-plume?  Safety  first  can  it  be?  We 
wonder. 

(Signed)  D.  Spence, 
13  O'Hara  Ave. 

President. 
Irish   Rifle  Association. 


Ed.  Note — The  columns  of  Rod  and  Gun 
are  open  to  readers  at  all  times  for  discussions 
and  criticisms  of  articles,  departments,  etc. 
However  Rod  and  Gun  does  not  assume  any 
responsibility  for,  or  necessarily  endorse, 
views  expressed  by  contributors. 


St.  Thomas  International  a  Huge  Success.   Good  Scores  and 
Hot  Weather  Characterize  Tournament 


"Pull   Bang...   Hit."  And 

Frank  S.  Wright  of  Buffalo  only  did  that  437  times 
out  of  a  possible  440,  at  sixteen  yards  at  the  Grand 
International  Trapshooting  Tournament  held  in 
Pinafore  Park,  St.  Thomas  on  June  2,  3  and  4.  The 
Tournament,  which  had  the  honor  of  being  the  first 
of  importance  to  be  conducted  in  a  city  park,  was 
held  under  favorable  shooting  conditions  although  the 
heat  was  oppressive.  As  someone  remarked,  "It's 
only  95°  in  the  shade,  but  then  you  oon't  have  to 
stay  in  the  shade." 

A  Good  Attendance. 

All  of  the  boys  were  there  from  "Wes"  Hart,  of 
Dresden,  the  daddy  of  them  all,  to  Wilfrid  Peters  of 
Turnerville,  the  boy  prodigy  shot.  Sim  Glover  of 
Rochester,  and  Frank  Wright  of  Buffalo,  were  repre- 
sentative of  the  United  States  shooters  that  were  given 
a  royal  welcome  when  they  put  in  an  appearance  on 
the  first  day  of  the  shoot.  The  Toronto  '  reliables" 
were  on  the  job  and  prominent  among  their  number 
were  Geo.  M.  Dunk,  and  H.  W.  Cooey.  Mrs.  W.  D. 
O'Loane  of  St.  Thomas,  shot  next  to  her  husband 
in  Squad  No.  2,  and  had  the  honor  of  being  the  only 
lady  shooter  present  and  made  a  very  creditable  show- 
ing throughout  the  Tournament.  The  St.  Thomas 
Chapter  of  the  Daughters  of  the  Empire  lived  up  to 
their  enviable|reputation  for  public  service  and  supplied 
lunch,  refreshments  and  iced  drinks  to  the  "gunmen" 
and  spectators. 

McCance  a  Live  Wire. 

1  he  main  honor  of  making  this  tournament  one  of 
the  most  successful  this  year  can  be  given  to  the  live 
wire  secretary  of  the  St.  Thomas  Gun  Club,  "Billie" 
McCance,  who  was  assisted  by  William  O'Loane  and 
other  members  of  their  Gun  Club. 

Thompson  Takes  Handicap. 

Although  Frank  Wright  was  high  gun  on  Monday, 
Tuesday  and  Wednesday  morning  he  was  defeated  at 
the  22  yards  stake  in  the  handicap  by  A.  A.  Thompson 
of  Windsor  who  took  high  money  by  "killing"  95  clay 
birds  at  17  yards. 

Modest  Frank  Wright. 

All  modest  men  are  not  good  trapshooters  but  the 
majority  of  trapshooters  are  modest  men.  Particu- 
larly true  is  this  in  the  case  of  Frank  Wright  of  Buffalo, 
who  broke  100  targets  on  the  morning  of  the  last  day 


of  the  shoot.  Whe.1  asked  how  he  was  getting  along 
he  shrugged  his  shorn lers  in  a  helpless  manner  and 
said,  "I  seem  to  be  breaHng  them  all  right  but  I  don't 
know  just  how." 

Good  Jhots. 
Jim  Vance  of  Tillsonburg,  Billy  Marshall  of  Gait, 
Sim  Glover  of  Rochester,  Wis.  Hart  of  Dresden, 
Nelson  Long  of  Hamilton,  Kennicott  of  Evanston, 
111.  and  H.  W.  Cooey  of  Toronto  were  the  top  notcners 
for  the  three  days'  shooting.  Wilfrid  Peters  of  Turn- 
erville, the  phenomenal  17  year  old  shooter  is  rapidly 
coming  to  the  front  and  under  the  careful  tuition  of 
the  veteran  Wes  Hart  should  rank  with  the  best  before 
next  season.  It  is  encouraging  to  see  new  blood  of 
such  high  calibre  coming  into  the  sport  alluring.  H.  D. 
Bates  of  Ridgetown  was  one  of  the  old  timers  who 
made  his  initial  bow  this  season  at  the  treat  Inter- 
national. 

New  Class  System. 
The  new  classification  of  shooters  according  to  the 
1918  records  was  adopted  for  the  first  time,  it  proved 
a  decided  success  with  all  the  shooters.  With  this  new 
system  in  vogue  a  tyro  at  the  game  has  a  chance  to 
compete  for  the  monies,  which  previously  were  all 
taken  up  by  the  experienced  shots.  Many  "c  '  class 
men  received  generous  prizes  yesterday,  who  in  other 
years  went  unrecognized.  The  new  system  in  cer- 
tainly an  encouragement  to  the  beginners  and  it  also 
adds  zest  to  the  game  for  the  crack  shots  who  have 
fewer  to  compete  with  and  thus  less  chances  of  winning 
prizes 

THE  SCORES 

JUNE  2 

Shot  at 'Broke. 

xNelson  Long,  Hamilton     100  96 

A.  A.  Thompson,  Detroit   100  87 

xJ.  W.  Andrews,  Windsor   100  «)0 

xW.  S.Jones,  Poughkeepsie,  Pa   100  09 

C.  M.  Gaylor  ,  Bingham  Canyon   100  75 

xG.  S.  Lewis,  Springfield,  Mass   100  72 

W.  O'Loane,  St.  Thomas   100  92 

Mrs.W.  O'Loane,  St.  Thomas....    100  81 

xS.  Murphy,  St. Thomas   100  92 

xP.  S.Wiley,  Danville,  N.Y   100  80 

xG.  M.  Dunk,  Tor  onto   100  81 
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1.  "Modest"  Frank  Wright,  Buffalo.  2.  J.W.Andrews:  A.  A.  Thorhpson,  Windsor.  3.  The 
Grand  Old  Man — Wes.  Hart,  Dresden.  4.  Secretary  McCance,  St.  Thomas;  H.  D.  Bates, 
Ridgetown.  5.  Peters  of  Turnerville,  the  seventeen  year  old  "comer."  6.  Gammage;  Bates  of 
Ridgetown;  Wes.  Hart,  Dresden;  Sim  Glover,  Rochester;  W.  J.  McCance,  St.  Thomas. 
7.   Cold  Drinks  and  Smiles  for  Everybody.    8.  W.  S.  Jones,  Pittsburg.    9.  Herb.  Cooey, 

Toronto.    10.  Jas.  J.  Balbernie,  Muskegon,  Mich. 
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Herb  Cooey ,  Toronto   1 00 

Arthur  Glover,  Port  Stanley   1 00 

W.  Hollingshead,  Dutton,  Ont   100 

S.  Lineham,  Dutton   100 

Rowland  Day,  London   100 

J.  McCausland,  London   100 

T.  H.  Baker,  London   100 

xW.  A.  Smith,  London   100 

J.  H.  Kerr,  London   100 

R.  D.  Coates,  Dutton   100 

Alex.  Law,  Dutton   1 00 

William  Rupp,  St.  Thomas   100 

xJohn  Ebberts,  Buffalo   100 

xJacob  Fries,  Buffalo   100 

xSim  Glover,  Rochester,  N.Y   100 

W.  J.  Hart,  Dresden,  Ont   100 

H.  D.  Bates,  Ridgetown,  Ont   100 

C.  E.  Gamage,  Ridgetown,  Ont   100 

W.  J.  McCance,  St.  Thomas  100 

A.  M.  Wesner,  Flint,  Mich   100 

F.  Wright,  Buffalo    100 

J.  Vance,  Tillsonburg   100 

Sam  Vance,  Tillsonburg   100 

J.  F.  Balbirnie,  Muskegon.  Mich   100 

Wilfred  Peters,  Turnerville,  Ont   100 

C.  R.  Marlatt,  Straff ordville,  Ont   100 

J.  Walker,  Dutton,  Ont   100 

J.  H.  Cox,  Detroit   100 

xS.  Kennicott,  Evansville,  Ills   100 

x — Professionals. 

JUNE  3 

Shot  at 

xN.Long   200 

bA.  A.  Thompson   200 

xJ.  W.  Andrews   200 

xW.  S.Jones   200 

cC.M.Gaylor   200 

xG.  S.Lewis.....   200 

cW.  O'Loane   200 

eMrs.  O'Loane   200 

bS.  Murphy   200 

bS.  Wiley   200 

xG.  M.  Dunk   200 

cH.  H.  Coleman.  m   200 

aHerb  Cooey   200 

bW.  Hollingshead   200 

cS.  Lineham   200 

aRowland  Day   200 

bJ.  McCausland   200 

cT.  H.  Baker   200 

bJ.  H.  Kerr   200 

cR.  D.  Coates   200 

bH.  Brumer   200 

xcW.  Rupp   

bJ.  Ebberts   200 

bJ.  Fries   200 

xS.  Glover   200 

aW..  H.Hart   200 

bH.D  Bates   200 

bC.  E.  Gammage   200 

W.J.  McCance   200 

A.M.  Wesner   200 

aF.  S.Wright   200 

b  J.  Vance   200 

aS.  Vance   200 

cJ.  Balbirnie   200 

b  W.Peters   200 

cC.  R.  Marlatt   200 

E.  Gordon   200 

xS.  Kennicott   200 

aJ.  Cox,  Detroit   200 

bR.  W.  Glover   200 

bJ.  Payne   200 

bG.  Marmie   200 

cS.  Sutton   200 

cW.Bradfield   200 

R.  Purday   200 

F.  A.  Dolson   200 


97 
88 
92 
87 
98 
90 
84 
69 
91 
82 
81 
67 
88 
92 
99 
98 
88 
92 
84 
95 
99 
94 
96 
86 
95 
80 
68 
83 
97 


Broke 
192 
168 
170 
192 
165 
177 
184 
163 
184 
169 

154 
190 
184 
-165 
183 
181 
151 
192 
166 
176 

177 
190 
197 
195 
182 
188 
173 
190 
198 
193 
190 
188 
191 
158 
162 
197 
163 
195 
190 
179 
176 
161 
169 
181 


Shot  in  Afternoon  Event  Only. 

Shot  at  Broke. 

W.  J.  Marshall,  Gait   100  98 

C.  A.  Lewis,  Gait   100  98 

W.  C.  Vail,  St.  Thomas  100  78 

Squad  No.  11. 

G .  B .  Perry,  Dresden   1 00  91 

G.  B.  Passmore,  Hensall   100  84 

R.D.Bell.Hensall   100  75 

T.  Sherritt,  Hensall   100  82 

F.  D.  Smith,  Chatham   100  85 

x-Professional.  a,  b  and, ^-classification  according 
to  last  year's  records. 


JUNE  4 

Morning  Events. 

Shot  at  Broke 

Long   100  98 

Thompson   100  88 

Andrews   100  91 

Jones   100  97 

Gaylord  :   100  70 

Lewis   100  85 

"O'Loane   100  94 

Mrs.  O'Loane   100  83 

Murphy   100  91 

Willey   100  81 

Dunk   100  76 

Kennicott   100  97 

Cooey   100         97  . 

Hollingshead   100  89 

Day   100  85 

McCausland   100  96 

Baker   ioo  80 

Glover   100  87 

Kerr   100  90 

Coates   100  76 

Gates   100  56 

Cox   100  82 

Ebberts   100  86 

Fries   100  93 

Glover   100  97 

Hart   100  96 

Bates   100  86 

Gammage   100  95 

McCance   100  83 

Wesner   100  92 

Wright   100  100 

Vance,  J   100  90 

Vance,  S   100  94 

Balbernie   100  80 

Peters   100  95 

Dolson   100  91 

Marshall  ^   100  98 

Lewis   100  93 

Perry  4   100  89 

Payne   100  92 

Smith   100  83 

Taylor   100  80 

Kay   100  82 

Passmore   100  84 

Bell   100  72 

Sherritt   100  90 

Gordon   100  80 

Afternoon  Events.  (Handicap.) 

Kennicott   100  91 

Wiight   100  94 

Long   100  90 

Glover  y   100  83 

Jones   100  82 

Marshall   100  91 

Vance,  S   100  92 

Hart   100  83 

Glover   100  80 

Cooey   100  83 

Day   100  81 

Kerr   100  86 

Freish   100  92 

Gammage  :   100  86 

Payne   100     -  89 

Hollingshead   100  87 

McCausland   100  85 

Bates   100  92 

Wesner   100  87 

Vance  J   100  94 

Peters   100  93 

Andrews   100  88 

Lewis   100  90 

O'Loane   100  84 

Murphy   100  90 

Wiley...   100  92 

Dunk   100  86 

Ebberts   100  86 

Balbirnie    100  88 

Blackburn   100  80 

Dolson  :   100  78 

Lewis   100  86 

Perry   100  80 

Smith   100  74 

Thompson   100  95 

Gaylord   100  89 

Kay   100  39 

McCance   100  85 

Gordon   100  79 

Cox   100  80 

Heard   100  84 

Sherritt   100  88 

Mrs.  O'Loane   100  75 

Baker   100  77 
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A  Journey  of 

Joy  and 
Contentment 


COME  where  the  mighty  rivers  of  Canada  flow  onward  to  the  Sea — 
take  a  boat  trip  on  those  rivers,  let  your  eye  drink  in  the  delights 
of  a  scenic  panorama  that  has  no  equal  in  America — let  your 
mind  become  refreshed  with  a  change  of  scene  so  complete  that  all 
cares  will  be  forgotten  in  the  engrossment  of  a  journey  that  brings  new 
interest  swith  every  mile— new  wonderments  with  every  hour.  Well 
named 

"NIAGARA  to  the  SEA" 

this  trip  begins  with  the  beautiful  Niagara  River;  traversing  Lake 
Ontario  and  some  250  miles  of  the  mighty  St.  Lawrence.  It  takes  you 
through  the  1000-Islands  Scenery — it  gladdens  the  eye  with  glimpses 
of  green-clad  river  banks — it  thrills  you  with  the  novel  experience  of 
shooting  mile  after  mile  of  Rapids.  It  gives  you  stop-over  privileges 
at  such  point,  of  interest  as  Toronto,  Montreal  and  Quebec — also 
at  Murray  Bay  and  Tadousac  where  splendid  Summer  Hotels  are 
operated  under  Canada  Steamship  Lines  management. 

The  climax  of  this  1000-mile  journey  is  reached  when  the  boat 
steams  slowly  up  the  magnificent  canyon  of  the  River  Saguenay — 
where  the  traveller's  amazement  is  tinged  with  awe  as  he  beholds 
Capes  towering  higher  than  the  Rock  of  Gibraltar. 

This  glorious  outing  affords  you  an  opportunity  of  seeing  the 
most  picturesque  part  of  Canada,  from  the  deck  of  a  palatial  steamer. 
You  will  return  from  such  a  trip  refreshed  and  invigorated — satisfied, 
too,  that  you  have  had  the  finest  boat  trip  holiday  it  would  be  possible 
to  conceive. 


ARE  YOU  TRAVELLING  WEST  ? 

Break  the  long  journey;  travel  by  boat  from  Sarnia  to 
the  "Soo,"  Port  Arthur  or  Duluth.  Write  for  particulars 
of  Upper  Lake  Cruises  through  the  Great  Unsalted  Seas. 


Canada  Steamship  Lines,  Limited 


Tickets  and  information  at 
any  Ticket  Office,  or  any 
office  of  Canada  Steamship 
Lines,  Limited. 


TORONTO  OFFICE 

46  YONGE  STREET 

MONTREAL  OFFICE 

VICTORIA  SQUARE 
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Coates  100  71 

Tavlor   100  90 

Bell   100  88 

Gates...*   100  67 

Markatt   100  74 

In  Class  C. 

The  trophy  winners  Tuesday  compiled  by  the  man- 
agement of  the  big  event  are  as  follows:  The  trophy 
winners  in  the  three  classes:  Class  A.  F.  W.  Wright, 
Buffalo;  Class  B,  S.  Murphy,  Toronto;  Class  C,  W.  J. 
.McCance,  St.  Thomas. 

The  trophies  consisted  of  beautiful  gray  leather 
cases,  filled  with  six  each,  sterling  silver,  Rogers  make, 
tea,  coffee,  soup  and  orange  spoons. 

The  trophy  winners  of  the  500  targets  for  the  three 
days  shoot  were:  Wes.  Hart,  Dresden;  A.  A.  Thompson, 
Windsor;  F.  S.  Wright,  Buffalo;  S.  Murphy,  Toronto; 
J.  Vance,  Tillsonburg;  W.  J.  McCance,  St.  Thomas, 
James  Payne,  Tillsonburg;  G.  B.  Perry,  Dresden;  W. 
Hollingshead,  Dutton;  Billy  Marshall,  Gait;  J.  Fries, 
Buffalo;  W.  Peters,  Dresden;  W.  O'Loane,  St.  Thomas; 
F,  A.  Dolson,  S.  Vance,  Tillsonburg;  H.  Bates,  Ridge- 
town;  C.  A.'  Gammage,  Ridgetown;  Bert  Glover, 
London;  Rowland  Day,  London;  A.M.  Wesner,  Flint, 
Mich. 

These  trophies  consisted  of  leatherette  cases  filled 
with  half-dozen  each  hollow-handled  knives  and  forks, 
Roger's  make. 


SUCCESSFUL  SHOOT  AT  PORT  STANLEY. 

Shooters  were  present  from  Staff ordville,  St.  Thomas, 
London,  Tillsonburg  and  surrounding  country.  The 
prizes  put  up  were  principally  cut  glass.  The  weather 
was  fine  for  shooting.    Following  are  the  scores. 

Under  Handicap. 


1.  Shot  at  50  targets  Broke. 

W.  Bradfield   41 

C.  Marlatt     43 

C.A.Cromwell   38 

P.  Laur   28 

G.  Bradfield     42 

A.Meddows   39 

S.  Sutton   43 

L.Johnson   41 

G.  Vallee   41 

C.  Hough   38 

A.  Glover   45 

H.  Taylor   33 

W.  O'Loane   41 

Mrs.  O'Loane   39 

S.Falkner   35 

E.  FIatch   31 

M.Smith   36 

G.  Ponsford   39 

F.  Young   37 

R.Day   46 

J.  Payne   45 

E.  Lunbuner   41 

C.  Hunt   40 

R.  Link   38 

S.Brown   38 

M.Jones   37 

2.  Event  at  25  Straight. 

S.Sutton   20 

C.  Marlatt   22 

A.  Meddows    ?   19 

J.Payne   24 

Bradfield   14 

Lunbuner   17 

Vallee   17 

Bradley   18 

Laur  *   14 

A.  Glover   23 

G.  Ponsford  «,   20 

L.Johnson  :   20 

R.  Link   21 

M.Jones   19 

C.  Hunt   18 

3.  Event  at  25. 

J.  Payne   24 

C.  Marlatt   18 

A.Meddows   22 

A.  Glover   22 

S.Sutton  ;   19. 


FRONTIER  GUN  CLUB  SHOOT. 

Sarnia. — On  Wednesday  afternoon,  May  14th,  the 
members  of  the  Frontier  Gun  Club  held  their  opening 
"shoot"  on  their  splendid  grounds,  North  Christina 
St.,  under  ideal  weather  conditions.  A  large  attend- 
ance of  members  was  present  including  some  "Old 
Timers"  from  Port  Huron,  amongst  the  latter  were 
Messrs.  C.  Roche,  H.  Cockburn  and  H  .Mains. 

Mayor  W.  Nesbit,  Warden  I.  Huey,  Reeve  P.  Gard- 
iner, Aid.  L.  McAdams  and  Aid.  H.  Sanders  were  the 
first  quintette  on  the  firing  line,  and  acquitted  them- 


selves creditably.  The  Mayor  congratulated  the 
Club  on  its  fine  grounds  and  large  membership  and 
wished  it  every  success.  The  next  squad  to  face  the 
traps  consisted  of  our  Port  Huron  visitors  and  local 
experts.  These  guns  by  their  fine  shooting,  poise  and 
speed  clearly  showed  the  element  of  chance  does  not 
exist  and  skill  and  experience  score  every  time.  The 
novices  showed  great  enthusiasm  and  were  eager  to  get 
all  the  practise  they  could.  Henceforth  the  bi-weekly 
"shoots"  will  be  held  on  Wednesdays  and  Saturdays  at 
3  o'clock. 

Sarnia,  May  24. — The  Frontier  Gun  Club  shoot  held 
on  their  grounds  to-day  was  a  great  success. 

Miss  Zella  Smith,  a  little  eleven  year  old  lass,  with  a 
20  gauge  gun,  without  handicap,  took  second  prize 
in  the  ladies'  event,  and  had  she  taken  a  handicap 
undoubtedly  she  would  have  made  off  with  the  first 
prize.    Following  are  the  prizes  and  the  winners. 

Class  A. — First  prize,  cut  glass  berry  bowl  won  by 
D-  Tuck;  second  prize,  cut  glass  dish,  won  by  H.  A. 
Smith;  third  prize,  a  pair  of  shooting  gloves  on  a  tie 
with  R.  Doxtator;  fourth  prize,  a  pair  of  gold  cuff 
links,  G.  T.  Eastman. 

Class  B. — First  prize  cut  glass  berry  bowl,  won  by 
T.  G.  Gates;  second  prize,  cut  glass  dish  won  by  H. 
Smith;  third  prize,  pair  of  shooting  gloves,  won  by 
N  George;  4th  prize,  gold  cuff  links,  won  by  A.  George. 

Class  C. — First  prize,  cut  glass  berry  bowl,  won  by 
G.  Killer;  2nd  prize  cut  glass  dish,  won  by  G.  Palmer 
3rd  prize,  pair  of  shooting  gloves  won  by  J'  Hutchison 
on  a  tie  with  S.  Crosbic;  fourth  prize,  pair  of  gold  cuff 
links  won  by  H.  Sanders. 

Ladies'  Class — First  prize,  special,  a  cut  glass  berry 
bowl,  donated  by  the  president,  H.  Sanders,  and  won 
by  Miss  Maud  Smith;  second  prize  a  cut  glass  bon  bon 
dish,  won  by  Miss  Zellah  Smith;  3rd  prize  a  cut  glass 
dish  won  by  Mrs.  H.  A.  Smith. 

The  special  prize,  a  box  of  cigars  donated  by  the 
vice-president,  W.  Tuck  for  high  gun,  was  won  by  T. 
G.  Gates. 

P.S. — J.  W.  Smith  won  third  prize  in  class  A.  on  a 
tie  with  R.  Doxtator. 

HAMILTON  GUN  CLUB. 

The  continued  fine  weather  brought  out  a  good 
attendance  of  shooters  at  the  Hamilton  Gun  Club  on 
Saturday  afternoon  and  in  all  three  classes  some 
extra  good  scores  were  put  on. 

For  the  merchandise  prize  in  class  A.  J.  Hunter  and 
Bert  Smith  tied  with  25  straight  and  in  the  next  time 
out  B.  Smith  won  out  with  24,  while  J.  Hunter  broke 
21.  J  Gomph  and  R.  H.  Kretchman  were  right 
behind  with  24  and  the  old  rivals,  G.  Beattie  and  W. 
Barnes  were  next  in  23. 

In  class  B.  T.  Gardiner  won  very  handily,  having 
also  put  on  a  25  straight  for  this  event.  C.  Graham 
and  H.  Smith  were  tie  for  second  place  with  22  and 
Dr.  Greene  and  G.  Stroud  were  next  with  20  each. 

W.  H.  Pratt  showed  great  improvement  in  class  C 
and  won  with  a  score  of  21.  N.  Long  finished  second 
wita  18  and  A.  Glover  was  right  behind  with  17. 

The  scores  in  the  above  event  counted  as  the  second 
event  of  the  Dupont  series  and  as  aTesult,  W.  Barnes, 
J.  Hunter,  H.  Lennox,  N.  Long  and  R.  H.  Kretchman 
are  tied  for  the  lead  with  45  in  class  A.  T.  Gardiner 
is  leading  B  class  with  44,  while  A.  Glover  holds  the 
edge  in  class  C  with  36. 

Bert  Smith  put  on  the  good  score  of  72  out  of  75 
and  had  the  high  average  for  the  afternoon.  T.  Gardi- 
ner and  M.  E.  Fletcher  were  next  with  46  out  of  50. 

C.  Graham  succeeded  in  taking  the  challenge 
medal  from  M.  E.  Goodale  with  a  score  of  20  against 
19.  At  the  next  shoot  the  medal  will  be  put  up  in 
open  contest,  giving  all  the  members  an  even  chance  to 
win. 

During  the  afternoon  a  few  events  of  doubles  were 
put  on,  Nelson  Long  being  high  with  53  out  of  36  pairs. 
J.  Gomph  and  R.  H.  Kretchman  got  32  and  31  re- 
spectively out  of  24  pairs. 

The  scores  were: 

Shot  at  Broke. 


N.  Long   75  65 

W.H.Pratt   75  44 

J.  Hunter   75  66 

N.Long   50  35 

B.  Marquette   50  31 

C.  Graham   100  81 

E.Harris  ,   75  64 

G.  Beattie   50  44 

J.Moyer   50  29 

J.  Morrison   25  15 

J.  Gomph   75  66 

R.D.Metcalfe   50  35 

Dr.  Wilson     50  40 

J.  Linden   25  15 

H.  Smith   50  38 
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COME  TO  NEWBORO  FOR  BASS  AND  SALMON  TROUT 

The  Best  Bass  and  Salmon  Trout  Fishing  in  Ontario 
mly  two  minutes  walk  from  the  hotel.  Ten  lakes  within 
easy  access  teeming  with  Large  and  Small  Mouth  Black 
Bass,  Salmon  Trout,  Pickerel  and  Pike.  One  42-lb 
Salmon  caught  here  last  season.  The  very  best  of  hotel 
accommodations.  Experienced  guides,  live  bait,  etc. 
Write  to-day  for  descriptive  booklet  and  references. 
J.  H.  SCOTT,  Prop.  Rideau  Hotel,  Newboro,  Ont., Can- 
On  the  Rideau  Chain  of  Lakes. 

! 

j 


Hotel  Algonquin 

Joe  Lake 
Algonquin  Park 

We  make  a  Specialty  of  Outfitting  for  Cam- 
ping and  Canoe  Trips  in  Algonquin  Park. 


For  information 
write 


1  J.  E.  GOLSON  | 
|  Joe  Lake  Mowat  P.O.,  Ont.  j 

For  Bass,  Muscallonge  and  Pickerel 

Fish  in  the  French  and  Pickerel  Rivers.  Good  board, 
comfortable  quarters,  fine  canoe  trips,  daily  mail.  Camp- 
parties  outfitted.  House  bo|its,  launches,  boats  and  canoes 
for  rent.  Get  your  ticket  for  Pickerel  Landing  on  the 
Canadian  Pacific  Ry.  We  meet  you  there.  Write  for 
further  particulars. 

M.  H.  FENTON,  Prop. 

Wanikewin  Hotel  Wanikewin,  Ontario,  Canada 

BAKER'S  HOTEL  ! 


i 


GASPE,  P.Q. 


NOW  OPEN 


I 

*• 
I 

j 

j 

i 
j 
i 
j 

i 

i 


Excellent  salmon  and  trout  fishing,  privi- 
lege of  private  pools,  streams  and  lakes. 
Excellent  table  service,  private  baths,  hot 
and  cold  running  water.  Beautiful  scen- 
ery, tennis,  driving,  riding,  sea-bathing, 
boating,  etc. 

For  booklets,   rates,   train  connections, 

Apply  to— 

The  Jules  Hone  Travel  Agencies, 

9  St.  Lawrence  Boulevard, 
(Corner  St.  James  St.)  MONTREAL,  P.Q. 


i 

j 
i 


YARMOUTH 

NOVA  SCOTIA 

NO  HAY  FEVER 

Summer  temperature  averages  70  de- 
grees at  noon;  first-class  hotel;  good 
board  in  town  and  country;  boating 
and  bathing,  salt  and  fresh  water 
fishing,  hunting,  golf,  charming  drives, 
excellent  roads,  regular  steamship  ser- 
vice from  Boston.    Write    for  booklet. 

J.  BOND  GRAY,  Secretary 

Tourist  Committed  130  Main  Street 


|  Black  Bass  I 

j       in  Ontario  | 

|     Are  YOU  going  to  fish  with  ME?  j 


!    Frank's  Camp 
I     For  Fishermen 

Now  Open 
j  Lake  Panache 

|  fbudbury  District 

Over  night  from  Toronto. 

\ 

|      If  you  know  it  write  forjlreservations 

|  Accommodation  limited] 

|   If  you  don't  know  it  write  for  informatio  n 

|  F.  C.  Frank 

j         Shelburne,  Ont.,  Canada 


An  illustrated  guide  to  points 
of  interest  in  and  around  Buffalo, 
including  Niagara  Falls.  Free 
on  request. 

When  in  Buffalo,  stop  at  the 
Hotel  Lenox,  Buffalo's  ideal 
hotel  for  tourists.  Quietly 
situated,  yet  convenient  to 
theatre,  shopping  and  business 
districts  and  Niagara  Falls 
Boulevard.    First-class  garage. 

European  plan.  Fire' 
proof,  modern.  Un- 
usual cuisine.  Every 
room  an  outside  room. 
$2.00  up. 

On  Empire  Tours. 
Road  map  and 
running  directions 
free. 

G.  A.  MINER 

Managing  Director 
North  St.  at 
Delaware  Ave. 


i 

* 


HOTEL 


BUFFALO  N  Y. 


I 


i 
( 
i 

•* 


Jttay  we  send  you 
this  guide  book? 
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B.  Smith   75 

W.  Barnes   50 

H.  Lennox   50 

A.  Glover   50 

\V.  \V.  Livingstone   50 

G.Stroud   50 

D  Greene   50 

T.  Gardiner   50 

M.E.Goodale   75 

M.E.Fletcher   50 

R.  H.  Kretchman   50 

T.  Svkes   25 


72 
43 
44 
36 
38 
39 
38 
46 
60 
46 
46 
20 


CANADIAN  HAVE  GOOD  AVERAGES. 

Of  the  first  batch  of  averages  of  shooters  who  have 
shot  at  500  targets,  or  more,  this  year  in  Canada  and 
the  U.S.,  those  of  the  Canadian  shooters  are  as  follows, 
with  position  in  the  first  50  high  men: 

12th  place— S.  G.  Vance,  Tillsonburg.  Broke  618 
out  of  650  with  a  percentage  of  .9507. 

41  it  place — J.  E.  Jennings,  Todmorden.  Broke  732 
out  ul'  800  with  a  percentage  of  .9150. 

46th  place — C.  N.  Candee,  Toronto.  Broke  730 
out  of  800  giving  him  an  average  of  .9125. 


THOUSAND  ISLAND  TOURNAMENT 

The  Gananoque  Thousand  Island  Gun  Club  Tourna- 
ment on  May  26th  proved  a  complete  success  being 
favored  with  fine  weather,  good  attendance,  and  no 
mishaps  of  any  kind. 

35  Shooters  shot  through  the  Main  Programme 
of  150  Targets. 

84  Entries  were  made  in  the  Merchandise  Event. 
This  proved  a  puzzler,  none  of  the  boys  succeeded  in 
making  a  perfect  score  in  this  event.  At  the  time 
limit  Geo.  Funnell  held  1st  place  with  18  out  of  20; 
F.  A.  Willis,  2nd  place  with  17,  and  some  6  others  tied 
for  3rd  place  with  16.  The  other  entrants  brought 
up  the  rear,  some  of  them  a  very  long  way  in  the  rear. 

In  all  the  events  a  total  of  7,000  targets  were  thrown. 


A  splendid  attendance  of  American  shooters  helped 

very  much  in  the  success  of  this  affair.  The  affair  was 

in  charge  of  Mr.  G.  M.  Dunk,  of  The  Dominion  Cart- 
ridge Co.,  and  was  managed  to  the  entire  satisfaction 
of  the  Club  and  all  interested. 

Shot  at.  Broke. 

Robt.  Tulloch,  Gananoque   150  134 

Geo.  Funnell,  Gananoque   150  114 

Sid.  Griffin,  Gananoque   150  120 

E.  P.Wright,  Gananoque   150  122 

F.  A.  Willis,  Gananoque.   150  124 

J.  Cunningham,  Ogdensburg,  N.  Y..  150  121 

E.  S.WhaTen,  Ogdensburg,  N.  Y.  ..  150  128 
J.  C.  Howland.  Ogdensburg,  N.  Y.. .  150  138 

W.  E.  Corfield,  Utica,  N.Y   150  136 

Geo.  Hampton,  Gouverneur,  N.Y.. .  150  131 

G.  Toner,  Gananoque   150  109 

D.  McLean,  Gananoque   150  116 

F.  Meggs,  Gananoque   150  110 

A.  Smitn,  Gananoque   150  100 

A.  Kenney,  Seeley's  Bay   150  97 

C.  Acton,  Gananoque   150  99 

E.  Turley,  Frankford,  Ont   150  98 

H.  McCarney,  Gananoque   150  98 

E.  Calhoun,  Grindstone  Island,  N.Y  150  114 

J.  M.  Morley,  Ogdensburg,  N.Y   150  110 

Mr.  Coppin,  Ogdensburg,  N.Y   150  124 

P.  Laroux,  Ogdensburg,  N.Y...   150  94 

E.  Davidson,  Ogdensburg,  N.Y   150  102 

J.  B.  Geddes,  Ogdensburg,  N.Y   150  1 18 

L.  C.  Jackson,  Ogdensburg,  N.Y   150  95 

C.H.  Simonds,  Ogdensburg,  N.Y...  150  121 

W.  Parmenter,  Gananoque   150  99 

J.  Matthews,  Elgin   150  97 

B.  Phillips,  Gouverneur,  N.Y   150  110 

G.  R.  Webb,  Gananoque   150_  73 

E.  Staebler,  Gananoque   150  111 

W.  Kane,  Seeley's  Bay   150  91 

F.  Clarke,  Grindstone  Island.  N.Y. .  150  128 

A.  R.  McRae,Grindstone  Island   150  94 

Mr.  Holloway  Clayton, N.  Y.,   150  115 


Eastern  Canada  Championship 


Brantford  Man  Wins  Handicap  Final 


With  the  splendid  record  attendance  of  sixty-five 
shooters  the  Eastern  Canada  Trapshooting  Association 
first  Championship  Tournament  was  held  by  the  Tor- 
onto Gun  Club  on  their  grounds  in  the  Queen  City  on 
June  11,  12,  13  and  14th. 

Despite  the  high  wind  of  the  opening  day  and  the 
rain  just  at  the  finish  of  the  Tournament,  the  weather 
conditions  were  very  fair  as  the  scores  will  indicate. 

This  is  the  first  Tournament  this  year  that  has  been 
of  a  national  character  and  the  splendid  showing  is 
highly  gratifying  to  the  Toronto  Gun  Club  and  the 

E.  C.  T.  A.  Squads,  teams  and  individuals  were  present 
from  Ottawa,  Cobourg,  Hamilton,  Tillsonburg,  Wind- 
sor, Gait,  London,  Dresden,  Gowganda,  Markham, 
Crediton,  Hensall,  Brantford,  St.  Thomas,  Montreal, 
Beamsville  and  Weston. 

The  outside  places  were  all  well  represented  but  \he 
attendance  of  Toronto  shooters  was  very  poor.  Con- 
sidering the  number  of  Gun  Clubs  in  active  operation 
in  the  city  and  vicinity  it  seems  a  pity  that  only  a  few 
of  the  better  known  shooters  attended  the  big  Tourna- 
ment. ' 

Controller  R.  H.  Cameron,  Hon.  President  _of  the 
Toronto  Gun  Club  fired  the  opening  shot.  To  make 
sure  that  the  bird  would  be  hit,  a  few  of  the  "boys" 
lined  up  and  fired  simultaneously.  The  controller 
claimed  the  honor  of  breaking  the  target  and  to  show 
that  he  could,  he  broke  the  next  bird  up. 

The  energetic  Secretary  of  the  Eastern  Canada 
Trapshooting  Association,  Mr.  George  H.  Cashmore, 
acted  as  Cashier  for  the  Tournament  and  the  way  the 
shooters  stepped  up  and  paid  their  fees  speaks  volumes 
for  Mr.  Cashmore's  ability. 

Dr.  Jordan,  the  genial  Club  President,  ably  assisted 

June  12. 

-  15  15 

1st.  DAY— 

Rowland  Dav,  London   14  12 

F.  Kerr,  Cr edition   14  15 

T.  E.Healy,  Windsor  ;   14  14 

J.  W.  Hart,  Dresden   14  12 

F.  E.Healy, Toronto   12  13 

J.  Vance,  Tillsonburg   14  13 

S.  G.  Vance,  Tillsonburg   15  14 

H.  W.  Cooey,  Toronto   13  15 


by  the  Secretary  and  other  officials  did  yeoman  work  in 
getting  the  squads  arranged,  handicaps  completed  and 
seeing  that  the  delays  at  the  traps  were  reduced  to  a 
minimum. 

Sam  Vance  of  Tillsonburg  won  the  championship, 
and  the  right  to  compete  at  Chicago  in  the  Grand 
American  Handicap  for  the  United  States  National 
Amateur  championship.  He  broke  290  of  a  possible 
300  birds.  W.  Barnes  of  Hamilton,  who  was  one  up  on 
Vance  in  the  opening  day  shoot  landed  second  prize 
with  a  hit  record  of  286.  "Wes"  Hart  of  Dresden 
finished  in  third  place  with  284. 

Court  Thomson  of  Hamilton  won  the  long  run  event, 
hitting  81  birds  in  succession.  He  received  as  prizes 
the  $250  Ford  Trophy  and  also  the  Dupont  Long  Run 
Trophy.  C.  Anstee  of  Toronto  was  second  with  60, 
while  Sam  Vance  failed  at  59. 

The  feature  of  the  Tournament  was  the  two  man 
team  work  of  Sam  and  Jim  Vance  who  broke  49  on  a 
shoot  off  with  Vivian  and  Summerhayes  who  broke  48 
after  tying  with  the  Vaoces  at  49. 

The  class  events  winners  for  June  11  and  12  were — 
(A).  S.  G.  Vance,  Tillsonburg.  (B).  Court  Thomson, 
Hamilton.  (C).  Dr.  G.  Cramm,  Gowganda.  (D). 
G.  Anstee,  Toronto. 

In  the  final  handicap  championship,  Alec  McRobb  of 
Brantford,  broke  18  out  of  20  after  having  tied  with  C. 
Summerhayes,  Brantford,  H.  W.  Burke,  Markham  and 
C.  Choate,  Hamilton,  who  all  broke  93  in  the  first  shoot. 
Their  final  scores  on  the  shoot  off  were — McRobb  18, 
Summerhayes  17,  Burke  and  Choate  16  each. 

A  number  of  photos  illustrating  this  shoot  will 
appear  in  August  Trap. 

The  scores  were: — 

Events.  Shot  at  Broke 
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LAREFIELD 
CANOES 


A  canoe  or  boat  built  by  men  who  have 
used  these  under  all  conditions  of  Fishing, 
Hunting,  travel  or  pleasure  is  the  canoe  or 
boat  for  you. 

Over  half  a  century  in  the  business  of  sup- 
plying high  grade  canoes  and  boats  for  every 
known  purpose  gives  us  experience  and  the 
enviable  reputation  gained  by  Lakefield 
Canoes  the  world  over  gives  us  assurance  to 
suggest  your  writing  for  our  Catalogue,  its 
Free. 

The  LAKEFIELD  CANOE  CO.,  Limited 

Lakefield,  Ontario,  Canada. 


Indoor  Toilet 

Convenient  —  Sanitary 


The  Comfort  Closet  for  Homes, 
Summer  Cottages  and  Camps. 
Entirely  odorless.  Scientifically  ven- 
tilated. Strong  chemicals  dissolve 
contents;  kills  all  germs.  Easily 
installed.  Convenient  to  move.  Con- 
tents disposed  of  easily  as  garbage. 
Prevents  fly  breedingand  water 
contamination.  Provides  sanitary, 
odorless  toilet  in  home  protectedf  rom 
cold  and  stormy  weather.  Only  closet 
with  porcelain  container.  Easily 
cleaned.    Approved  by  U.  S.  Health 

Bureau.  30  days' Free  Trial.  Agents  make  $60  to  $100 

weekly.  Exclusive  territory.    Ask  for  booklet  —  FEEE. 

Comfort  Chemical  Closet  Co.,  so67  Factories  Bldg.Joledo.O, 


J 


rAl.Ibss  fork  Rind  Minnows/ 


Al.lbss 


Oriental  Wiggler  S\2S  j 
Little  Egypt  Wiggler  75V"' 
kidder  75*  PorkRind  Strips  3S*jar. . 


Hunt  Without  Work 


A/TAKE  this  a  different  hunting  season.  Hunt  without 
■LVJ-  work.  Go  to  that  far  off  hunting  "grounds"  with- 
out touching  a  hand  to  oars  or  paddles.    Get  a 

Laboxty  l>riv<? 

ROWBOAX  MOTOR 

i 

— attach  it  to  the  stern  of  your  boat.  Be  the  first  on  the 
firing  line.  Bag  your  game.  Then  motor  home.  The 
Liberty  Drive  will  drive  your  boat  anywhere  it  will  float. 
d»r*Q  »  J  ^         Goes  through  weeds  like  an  eel. 

«|p30         /JfcMfc      Motor  pivots  on  stern  of  boat. 

Can  be  raised  or  lowered.  Steers 
by  swinging  propeller  to  right  or 
left.  Has  speed  of  5  to  10  miles 
per  hour.    Weighs  about 
70  lbs.     Send*  for  details. 

Give  name  of 
your  dealer. 


We  Also  Build 

the  famous  Caille  Five  Speed 
Motor  and  inboard  motors  from 
2i  to  30  H. P.  Ask  for  special  literature.  Give 
length,  beam  and  draft  of  boat. 

Caille  Perfection  Motor  Co. 
107  Caille  Bldg.  Detroit,  Mich. 

Canadian  Address —  Perfection  Motor  Co. 

380  St.  James  Street,  Montreal 


fjERE  is  a  book  that 

snould  be  in  every  sports- 
man's library.    Illustrated  by 
Brings  the  famous 
cartoonist.  A  live 
entertaining  tale  of 
fishing,  backin  the 


1712-1736  Columbus  M,(jevdaitc 


boyhood  days. 

5th  Edition 
THE  DA  YS  OF 
REAL  SPORT-FREE 

Tells  how  to  lure  game  fish.  Gives 
many  practical  hints  and  helps  on 
casting  and  angling.  Write  for  it. 

SOUTH  BEND  BAIT  CO. 

8289  Colfax  Ave.,  South  Bend.  Ind. 


Dent's  Condition  Pills 


A  marvelous  tonic  for  dogs  that  are  all  out  of  sorts,  run  down,  thin 
and  unthrifty. with  harsh  staring  coat,  materated  eyes  and  high  colored 
urine.  There  is  nothing  to  equal  them  for  distemper,  mange,  eczema  and 
debilitating  diseases.  You  will  notice  the  difference  after  a  few  doses. 
At  druggists  or  by  mail,  fifty  cents.  The  Dent  Medicine  Company, 
Toronto,  Canada  and  Newburgh,  N  Y.  A  practical  treatise  on  dogs 
and  their  training,  160  pp.  fully  illustrated  mailed  for  10c  to  all  customers. 
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E.  Harris,  Hamilton  

W.  Barnes,  Hamilton  

M.E.  Fletcher,  Hamilton  

W.  Marshall,  Gait  

X.  R.  Gooderham,  Toronto. . . . 

G.  Beattie,  Hamilton  

E.  Sturt,  Hamilton   

B.  Smvthe,  Hamilton  

G.  M.  Dunk*  

J.  W.  Andrews  *  

Nelson  Long  *   

J.  McCausland,  London  

J.  R.  Serson,  Mimico  

A.  A.  Thompson,  Windsor  

J.  Payne,  Tillsonburg.  

M.  E.  Goodale,  Hamilton  

C.  Thomson,  Hamilton  

G.  L.  Vivian,  Toronto. . . .  ^  

J.  Passmore,  Hensall  

G.  O'Connor,  Ottawa  

W.  G.  Mclntyre,  Montreal  

Dr.  G.  R.  Cramm,  Gowganda.  . 

B.  J.  Pearce,  Toronto  

T.  H.  Baker,  London  

E.  Bice  

S.  Purser,  Cobourg  

W.  D.  Monk,  Ottawa  

Dr.  W.  R.  Winters,  Ottawa  

W.  Corby,  Britannia  Heights.... 

X.  Brownlee,  Ottawa  

R.T.Walt,  Toronto  

H.  Graham,  Ottawa  

J.  Bennett,  Toronto  

G.  Anstee,  Toronto   

J.  J.  Heney  Jr.,  Ottawa. ....... 

Dr.  G.  G.  Gordon,  Toronto  

W.  S.  Edwards.  Toronto  

H.  Newlands,  Gait  

D.  McNeil,  Brantford  

F.  Watson,  Hamilton  

W.  J.  McCance.  St.  Thomas.  .  . 

R.  O.  Bell,  Hensall  

Tom  Shirrett,  Hensall  

H.  W.  Burke,  Markham  

C.  McCallum,  Cobourg  

G.  Easdale,  Ottawa  

Col.  A.J.  Owen,  Gait  

A.  R.  OliverjlGalt  

W.  Hughes.  Toronto  

2nd.  DAY. 

Rowland  Day,  London  

F.  Kerr.  Crediton  

T.  K.  Healy.  Windsor. . ,  

,1.  W.  Hart,  Dresden.  . .  

F.  E.  Healey.  Toronto  

J.  Vance,  Tillsonburg  

S.  G.  Vance,  Tillsonburg  

H.  W.  Cooey,  Toronto  

E.  Harris,  Hamilton  

W.  Barnes,  Hamilton  

M.  E.  Fletcher,  Hamilton  

W.  Marshall,  Gait  

X.  R.  Gooderham,  Toronto. . . . 

G.  Beattie.  Hamilton  

B.  S  my  the,  Hamilton  

E.  Sturt,  Hamilton  

G.  M.  Dunk  *  

J.  W.  Andrews  *  

Nelson  Long  *  

J.  McCausland,  London  

J.  R.  Serson.  Mimico  S  

A.  A.  Thompson,  Windsor  

J.  Payne,  Tillsonburg  

M.  E.  Goodale,  Hamilton  

C.  Thomson.  Hamilton. ....... 

G.  L.  Vivian,  Toronto  

J.  Passmore.  Hensall  

G.  O'Connor,  Ottawa  , 

W.  Gj*VlcIntyre,  Montreal  

Dr.  G.  K.  Grann,  Gowganda  . . 

B.  J.  Pearce,  Toronto  

T.  H.  Baker.  London  

E.  Bice  

S.  Purser,  Cobourg  

W.  D.  Monk.  Ottawa  

Dr.  W.  R.  Winters,  Ottawa  

W.  Corby,  Britannia  Hieghts... 

N.  Brownlee,  Ottawa  

R.  T.  Watt,  Toronto  

H.  Graham,  Ottawa  

J.  Bennett,  Toronto.  

G.  Anstee,  Toronto  ;  

J.J.  Heney  Jr.,  Ottawa  

Dr.  G.  G.  Jordan,  Toronto.  

W.  S.  Edwards,  Toronto  

H.  Newlands,  Gait  

D.  McNeil, -Brantford  
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F.  Watson,  Hamilton   13 

W.  J.  McGance,  St.  Thomas   13 

R.  O.  Bell.Hensall  

Tom  Shirrett,  Hensall   10 

H.  W.  Burke,  Markham   14 

C.  McCallum,  Cobourg.   14 

G.  Easdale,  Ottawa   12 

Col.  A.  J.  Owen,  Gait   11 

A.  R.  Oliver,  Gait  ,  ,   11 

W .  Hughes,  Toro  nto   13 

E .  R .  Rolph ,  Toronto   15 

P.  Morgan,  Toronto   8 

A.  B.  Jeffery,  Toronto   11 

A.  B.  Cutcliffe,  Brantford   12 

G.  Mason,  Toronto  ,  11 

D.  Konkle,  Beamsville   13 

C .  Summerhayes,  Brantford    13 

J.  Summerhayes,  Weston   15 

C .  B .  Randlet  t,  Ottawa   12 

C.  Choate,  Hamilton   14 

Col.  Page,  Brantford   15 

W.  P.  Thomson,  Hamilton   15 


3rd  DAY 

A.  A.  Thompson,  81 ;  M.  E.  Goodale,  80:  G.  O'Connor, 
69;*  Dr.  Jordan,  84;  H.  Newlands,  83;  C.  J.  Syer,  86; 
H.  Burke,  93;  A.  Easdale,  79;  Dr.  Cramm,  72;  J.  Col- 
borne,  92;  W.  G.  Mclntyre,  92;  J.  W.  Andrews  (pro.), 
96;  D.  Konkle,  89;  D.  Winters,  80;  W.  Corby,  70; 
W.  Hughes,  87;  E.  R.  Rolph,  82;  J.  Dennis,  85;  P. 
Malter,  85;  R.  Corby,  75;  Simms,  86;  H.  E.  Timmer- 
man,  81;  C.  M.  Rogers  80;  T.  Healy,  90;  F.  Kerr,  86; 
H.  Cooly,  83;  W.  Marshall,  77;  S.  Vance,  87;  J.  Vance, 
84;~E.  Harris,  81;  W.  Fletehcr,  79;  Col.  Page,  86;  A. 
D.  Bates,  90;  F.  E.  Healy,  86;  G.  Anstee,  92;  J.  Payne, 
86;  G.L.Vivian,  88;  J.  J.  Henry,  82;  G.  Dunk,  84; 
C.  Summerhayes,  93;  Rundlett.  89;  J.  McCausIand,  79; 
H.  Lennox,  87;  J.  Hunter,  87;  W.  DoheUy,  91;  W.  E. 
Burke,  89;  W.  S.  Edwards,  72;  A.  McRobb,  93;  L. 
Golden,  85;  E.  J.  Pear  ce,  90;  T.  Morgan,  77;  C.  Thom- 
son, 80;  E.  Sturt,  85;  W.  Barnes,  88;  F.  Watson,  74; 
C.  Choate,  93;  N.  Brownlee,  89. 
6%  The  eight-man  team  clubs  resulted  as  follows: — 
Toronto  Gun  Club. 


W.Fenton   24 

J.  Summerhayes   22 

G.L.Vivian....,   21 

G.  Anstee.   24 

H.  W.  Cooey...   24 

G.  Colborne. . . ,   24 

W.Hughes.....   18 

D.  Jordan.   23 

Brantford  Club. 

A.  M.  McRobb.   24 

P.  Mathers   21 

L.  Golden    24 

W.  Doherty   19 

D.  McNeil   23 

Col.  Page   24 

C.  Summerhayes   21 

J.  Dennis   8 


14  14  15  15  14  13  13  14  14  139 
14     9    13    13    10    11    12    12    12  119 

12  14  14  13  13  14  12  13  15  130 
14  15  13  14  14  14  14  12  14  138 
11-  13  13  12  12  9  13  11  12  120 

13  10  14  13  12  10  12  13  9  118 
11  13  9  13  13  11  12  11  12  116 

14  10  14  15  15  13  14  11  12  129 
11  11  10  13  10  9  15  13  14  119 

11  12  12  14  »13  11  .11  13  11  123 
14      8    13    13      9      4    12    10      9  100 

12  11    13    10    11    12    11    10    11  112 

14  13    13    11    14    12    14    11    12  126 

12  11    13    13    12    11    10    11      8  112 

15  14    11    11    11    13    13    12    15  128 

13  14  12  12  13  13  14  15  14  133 
15    15    14    14    12    14    15    13    15  142 

12  13    15    14    13    14    15    14    10  132 

11  14    14    14    14    13    10    10    13  127 

13  13    15    15    15    14    14    15"  13  142 

12  12    15    15    14    14    14    14    14  139 

St.  Hubert's  Club,  Ottawa. 

G.  O'Connor   25 

H.  Graham...   21 

W.  Brownlee  :   18 

G.  Easdale.-.   19 

Dr.  Winters   22 

Randlett   21 

W.J.Corby   17 

J.J.Henry   24 

Hamilton  C  ub 

W.  Barnes   23 

A.D.Bates  ,   21 

E.  Sturt   23 

J.  Hunter   22 

E.Beattie   23 

H.  Lennox   22 

W.Thomson   22 

C.  Choate  ,   25 

The  five-man  team  contest  was  a  50-bird  event, 
and  resulted  in  Toronto  Club  winning.    Scores  were: 
— Balmy  Beach  Club — 

T.  Healy   44 

H.W.Burke  .'   44 

C.  N.  Candee   45 

E.R.Rolfe   38 

W.S.Edwards   43 


Total  214 

— Toronto  Club — 

W.Fenton   45 

J.  Summerhayes    45 

G.L.Vivian   48 

G.  Anstee  =   45 

H.  Cooey,  „  48 


Total  231 


i 

i 

i 

j 

i 
j 
j 
j 
i 

i 

i 

i 
i 


FISHERMEN ! 
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j 

|  Do  You  Want  a  Collapsible  Minnow  Trap  ? 

|  |  IT  WILL  COST^YOU|NO  MONEY— ONLY  A  LITTLE  TIME. 

|  Just  send  us  FOUR  new  subscriptions  to  ROD  AND  GUN  at  $1.50 
per  annum  each,  and  we  will  send  you  postpaid,  an  unbreakable,  celluloid, 

I  collapsible  minnow  trap,  value  $3.00,  manufactured  by  A.  J.  Algate,  Toronto, 

j  Sample  copies  and  subscription  blanks  are  sent  free  on  request. 

|  Prelum  Department 

1  Rod  and  Gun  in  Canada        -         Woodstock,  Ont. 


Advertisements  will  be 
inserted  in  this  Department 
at  4c.  a  word.    Send  re- 
mittance with  order .  Copy 
should  not  be  later  than 
the  10th  of  the  month. 

FOR  SALE,  WANT  AND 
EXCHANGE  DEPT. 

ANTIQUE  FIREARMS 


Kentucky  rifles,  flintlock,  pistols,  powder-horns,  swords, 
daggers.  Indian  relics,  coins,  stamp  collections.  Lists 
free.    Antique  Shop,  33  South  18th  St.,  Philadelphia^ 

7-TF 

BUY,  SELL,  EXCHANGE  old-time  and  modern  Fire- 
arms. Antiques  wanted.  Stephen  Van  Rensselaer,  805 
Madison  Avenue,  New  York.  8  12T 


BIRDS  AND  ANIMALS 


FOR  SALE — Best  quality  ranch-raised  mink,  also 
Canada  wild  geese.  Nelson  Waldron,  Tyne  Valley,  Prince 
Edward  Island.  6  6T 


WILD  ANIMALS — -Correspondence  solicited  with 
parties  interested  in  Fox  Ranching  or  in  purchasing  or 
selling,  stock.    Blake  Vanatter,  Georgetown.  Ont.  J.t.f 

FOR  SALE — Young  foxes,  3  young  foxes,  1  dog  and  2 
bitches,  not  related — caught  4  weeks  ago — quite  tame, 
Low  price  for  quick  sale.  R.  W.  Anderson,  New  Hamburg, 
Ont.  7-1T 

WANTED — Red  and  Gray  Foxes,  Otter,  Bear  Cubs,  and 
other  live  animals.  Wild  animals  and  pets  for  sale. 
Charles  C.  Garland,  Oldtown,  Maine.  7-1T 

BOATS  AND  LAUNCHES 

WANTED — Second-hand  shooting  boat,  Mullins  or 
Green  Bay  preferred,  also  canoe  12  or  13  foot,  any  make, 
muEt  be  in  good  serviceable  condition.  Reply  Box  110 
Rod  and  Gun,  Woodstock,  Ont.  6  2T 

BOAT  FOR  SALE  OR  EXCHANG  —Motor  Boat,  25 
ft.,  Ford  Engine,  revei  se  gear,  Maxim  si  ncer,  speed  about 
12  miles,  Atwater  Kent  ignition,  co  t  over  a  thousand 
to  build;  will  exchange  for  a  Car  or  accept  reasonable 
offer.  You  should  see  this  boat  to  appreciat  it.  Apply 
Box  350,  Rod  and  Gun,  Woodstock,  Ont.  7-1 T 

DOGS 

FOR  SALE — American  Fox  Hound,  bitch,  $20;  and 
three  pups,  two  months  old,  $15  each.  Alex.  Green,  200 
Dundas  St.,  Woodstock,  Ont.  7-1T 

Our  Specialty  is  breeding  spaniels  foi  duck  and  partridge 
hunting.  Dog  pup?  ten  dollars  each.  Highview  Kennels, 
Port  Hope,  Ont.  7-1 T 

FOR  SALE — One  pedigreed  English  bull  bitch.  Five 
months  old.    H.  B.  Vansickle,  Box  334,  Paris ,  Ont.  7-1T 

FOR  SALE — Eight  fine  American  foxhound  pups,  fox, 
coon,  deer  and  rabbit  hunting  strain,  bred  from  stock  of 
great  record.  For  particular  Ed.  Rothaupt,  Elmwood 
Ont.  7-1T 

FOR  SALE  CHEAP — Deer  hound  trained,  alsa  on 
rabbits,  and  to  ride  in  canoe  or  buggy.    For  particulars 
write,  Arthur  Skinner,  26  Front  St.,  Orillia,  Ont.  Box  583 
 7-1T 

WANTED — Water  spaniel  letriever  for  marsh  work. 
Jno,  Millman,  Thedford,  Ont.  7-1T 


America's 
Pioneer 
Dog  Medieines 


BOOK  ON 

DOG  DISEASES 
And  How  to  Feed 

Mailed  free  t©  any  address  by 
the  Author 

H.  CLAY  GLOVER  CO.,  Inc., 
118  West  31st  Street,  New  York 


Two  black  and  tan  beagle  bitches,  trained.  Four 
beadle  pups,  5  months  old,  genuine  hunting  quality; 
selling  out  cheap.    James  Stock,  Mimico,  Ont 

FOR  SALE. — Splendid  Llewellin,  English,  Irish,  Gordon 
setter  pups  and  trained  dogs,  pointers,  spaniels  and  re- 
trievers in  pups  and  trained  dogs.  Enclose  stamp  for 
description.   Thoroughbred  Kennels,  Atlantic,  Iowa.  tf 

THE  BLUE  GRASS  FARM  KENNELS,  OF  BERRY, 
KY.,  offer  for  sale,  Setters  and  Pointers,  Fox  and  Cat 
Hounds,  Wolf  and  Deer  Hounds,  Coon  and  Opposum 
Hounds,  Varmint  and  Rabbit  Hounds,  Bear  ana  Lion 
Hounds,  also  Airedale  terriers.  All  dogs  shipped  on  trial, 
purchaser  to  judge  the  quality,  satisfaction  guaranteed 
or  money  refunded.  Sixty-eight  page  highly  illustrated, 
instructive,  and  interesting  catalogue  for  ten  cents  in 
stamps  or  coin.  5-TF 

FOR  SALE — Airedale  pups,  registered,  verv  choice. 
C.  A-  York,  Ruscomb,  Ont.  6  TF 

THE  HOMESTEAD  KENNELS,  GREENWOOD, 
MISS. — Have  for  Sale  Trained  Hounds,  for  Fox,  and 
Cat,  Wolf  and  Deer,  Coon  and  Oppossttm  and  Skunk, 
Squirrels  and  Rabbits,  good  as  live.  Fine  lot  of  young 
dogs.  Trained  dogs  sent  on  15  days  trial.  10  cents 
for  illustrated  catalog.  5-T.F. 

AMERICAN  FOXHOUNDS— A  few  March  pups  still 
unsold;  now  booking  orders  for  June  and  July  litters,  all 
eligible  to  register.    J.  E.  Keays,  London,  Ont.  7-1T 


"FIELD  AND  SHOW  DOG" 

With  All  Breed  Directory  Combined. 
Special  Department  on  all  breeds,  especially  Airedale 
terriers  each  month.     The  best  and  most  popular 
Kennel  advertising  medium  in  America. 
Issued  monthly;  Price  $1.00  year,  sample  copy  15c. 
Published  by   JOHN  A.  WHITE  &  SON, 
739  W.  Federal  St,  Youngstown,  Ohio,  U.S.A. 


ENGINES  AND  LAUNCHES. 

Row  boat  Outboard  motors  arid  others  cheap;  also 
reverse  gears,  rear  starters,  magnetos,  etc.  Send  for  list. 
Guarantee  Motor  Co.,  Hamilton,  Canada.  10-TF 

FOR  SALE — Marine  Engines,  two  cycle,  two,  three  and 
four  cylinder,  also  2  cylinder  4  cycle.    All  new.    Write  for 
further  particulars  stating  horse  power  required,  to  Box  L 
ROD  AND  GUN,  Woodstock,  Ont.  TF 


FOR  SALE — 23  ft.  Semi-speed  launch,  beam  4  feet 
3  inches,  finished  ready  for  engine.  This  is  a  new  launch, 
now  ready  for  delivery.  For  further  particulars,  etc., 
write  Box  F.  ROD  AND  GUN,  Woodstock,  Ont.  TF 

FISHING  TACKLE 

NETS — Complete  instructions  and  drawings  for  making 
and  repairing  all  kinds,  75  cents.  Satisfaction  gauranteed. 
A.  F.  Wallace,  Station  "A,"  Milwaukee,  Wis.  7-1T 

GUNS 

YES— I  WILL  TRADE  GUNS— Send  2c  stamp  for 
complete  list  of  second  hand  and  shop-worn  firearms. 
Everything  guaranteed.  Tell  us  what  you  want  in  first 
letter.  Wm.  R.  Burkhard  (Established  in  1855),  143 
East  4th  St..  St.  Paul,  Minn.  "The  Original  and  Old 
Reliable."  12-TF 

FOR  SALE — .32-40  Winchester  rifle.  Splendid  condi- 
tion, with  cover,  $25.00.    H.  Stuckey,  Caledon,  Ont.  7-1T 

FOR  SALE— .303  British  (Winchester),  good  condition, 
Lyman  sights.  First  $24.00  takes  gun.  R.  T.  Morrison, 
Southampton,  N.  B.  7-1T 
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GUN  REPAIRING 

W.  A.  Brock 
We  make  a  specialty  of  Fine  Gun  Work, 
Restocking,   Barrel  Boring,  Stock-Bend- 
ing, Barrel  Browning,  etc. 

All  work  guaranteed. 

A  SNAP  IN  A 
NEW  STANDARD  MARLIN  TRAP  GUN:  12 
guage,  30  in.  barrel,  bored  especially  for  trap  use. 
Selected  English  walnut  stock  and  forearm,  beauti- 
fully polished  and  checkered.  &  «r 

It's  the  best  trap  gun  made  for  the  man  who 
likes  a  hammer^gun.       Only^  $50.00. 

BROCK'S 

The  Sporting  Goods  Store  of  London,  Ont. 


WANTED — Colt  and  Smith  &  Wesson  .22  calibre 
target,  revolvers  and  pi  tols,  also  single  action  Colt  .32 
.38  or  .44    L.  Secord,  4363^  College  St.  Toronto,  7-1T 

FOR  SALE — .32-40  Winchester  target  rifle,  octagon 
barrel,  hair,  set  trigger,  palm  rest,  and  telescopic  sight. 
Telescopic  sight  cost  me  $22.00  Also  40  rounds  of  am- 
munition. This  rifle  is  in  first  class  condition.  For 
quick  sate  will  accept  $30.00  Apply  Harry  Foi  der,  Parry 
Sound,  Ont.  7-1 T 

EXCHANGE— A  303  Savage  rifle,  for  a  12  gauge  ham- 
merless  pump  gun.    J.  G.  Holtby,  Depot  Harbour,  Ont. 

7-1T 

BULLETS  any  calibre,  any  temper.  Expert  Gun  Rifle 
and  Revolver  repairs.  Reloading,  guns  bought  and  sold. 
What  have  you  to  swap?  W.  H.  Lowe,  Gunsmith,  New 
Liskeard,    Ont.  7-1T 

Big  game  ammunition  loaded* to  order.  Progressive 
powders  with  copper  jacketed  bullets.  Henry  Bros.  616 
Cordova,  St.,  East.,  Vancouver,  B.C.  5-6T 

ROOTS  AND  HERBS 

GOLDEN  Seal  and  60  Other  Plants  used  in  making 
medicine,  dyes,  perfumes,  etc.  How  to  gather,  high  war 
prices,  and  address  of  Buyers'  Book,  postpaid,  only  20c. 
Get  yours  today.    Ginseng  Co.,  West  Milan,  N.H.  5-2T 

SPECIALS 

FOR  SALE — Set  of  Electric  automobile  lamps,  two  side 
and  one  tail.  Never  been  used.  Box  L,  ROD  AND  GUN 
Woodstock,  Ontario.  TF 

MARRY  IF  LONELY;  for  results  try  me;  best  and 
most  successful  "Home  Maker";  hundreds  rich  wish 
marriage  soon;  strictly  confidential;  most  reliable;  years 
of  experience;  descriptions  free.  "The  Successful  Club", 
Box  556,  Oakland,  Calif.  3  IT 


ECZEMA,  PSORIASIS,  gftS^SM  ESS 

matism,  piles,  cured  uc  no  charge.  Write  for  particulars. 
Eczema  Remedy,  Co.,  Dept.  R.  G.,  Hot  Springs,  Ark., 
U.  S. A. 

FOR  SALE — Goerz  Prismatic  Binoculars:  8  diameters 
magnification,  in  leather  sling  case.  Perfect  condition. 
Box  300,  Rod  and  Gun,  Woodstock,  Ontario.  7-1T 

Send  25c  in  stamps  or  coin  for  3  issues  of  National 
Sportsman  Magazine,  devoted  to  Hunting,  Fishing* 
Camping  and  Trapping,  and  containing  more  For  Sale 
and  Exchange  classified  advertisements  of  guns,  rifles,  dogs, 
camping  and  trapping  outfits,  etc.,  than  any  magazine 
published.  National  Sportsman  Magazine,  221  Columbus 
Ave.,  Boston,  Mass.  7-TF 

TAXIDERMY  AND  TANNING 

  \  

FOR  SALE — Moose  Head,  fine  specimen  excellent  con- 
dition. Apply  Box  L.,  ROD  AND  GUN.  Woodstock, 
Ont.  TF 

Artificial  eyes  and  skulls  for  Taxidermists  and  Furriers. 
Oliver  Spanner  &  Co.,  26  Elm  St.,  Toronto.  We  buy  raw 
furs.  3  12T 


THE  THREE  VETS 

(Bill  Potts,  Walter  Potts  and  Windy  Carr) 

Mountain  Guides  and  Outfitters 

For  Hunting,  Fishing  and  Exploring  Parties. 
MORLEY    -       -  ALTA. 


All  About  Airedales 

By  R.  M.  Palmer 


A  Book  of  General  information 

Valuable  alike  to  dog  lovers  and  owner*, 
breeders  and  fanciers.  Illustrated  from 
selected  photographs  ef  noted  dogs  and 
rare  scenes.  Interesting  alike  to  the  nov- 
ice who  is  a  fancier  of  other  breeds  than 
the  Airedale  and  of  particular  interest  to 
the  Airedale  fancier. 

Paper  Bound  $1;  Cloth  Bound  $1.50 


ROD  AND  GUN  IN  CANADA  MAGAZINE 

(Book  Department),  WOODSTOCK,  ONT. 


AUTOMOBILE  MOTORS  AND  MECHANISM 

Pocket  size,  265  pp.,  blue  flexible  leather,  fully  illustrated 

CONTENTS — The  internal  combustion  engine.  Principles  and  construction.  A 
typical  modern  motor,  The  centrifugal  governor.  The  hit-or-miss  governor.  Car- 
buretors, The  float  feed  principle,  The  float  chamber  and  jet.  Various  types  of  modern 
construction,  Quality  of  mixture,  Flooding  the  carburetor.  Carburetor  troubles  and 
adjustments  etc.,  Gear  or  Gearing,  Belt  and  Chain  Gearing,  Friction  gear,  Spur  on 
tooth  gearing.  Differential  or  balance  gear,  Shafts  and  their  functions,  The  crank- 
shaft, naif  speed  shaft,  countershaft,  etc.,  Lubrication  and  Lubricators,  Pumps  and 
their  purposes,  Motor  misfiring,  causes  and  remedies,  Noises  in  the  Motor,  causes 
and  remedies.  Motor  overheating,  causes  and  remedies,  Electric  motors,  principles 

nd  operation,  Steam  cars,  The  engine,  generator,  reverse  gear,  etc. 
*      Irxes:    Flexible  Leather  $1.50.       Cloth  Binding  $1.25. 

ADDRESS  ALL  ORDERS  TO 


W.  J.  TAYLOR,  LIMITED 


Woodstock.  Ontario 
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LAURENTIDE  HOUSE 
Lake  Edward,  Pro.  Quebec,  Can. 

Finest  of  Trout  Fishing,  Moose,  Bear, 
Partridge  and  Duck  Shooting.  Accommoda- 
tion in  either  hotel,  camp  or  tents.  Guides, 
canoes  and  full  equipment  furnished.  . 

Canoeing  and  tenting  trips  arranged  to  as  far 
as  Hudson  Bay.    Booklet  on  request. 


"Catch  Fish  Worth  Fishing  For" 

Use  the  TEMPTER  Bait 

FREE  TO   EVERY  ANGLER 

who  uses  it,  a  prize,  value  $4.50 
WRITE  For  Full  PARTICULARS 

BAITS,  75c  EACH.  Any  Color. 

J.  W.  REYNOLDS  DECOY  FACTORY 

Patent  Pending  Chicago,  u.s.a. 

I  Moose  Heads 


|   of  exceptional  size,  as  well  as  deer  and 
j   caribou  are  secured  every  year  in  the  Pro- 
vince of  Quebec,  where  the  best  hunting 
|   and  fishing  in  America  is  to  be  had. 

Non-residents,  equally  with  residents  of 
!  the  Province,  may  lease  hunting  and  fish- 
j  ing  rights  on  unleased  lands  belonging  to 
|  the  Province  at  from  $5  to  $10  per  mile 
|  per  annum.  Applicants  should  definitely 
describe  the  location  of  the  rights  so 
desired. 

Non-resident  fishing  and  hunting  licen- 
I  ses,  tags  for  the  shipment  of  gam  .  killed 
j  in  the  Province,  copies  of  the  ish  and 
|  game  laws,  and  all  information  garding 
j  fishing  and  hunting  In  the  P  -ince  may 
be  obtained  by  addressing 

lion.  Honore  Mercier 

Minister  of  Colonization,  Mines  and 
j  Fisheries 

|  Quebec 

■tj-  —  '   ■  —  ■■  —  ■  ■  —  •■  —  ■■  .—  ..  — -~ .. . —  .,  Tr>  ..  ,. 


i 


!Mink,Skunk,"Coon,,!Rabbits,et^ 


A  Dime 


brings  Illustrated  Trappers' 
Guide.  It  tells  how.  Giving 
the  first  time  in  print  the  treasured  secrets  of 
the  wisest  old  trappers  in  this  country,  it's 
worth  dollars  to  you. 


TRAPPER6* 

boxc    -     -  - 


SUPPLY  CO. 

OAK  PARK,  ILL. 


HOTEL  ST.  JAMES 

Times  Square,  New  York  City 

Just  off  Broadway  at  109-113  W.  45th  St. 
3  Blocks  from  Grand  Central  Station. 

Conducted  by  a  Canadian. 

Much  favored 
by  women  trav- 
elling without 
escort. 


40  Theatres,  all 
principal  shops 
and  churches, 
3  to  5  minutes' 
walk. 


2  minutes  of 
all  subways,  %* 
roads,  surface 
cars,  bus  lines. 


AH  Outside 
Rooms  • 

Hot  and  Cold 
Running  Water 
in  every  room. 
With  adjoining  bath  .   .  from  $1.50  up 
With  private  bath   .   .   .   from  $2.50  up 
Sitting  room,  bedroom,  bath,  from  $5  up 

W.  JOHNSON  QUINN,  Mgr. 

Formerly  of  Hotel  Webster 


Headquarters  for  Special  Quality 
Made  To  Order 

|  FOX  NETTING 

|      Heavily  Galvanized— After  Weaving 

i 


i 


Thousands  of  rolls,  all  siz.es> — made  from  specially 
drawn  wire  ^d  woven  with  special  twists  in  the 
meshes,  full  guage,  best  quality  spelter.  Wire  or 
mail  your  orders  to  the  largest  dealers  in  America, 
and  it  will  pay  you  to  do  it  quickly. 

Brace, McKay  &  Co.,""""* 

Summerside,  P.  E.  Island 


THE   HERCULES  ROD. 

Westwood's  Patent  Unbreakable  Silk  Bound  Split  Cane  Rod,  9  feet,  5  oz., 
The  Patent  Dark  Green  Silk  Binding  adds  greatly  to  its  beauty,  as  well  as  increasing  its  strength  some  fifty  per 

cent.    This  Rod  has  become  a  great  favorite  for  Trout  and  Bass  Fishing. 

Hercules  Trout  Rod,  9  feet,  5  oz.,  each     $20.00 

Hercules  Bass  Rod,  with  four  Agate  Rings,  each    25.00 

Expert  Silk  Bound,  medium  quality,  made  in  Trout  and  Bass,  each   10.00 

Ezcell.  Silk  Bound,  fair  quality,  in  Bass  or  Trout,  each   6.00 
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THE  UNEQUAL  ROD. 
Westwood's  Patent  Silk  Bound  Steel  Rod,  Trout,  10  feet. 
This  Patent  Dark  Green  Silk  Binding  protects  this  rod  absolutely  against  rust,  besides  adding  greatly  to  its  strength 

and  beauty. 

Trout  Rod,  10  feet,  each   *  7.50 

Bass  Rod,  5  to  9  feet,  each   2  aA 

Bait  Casting  Rod,  5  to  5H  feet,  with  large  German  Silver  Rings,  each   »-00 

do.             do.            with  one  Agate  End  Ring   1,25 

do.              do.            with  Agate  Butt  and  End  Ring,  each   J2.00 

do.              do.            with  all  Agate  Rings,  each   1*-<"» 


THE  BLAKE  ROD. 

Highest  Grade  Split  Cane  Trout  Rod,  9  feet,  5  oz. 

Trout  Rod,  each   $16.00 

Bass  Rod,  8  feet,  each   16.00 

For  a  first  class  Rod  it  cannot  possibly  be  surpassed  and  is  in  great  demand. 

The  ALLCOCK,  LAIGHT  &  WESTWOOD  Co.  Ltd. 

MANUFACTURERS,  TORONTO 
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BONNYGASTLE  DALE 


WHY  does  the    tide  -  run  so 
swiftly?"  Laddie  asked  as  we 
struggled  with    our  paddles 
northward  along  the  Gulf  of  Georgia. 

"Did  you  ever  hear  the  old  song 
"The  Meeting  of  The  Waters,"  it 
might  have  been  written  about  this 
place — the  tides  meet  here."  A  truly 
wonderful  sight.  It  was  lowest  low 
tide  and  the  great  masses  of  water 
that  twice  daily  sweep  about  Van- 
couver Island  were  piling  their  foam- 
ing edges  against  one  another  just 
south  of  Seymour  Narrows — the  most 


treacherous  passage  on  the  Northern 
Pacific  Coast  of  Canada.  Our  long 
Sooke  log  canoe  bounded  and  jockeyed 
over  the  lean  hungry  waves  like  a 

boy's  rocking  horse  

"It's  getting  pretty  bad."  I  called 
to  O'poots,  our  West  Coast  Indian 
guide. 

"Hyas  Skookum  Chuck,"  (means 
"Great  Big  Waves,"  or  "Great  Big 
Water"  rather,  in  the  Coast  Jargon 
called  Chinook,  a  mixture  of  French, 
Spanish,  Indian  and  English.) 

"Laddie"  and  I  just  pat-patted 
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with  our  paddles  to  keep  her  head  on 
while  the  native  in  the  stern  flung  his 
narrow  sharp  pointed  blade  from  side 
to  side,  his  dark  eyes  flashing  as 
brightly  as  his  wet  blade.  Within  ten 
minutes  we  were  lifting  and  falling 
over  the  regular  swell  again,  behind  us 
the  "rip"  made  by  the  meeting  of  the 
tides  looked  like  some  immense  rapid 
in  mid-ocean,  a  long  streak  of  white 
angry  tossing  seas. 

"Sammon!"  said  O'poots,  as  a  big 
silvery  thing  broke  water  near  us,  so 
out  went  the  lines.  Laddie  used  a 
handline  of  stout  twisted  linen.  I 
used  my  big  lance-wbod  salmon  rod 
with  200  yards  of  heavy  Irish  linen  line 
and  a  copper  and  silver  S  shaped 
spoon.  The  hook,  with  a  shank  of 
five  inches  in  length,  was  baited  by 
the  Indian  with  a  small  Oulican,  or 
Candle  Fish,  a  fish  so  fatty  that  when 
dried  the  natives  burn  them  like 
torches  or  candles. 

We  were  yet  about  three  miles  from 
shore.  Above  us  roared  the  struggling 
waters  of  Seymour  pass,  roaring  like 
a  bull.  Four  miles  behind  us  we 
could  see  the  broken  top  of  The 
Mittlenatch,  the  most  northerly  is- 
land in  the  Gulf,  To  the  west  lay 
the  green  wooded  shores  and  shore 
hills  and  mountain  ranges  of  Van- 
couver Island,  and  in  the  centre  of 
the  shore  scene  entered  the  far  famed 
Campbell  River,  the  best  place  for 
salmon  and  trout  on  all  this  Pacific 
Coast — for  the  simple  reason  that 
here  gather  an  infinitude  of  schools 
of  small  food  fishes  to  breed  so,  from 
time  immemorial— whatever  that 
means — -the  fishermen  of  the  world 
have  foregathered  here  to  try  for 
record  fish. 

It  was  early  in  the  year  and  the 
great  Spring,  .or  Tyee,  or  K*ing  Sal- 
mon, or  Chinook  or  Quinnat  as  the 
natives  call  them  was  "running." 
He  is  the  Columbia  salmon  on  the 
Columbia,  the  Sacramento  salmon 
on  the  Sacramento,  in  the  Russian 
settlement  "tschawytscha,"  but 
generally  by  the  white  man  he  is 
called  "Spring"  and  by  the  Indians 
"Tyee"  (big)  and  big  he  truly  is.  We 
have  seen  or  taken  him  all  along  this 
Pacific  coast  from  California  to 
Alsaka,  wherever  the  herring  or  the 


smelt  or  the  Oulican  run  there  the 
Spring  salmon  is  to  be  found. 

We  had  been  fishing  for  them  in  the 
early  spring  months  in  the  Straits  of 
Juan  de  Fuca,  one  very  odd  thing  we 
noted,  some  of  the  salmon  we  caught, 
our  largest  was  43  pounds,  were  all 
red  fleshed,  this  red  of  the  flesh  of  the 
salmon  is  caused  by  the  innumerable, 
tiny,  free  swimming  shell  fish  they  eat, 
as  well  as  the  fish  they  consume  that 
in  their  turn  live  on  the  tiny  shell 
fish.   Some  that  we  caught  were  half 
red  and  half  white  and  some  were 
striped  and  patched  red  and  white 
like  a  barber's  pole.    All  these  great 
magnificent  fish  were  then  coming  in 
from  their  deep  sea  feeding  grounds — 
alas!  unknown  to  Man  ( — and  a  jolly 
good  thing  for  the  fish  too).    It  dis- 
appears for  some  two  or  three  years 
from  our  sight  altogether,  but  it  must 
return  at  about  four  years  of  age  to 
spawn  and  die.    I  have  never  yet 
seen  one  of  these  fish  that  weighed  a 
full  100  pounds,  the  upper  reaches  of 
the  Yukon  have  a  story  of  one  that 
weighed  140  pounds,  great  numbers 
hare  been  taken  of  70,  80,  and  90 
pounds    weight.     I    have   seen  a 
thousand  dead  Spring  Salmon  that 
averaged  over  30  pounds  weight.  We 
know  that  this  valuable  food  fish  goes 
northward  around  Point  Barrow.  It 
is  remarkable  how  many  of  these  huge 
salmon  will  use  one  small  bay,  over  a 
quarter  of  a  million  pounds  of  this 
fish  caught  trolling  by  the  Indians 
have  been  shipped  from  Ketchikan 
alone  in  one  season.    It  certainly 
was  a  snap  buying  white-meated  sal- 
mon— no  matter  what  the  weight,  for 
twenty-five   cents    and  red-meated 
ones  for  fifty  cents,  but  these  Alaskan 
Indians  did  not  know  better  THEN — 
now  they  know  that  we  get  fifty 
cents  a  pound  for  this  fish  laid  down 
early  in  London  markets. 

"I've  got  him!  I've  got  him!" 
yelled  "Laddie"  at  this  moment  as  he 
sprung  up  erect  in  the  bow  and 
started  to  pull  in  hand  over  hand— 
at  this  critical  moment  the  Spring 
learned  for  the  first  time  that  the 
shining  smelt  he  had  captured  had  in 
reality  captured  him  and  he  leaped 
up  in  a  sparkling  fountain  of  water,  a 
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Campbell  River  Falls 


great  shining  mass  of  silver,  about  a 
thirty-five  pound  fish. 

"Don't  you  touch  that  line 
O'poots!"  cried  the  lad  as  he  was 
tumbled  and  dragged  backwards  past 
me  right  into  the  Indian's  arms. 
"I'll  land  him  or  lose  him  myself!" 
he  sputtered  out.  The  lad's  fat  arms 
were  extended  straight  at  the  fish  as 


if  imploring  him  not  to  pull  quite  so 
hard — the  salmon  now  started  to 
see-saw  back  and  fortfy  across  our 
stern,  at  times  leaping  in  shot, 
splashing  plunges  across  the  surface — 
at  times  he  had  the  Indian  and  the 
boy  well  out  over  the  stern — but 
never  a  hand  did  the  Indian  put  on 
the  straining  line — the  tide  was  with 
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the  fish  and  we  were  going  backwards 
rapidly.  Twice  I  saw  other  salmon 
break  near  oar  struggling  fish  and 
I  knew  we  were  right  in  the  midst  of  a 
feeding  school.  Sometimes  "Laddie" 
had  five  or  ten  yards  nicely  gathered 
in  when  off  would  run  the  big  broad 
silvery  thing  and  out  would  go  the 
line.  By  this  time  I  had  managed  to 
get  my  line  completely  in,  even  though 
once  the  fish  had  leaped  over  it,  so 
I  lighted  my  pipe  and  watched  the 
boy.  He  manhandled  that  fish  shock- 
ingly at  last — • 

"You  won't  come  in!"  he  yelled — 
mad  all  over,  as  he  had  just  dipped 
both  arms  to  the  elbows  in  a  passing 
surge  of  a  whitecap — he  braced  both 
feet  and  pulled  hand  over  hand,  the 
line  falling  in  great  coils  on  O'poot's 
knees   and   arms,   water  and  boy 
splashing   and   falling  everywhere. 
"NOW!   —   THE   —  KILLING- 
STICK — "  spluttered  the  lad.    I  saw 
the  brown  arm  hand  up  the  short 
gaffhook-ended  club,   there  was  a 
mighty  boiling  of  water  at  the  stern 
of  the  canoe,  a  fat  hand  armed  with  a 
dark  club  arose  in  the  air  and  fell 
with  a  mighty  "thwack"  on  the  fish 
and  glanced  off — and  but  for  O'poots 
swiftly  grasping  the  loose  cloth  in  a 
certain  part  of  "Laddie's"  costume 
the  young  gentlemen  would  have  gone 
in  swimming  with  the  fish,  but  between 
them  they  dragged  it  into  the  boat. 
"Laddie"  unseated  the  gaff  and  three 
blows  on  the  shapely  head  and  a  con- 
sequent swift  beating  of  the  tail  by 
the  fish  told  that  the  fight  was  over 
and  the  poor  thing  out  of  pain  and 
misery — for  did  you  ever  note  what 
wild  alarm  seizes  this  beautiful  thing 
when  once  it  finds  itself,  for  the  first 
time,  a  captive,  that  tiny  heart,  far 
up  the  throat,  beats  in  frantic  fear, 
every  nerve  is  strained  and  the  agile 
creature  will  do  then  what  it  has 
carefully  avoided  doing  all  its  life — 
beat  its  body  against  another  object — 
for  fish  value  the  slime  that  encom- 
pass them    and    are  very  careful 
about  displacing  any  of  it.  There 
lay  thirty  odd  pounds  of  most  ex- 
cellent food.    It  was  a  female  and 
already  the  egg  sacs  were  becoming 
filled.    She  was  on  her  way  to  her 
birthplace,  tempted  by  the  mass  of 


food  she  forgot  her  primal  object — 
to  spawn — and  again  filled  her  stom- 
ach with  food. 

As  this  was  early  spring  she  was  not 
really  confirmed  in  the  habit  of 
starving  herself  but  later,  once  they 
have  reached  brackish  or  fresh  water, 
once  some  inborn  monitor  speaks, 
they  each  and  all  stop  feeding  and  for 
days  and  weeks  and  months,  while 
they  travel  from  the  Straits  or  es- 
tuaries to  the  headwaters  of  some 
distant  river  they  go  2000  miles  up 
the  Yukon — on,  on  they  go,  up  riffles, 
over  rapids,  up  falls,  leaping  as  much 
as  twelve  feet  upwards — did  you  ever 
see  a  salmon  take  this .  wonderful 
climbing  rush,  they  go  at  it  in  sections 
you  might  say,  leaping  up  a  few  feet 
right  into  the  widest,  thickest  flow  of 
the  fall,  then  by  swift  zig-zag  motions, 
the  very  intensity  of  swimming,  a 
seeming  wriggling  of  the  whole  body, 
they  pass  swiftly  over  the  brow  of  the 
fall.  You  would  really  think  they 
would  stop  when  they  come  to  dry 
pebbles— I  tell  you  that  "Laddie" 
and  I  have  both  of  us  put  our  feet  in 
the  way  of  an  upward  struggling 
salmon  and  have  had  them,  time  after 
time,  wriggle  over  our  feet  and  plunge 
and  splash  their  way  into  the  next 
pool  above. 

But  by  now  we  are  nearing  Camp- 
bell River  and  in  the  estuary  is  a  very 
good  place  to  take  a  fish,  and  no 
matter  how  many  salmon  one  gets 
you  can  always  give  them  away,  so  I 
pass  my  rod, over  to  the  boy,  accord- 
ing to  promise,  as  I  must  teach  him 
the  little  I  know  of  the  art.  The  in- 
coming tide  was  eddying  and  cream- 
ing over  the  shallows  and  driving 
our  thirty  foot  cedar  log  canoe 
with  it  in  fine  shape  when  up 
jumped  the  lad  again — not  a  word  out 
of  him  this  time,  he  was  watching  that 
delicate  tip  for  a  strike.  Suddenly  I 
saw  his  eyes  flash  and  his  lips  snap 
tightly  together,  then  he  struck  like 
a  Briton  to  make  good  his  hold,  his 
thumb  slipped  and  the  reel  sang  the 
wildest  song  I  have  ever  listened  to,  a 
regular  screech — fifty  yards  went  in 
an  instant — twenty-five  more.  "Best 
snub  a  bit  lad,"  I  cautioned,  as  three- 
quarters  of  the  entire  line  was  out  and 
a  fearsome  job  it  would  have  been  for 
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me  to  garner  it  in  this  boiling  rush, 
but  he  went  at  it  as  if  he  was  turning 
a  hand  organ  and  he  laid  it  on  to  that 
reel  in  regular  coiling  wet  sections — 
as  fish  and  tide  and  canoe  were  all 
being  swept  the  same  way  now,  sud- 
denly we  struck  bottom  and  remained 
fast — and  there  was  the  fish  calmly 
swimming  around  in  another  pool, 
entirely  separated  from  the  one  we 
were  grounded  in,  soon  we  were 
swept  off  and  fish  and  tide  and  canoe 
tumbled  on,  the  lad  reeling  in  swiftly 
whenever  he  got  a  chance.  As  it  was 
all  riffles  and  shallows  ahead  we 
threw  out  the  anchor  and  fought  the 
last  fight  in  the  last  deep  pool.  Like 
a  hero  the  lad  stuck  to  it,  my  heart 
was  in  my  mouth  sometimes  at  the 
most  wonderful  curves  and  bends  he 
put  in  to  that  devoted  rod,  but  he 
always  gave  it  the  butt  when  neces- 
sary and  gained  every  inch  he  could, 
finally  he  had  it  where  we  could  see 
it,  as  this  one  never  jumped  once,  the 
swift  swirling  waters  keeping  it  down. 
It  was  a  smaller  fish  than  the  last  by 
a  few  pounds,  but  nearly  a  thirty 


pounder  for  all  that.  I  smoked 
several  pipes  before  that  ever  circling 
fish  was  drawn  by  the  boy  near 
enough  to  be  killed  by  the  Indian — ■ 
one  swift  blow,  one  rapid  gaffing,  one 
long  pull  and  in  flopped  the  mate  of 
our  first  fish — a  male  this  one  with 
milt  bags  just  filling,  a  clean  shapely 
silver  Spring. 

During  the  days  that  we  camped 
about  the  mouth" of  this  glorious  river, 
and  later  in  the  summer  on  our  way 
south,  we  walked  up  to  the  falls  and 
admired  their  wild  beauty  and  caught 
many  strings  of  excellent  eating  cut- 
throat trout  in  the  cool  clear  water. 
We  had  a  laughable  adventure  one 
day,  a  tiny  Indian  lad  who  had  been 
a  frequent  visitor  to  our  camp  was 
fishing  in  one  of  the  pools  left  by  the 
falling  waters,  this  was  in  early  spring 
and  the  flood  was  past  and  the  river 
was  a  string  of  rippling  rapids  and 
small  pools,  in  one  of  the  latter  was 
an  imprisoned  Steelhead,  the  so- 
called  "trout"  out  here,  really  a  per- 
fect western  form  of  our  own  Atlantic 
Salmon    salmo  salar.     The  little, 


254 


ROD  AND  GUN  IN  CANADA 


brown  faced,  bright  eyed  lad  threw 
into  the  pool  the  tiny  silver  gilt 
minnow  I  had  given  him  and  swiftly 
drew  it  towards  him — oat  from  under 
the  bank  he  was  standing  on  darted  a 
huge  pool-imprisoned  Steelhead,  as 
black  as  your  hat  from  river  stain,  he 
grabbed  that  Tacoma  bait  and  took 
it  and  line  and  pole  and  little  Indian 
boy  clear  across  that  pool,  the  kiddie 
had  not  been  expecting  any  such 
whales  as  that  in  a  two  foot  deep  pool. 
'  I  heard  the  splash  and  looked  up  from 
my  notebook,  the^  youngster  was 
mortally  offended.    He  seized  the 


willow  pole  he  had  been  using  ^and 
chased  that  big  black  trout  all  over 
that  shallow  pool,  prodding  and 
whacking  and  pounding  at  it — silent 
as  the  fish  itself  all  this  time.  "Splash'* 
—  "Whack"  went  the  pole,  "splash," 
"splash"  went  the  fish.  Around  the 
pool  the  varying  tide  of  battle  carried 
them  until  the  fish  made  one  false 
move  and  entered  a  shallow,  in  an 
instant  that  kid  was  upon  him, 
seized  him  in  his  arms  and  beat  his 
poor  life  out  on  the  smooth  rounded 
pebbles. 


Remedies  for  Mosquito  Bites 


The  most  satisfactory  remedy 
known  to  the  writer  for  mosquito 
bites  has  been  moist  soap.  Wet  the 
end  of  a  piece  of  ordinary  toilet  soap 
and  rub  it  gently  on  the  puncture, 
and  the  irritation  will  soon  pass  away. 
Household  ammonia,  or  alcohol,  or 
glycerine  have  been  tried  by  others 
with  good  results.  Some  mark  the 
puncture  with  a  lump  of  indigo ;  some 
with  one  of  the  naphthaline  moth 
balls;  another,  iodine.  Others  re-, 
commend  the  holding  of  one  hand  to 
a  hot  lamp  chimney  to  relieve  the 
irritation  of  mosquito  punctures. 


A  great  deal  has  been  written  con- 
cerning the  properties  of  certain  grow- 
ing plants  which*  are  recommended 
to  keep  away  that  arch  pest,  the 
mosquito.  Among  these  may  be  men- 
tioned several  species  of  eucalyptus, 
the  castor-oil  plant,  the  chinaberry 
tree,  and  others.  Although  the  evi- 
dence in  regard  to  these  plants  is 
contradictory,  all  observations  made 
by  scientific  men  in  different  parts 
of  the  world  negative  their  value; 
claims  that  they  are  valuable  are 
confined  to  people  who  have  not  made 
thoroughly  scientific  tests. — T.  H.  H. 


The  English  Sparrow 


The  English  sparrow  among  birds, 
like  the  rat  among  mammals,  is 
cunning,  destructive,  and  4  filthy. 
This  species  of  the  bird  family 
was  introduced  into  America  a 
little  more  than  sixty  years  ago,  now 
being  distributed  over  nearly  the 
whole  of  the  United  States  and 
southern  Canada.  This  rapid  dis- 
semination is  due  to  the  bird's 
hardiness,  extraordinary  fecundity, 
diversity  of  food,  aggressive  disposi- 
tion, and  almost  complete  immunity 
from  natural  enemies.  Sparrows  are 
accustomed  to  feed  in  close  flocks, 
and  when  thus  assembled  in  favor- 
able places  a  large  number  may  be 


killed  by  a  charge  of  No.  10  shot. 
The  best  way  is  to  scatter  grain  over 
long  narrow  areas  and  shoot  the  spar- 
rows at  these  baiting  places.  Where 
sparrows  infest  poultry  yards,  the 
bait  may  be  placed  on  a  horizontal 
board,  supported  at  such  an  eleva- 
tion that  the  birds  may  be  shot 
without  danger  to  the  poultry. 
These  feathered  mischief-makers  are 
becoming  so  numerous  that  we  should 

inaugurate  a  campaign  against  them. 

How  about  setting  aside  a  "sparrow 

day"  and  kill  off  as  many  of  them 

that  day  throughout  the  country 

as  possible? — T.  H.  H. 


Alfred 

TAHAR  was  happy.  As  happy 
and  contented  as  a  turtle  could 
possibly  be,  for  the  hot  sun 
which  brought  sweat  and  misery  to 
unlucky  humans  clad  in  unnatural 
raiment  brought  only  contentment 
to  him  as  it  beat  fiercely  down  upon 
his  hard  shell. 

Pine  Lake  lay  calm  in  its  summer 
glory,  uot  a  ripple  marred  the  tran- 
quillity of  its  glassy  surface;  but  it 
could  be  bad,  even  very  bad.  Al- 
though only  a  mile  wide  it  had  a  mean 
length  of  five  times  that,  and  when 
the  wind  became  angry  it  spent  its 
bluster  on  that  sweep  until  the  white- 
capped  waves  in  a  perfect  fury  chased 
one  another  from  shore  to'  shore. 
Duck  hunters  who  came  to  slay  in  the 
fall  cften  likened  it  unto  the  Great 
Lakes. 

But  the  cold,  wintry  wind  was  a 
thing  remote,  and  had  no  place  in  the 
mind  of  Tahar  as  he  dozed  on  the  flat 
surface  of  a  projecting  rock.  For  he 
was  the  monarch  of  the  lake  region 
as  well  as  its  oldest  inhabitant.  Even 
Kara,  the  great  pike  who  struck  fear 
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into  the  hearts  of  the  smaller  tenants, 
held  no  terror  for  him.  Indeed,  he 
was  old  when  Kara  was*  no  larger  than 
a  perch,  and  used  to  hide  in  the 
pickerel  grass  over  near  the  rushes. 

True,  he  was  quite  immune  from 
danger  by  virtue  of  his  great  shell, 
into  which  he  could  draw  his  head 
and  legs  at  its  first  approach.  Yes, 
he  could  hide — but  he  never  did.  And 
no  other  creature  in  all  the  lake  could 
compel  him  to  withdraw  into  his 
shell  did  he  will  it  otherwise. 

But  outside  the  lake.  Ah,  that  was 
different,  for  there  Tahar  had  seen 
strange  things.  Big  monsters  with 
four  legs  like  himself,  but  with  hair 
on  their  bodies,  great  horns  on  their 
heads,  and  from  whose  throats  issued 
terrifying  sounds  that  sent  him 
scurrying  into  the  deep  mud  where  he 
buried  himself  from  sight,  were  roam- 
ing about.  How  was  Tahar  to  know 
that  cows  were  harmless? 

Then  there  were  the  feathery  things 
that  floated  through  the  air  as  easily 
as  Kara  swam  in  the  water.  But 
most  marvelous  of  all  were  the  queer 
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creatures  that  walked  on  two  legs. 
Wonderful  things  had  Tahar  seen 
them  do.  Once  frcm  a  point  of 
vantage  he  had  seen  one  of  them  slay 
Orad,  the  muskrat,  with  a  spurt  of 
fire  and  a  noise  like  thunder,  also — 

Tahar  suddenly  became  alert.  He 
was  extremely  wise  as  the  chelonian 
standard  of  wisdom  goes,  and  as  he 
had  heard  oars  gently  dip  into  the 
water  before,  he  was  quick  to  re- 
cognize from  afar  the  faint,  but 
regular  splashes.  He  waited,  and 
soon  came  another  sound,  one  that 
he  had  long  learned  to  associate  with 
those  wonderful  bipeds — the  sound  of 
the  human  voice.  Away  down  the 
shore,  hidden  by  a  clump  of  reeds, 
was  a  boat  containing  three  men  in 
continual  conversation.  To  Tahar, 
however,  their  words  merely  signified 
the  advance  of  an  enemy. 

"Well  Bill/'  one  was  saying,  "how 
does  Pine  Lake  look  to  you?  Same  as 
ever?" 

"Just  about,"  answered  the  man 
addressed.  "It's  twenty  years  now 
since  I  left  the  old  place  to  make  my 
pile  in  New  York,  but  it  seems  only 


yesterday.  Some  changes,  of  course. 
That  'dump'  on  the  other  side  that 
looks  like  the  back  yard  of  a  tin  can 
factory  used  to  be  our  swimming  hole 
in  the  old  days.  And  behind  that 
bunch  of  grass  there  used  to  be  a  flat 
rock  sticking  out  of  the  water.  I 
remember  how,  when  I  was  only  a 
kid — I  caught  a  young  turtle  on  that 
rock.  I  took  him  home  and  made  a 
pet  of  him;  and  he  really  became  quite 
tame.  I  kept  him  nearly  all  summer 
and  then  my  mother  made  me  get 
rid  of  him.  So  I  carved  my  initials 
and  the  year  upon  his  back.  'W.  J. 
H. — 1893,'  and  put  him  back  intc  the 
lake.    It  was — " 

The  sounds  were  coming  nearer, 
and  in  his  own  way  Tahar  evidently 
considered  discretion  the  better  part 
of  valor,  for  he  pushed  himself 
clumsily  frcm  the  rock  and  slid  into 
the  water.  And  besides,  he  suddenly 
longed  for  the  willows  at  the  end  of  the 
lake,  as  there  were  ever  choice  bugs 
to  be  found  down  by  them. 

But  what  were  these  strange,  stringy 
things  that  completely  enmeshed  his 
body  and  entangled  his  head  and  legs. 
Tahar  could  easily  force  his  bulky 
shell  through  the  thickest  of  the 
grasses  that  grew  in  the  lake.  But 
this  was  no  grass.  It  was  altogether 
a  new  experience  in  his  life.  But 
Tahar  was  great  and  strong  and  would 
soon  bite  and  claw  his  way  thiough 
this  strange  thing  that  temporarily 
restrained  him,  for  was  he  not  mon- 
arch of  the  Lake? 

Just  beyond  lay  the  long  yellow 
strip  of  sandy  beach  that  stretched 
from  his  favorite  rock  to  the  edge  ei 
the  willows.  But  to  Tahar  it  was 
quite  inaccessible  for  the  more  he  bit 
and  clawed  the  more  entangled  he 
became.  The  sound  of  splashing 
oars  drawing  nearer,  added  a  new 
zest  to  his  furious  struggles,  and 
he  was  in  a  perfect  frenzy  when  a 
shadow  passed  over  him  and  he  felt 
himself  being  drawn  to  the  surface. 

Up  he  went  until  a  human  hand 
reached  over  the  side  of  the  boat  and 
grasped  one  of  his  hind  legs  and  com- 
menced pulling  him  over  the  gun- 
whales.  Tahar  snapped  at  the  hand 
and  was  rewarded  with  a  cruel  rap 
on  the  head  with  the  butt  of  a  fishing 
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rod  for  his  efforts.  Then,  with  a  hard 
thump,  he  landed  in  the  bottom  of  the 
boat. 

The  three  men  eyed  'their  prize 
with  exclamations  of  delight. 

''Ain't  he  a  beaut?"  exclaimed  one. 
"Th'  ol'  boy  wuz  jes'  taking'  his  daily 
sun  bath,  an'  I  knowed  we'd  ketch 
him  if  we  put  th'  net  on  this  side  o' 
th'  rock  an'  rowed  up  from  th'  other 
side." 

"Yes,"  said  another  of  the  trio, 
"and  now  Bill  will  have  some  good 
old-fashioned  turtle  soup  that  he  will 
long  remember  when  he  goes  back  to 
the  city." 

But  the  man  named  Bill  was  silent. 
Into  his  eyes  came  a  gleam  of  re- 
cognition. He  had  seen  something 
that  had  escaped  the  observation  of 
his  companions. 

While  the  other  two  were  occupied 
in  hauling  the  net  into  the  boat,  he 
seized  the  opportunity  to  scrape  the 
slimy  growth  from  the  shell  of  Tahar. 
And  what  he  found  beneath  the  slime 
completely  justified  his  expectations. 

The  net  stowed  safely  in  the  prow 
of  the  skiff,  it  was  decided  to  row 
around  the  bend  into  the  deep  water 
and  cast  shoreward  over  the  long 
weeds  for  pike  or  pickerel. 

But  the  man  named  Bill  evinced 
no  interest  in  the  casting  as  he  sat  in 
the  stern  gazing  silently  down  at 
Tahar,  for  a  flood  of  memories  surged 
into  his  brain  and  carried  him  back 
to  his  childhood  days.  The  dear 
little  white  haired  mother  and  the 
cottage  on  the  hillside.  The  old 
family  horse,  the  rickety  carriage, 
and  the  drive  to  church  of  a  Sunday. 
Then  there  was  the  brindle  cow  that 
persisted  in  becoming  lost  in  tHe 
-  swamp  at  milking  time.  And  the 
shepherd  dog.  Then  came  a  picture 
of  a  little  bare-foot  boy  with  sun- 
browned  cheeks  vainly,  trying  to 
fashion  a  crude  harness  for  a  pet 
turtle. 

It  was  unbelieveable;  but  there 
could  be  no  mistake,  for  here  was  the 
evidence  before  him.  He  had  cut 
broad  and  deep,  and  nature's  attempts 
at  obliteration  were  futile,  for  on 
Tahar's  leathery  back  could  be  traced 
the  outline— "W.  J.  H.— 1893."  It's 
a  funny  world,  he  meditated.  The 


family  horse  was  long  dead.  The 
brindle  cow  and  the  shepherd  dog 
likewise.  But  here  was  the  old  turtle, 
and  now  he  was  going  to  eat  it  in 
soup. 

Now  the  caprices  of  Fate  are  be- 
yond the  comprehension  of  man. 
For  that  Kara,  the  pike,  should 
be  instrumental  in  saving  the  life  of 
his  hated  enemy  while  losing  his  own 
was  paradoxical,  but  true.  For  Kara 
was  lying  half  in  the  grass  merely 
waiting  for  something  to  happen  to 
break  the  monotony  of  a  drowsy 
summer  afternoon. 

And  it  happened.  A  plump  young 
frog  came  sailing  through  the  air 
and  landed  with  a  splash  just  outside 
the  fringe  of  the  grass.  Kara  was 
upon  it  in  an  instant,  seizing  it 
broadside  between  his  powerful  jaws. 
Turning,  he  lunged  for  the  grass,  at 
the  same  time  turning  his  prey  in  his 
mouth  in  order  to  swallow  it  head 
first.  For  there  is  a  correct  method  of 
doing  everything;  even  of  swallowing 
a  frog. 

But  something  occurred  that  had 
not  been  upon  Kara's  program,  and 
the  battle  that  followed  gave  eloquent 
testimony  to  the  stuff  that  American 
game  fish  are  composed  of.  For 
thirty  minutes  Kara  fought  furiously. 
Time  and  again  he  was  brought  al- 
most to  the  side  of  the  boat  by  one  of 
the  men  while  another  stood  ready 
with  a  landing  net,  but  it  was  only 
to  break  away  again. 

The  man  named  Bill  took  no  part 
in  the  proceedings.  Another  matter 
demanded  his  attention;  and  while 
the  reel  hummed  and  sang  Tahar  was 
firmly  seized  by  his  short,  stumpy 
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tail,  lifted  over  the  side  of  the  boat, 
and  gently  lowered  into  the  water; 
where  he  lost  no  time  in  disappearing. 

Kara  finally  succumbed  and  was 
drawn  over  the  side  of  the  boat  just 
as  Tahar  had  been  but  a  brief  hour 
before.  His  captors  were  delighted. 
No  such  pike  had  ever  been  taken 
from  Pine  Lake  before.  And  ere  the 
three  men  arrived  at  the  landing  it 
was  fully  decided  that  Kara  would  be 
sent  to  New  York  to  be  mounted  by 
an  expert  taxidermist. 

When  the  fishermen  arrived  at  the 
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shore  the  disappearance  of  Tahar 
was  discovered,  and  loud  were  the 
lamentations  of  the  three  men  at  the 
discovery  of  their  loss.  But  somehow 
or  other — maybe  it  was  only  ima- 
gination— the  voice  of  the  man  named 
Bill  did  not  seem  to  possess  the 
proper  tone  of  regret  that  the  occasion 
demanded. 

Down  at  the  bottom  of  the  lake 
buried  deep  in  the  mud,  lay  Tahar. 
He  was  still  the  monarch  of  the  lake 
and  its  oldest  inhabitant. 


George  Gilbert 
(Concluded) 


IT  was  mid-afternoon.  As  the  hotel's 
company  listened  to  the  noise  of 
the  storm,  now  and  again  dis- 
cussing such  meager  gossip  as  was 
brought  in  by  a  villager  who '  was 
able  to  plough  away  through  the 
snow  to  the  centre  of  attraction — a 
warjn  bar  room,  where  other  males 
were  congregated  to  talk — when  a 
shout  outside  attracted  their  atten- 
tion:— 

"Whoa,  there,  you  long-legged, 
double  barreled  alligator,' '  a  rumbling 
voice  gave  forth. 

"Jim  Breidin,  in  for  a  drunk,  by 


saltpetre  and  prunes,"  announced 
Johnson,  getting  up  hastily.  "Here 
you,  Barker,  get  out  and  take  care 
of  his  mule.  When  he  hits  town  the 
bar's  kept  busy.  That  mule  of 
his'n'll  get  through  any  snow." 

There  was  some  licking  of  chops 
as  the  commotion  outside  increased. 
It  subsided  in  front,  only  to  break  out 
around  near  the  stables  and  then 
became  stronger  and  stronger  as  the 
center  of  it  approached  the  hotel. 

"Whew-up-eeee,"  yelled  a  tall, 
thin,  brown-bearded  man,  slamming 
the  door  open  and  striding  into  the 
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bar  room.  "A  1  as  wants  a  drink 
come  up  with  me." 

"Excuse  me,  stranger,"  said  Du- 
Pointe,  stepping  up  and  offering  his 
hand  to  the  new  comer,  "but  suppose 
we  have  a  drink  on  me." 

The  bearded  man  stepped  back, 
gazed  at  DuPointe  searchingly  for  a 
moment.  DuPointe  saw  in  his  glance 
that  something  he  had  been  searching 
for  in  the  others.  Here  was  a  man 
reckless,  headstrong,  probably  fairly 
decent  when  sober,  but  cruel  and 
mean  when  drunk.  It  was  with  the 
bluff  heartiness  of  the  spree  drinker 
who  is  bent  upon  finding  companion- 
ship for  a  carouse  that  Breiden  shook 
DuPointe's  hand  and  accepted  his 
invitation  to  drink. 

As  the  knot  of  men  gathered  before 
the  bar  and  the  bottle  began  to  cir- 
culate, DuPointe  managed  it  so  that 
he  was  close  to  Breidin,  to  whom 
Abner  Johnson  already  had  imparted 
the  facts  in  "Perrault's"  case  as  he 
knew  of  them. 

"Hi,  Peerow,  Peerigh,  Peerum," 
the  mountaineer  said,  whacking  Du- 
Pointe familiarly  on  the  back. 
"Don't  let  a  little  matter  like  a  rifle 
bullet  in  your  leg  worrit  you.  I've 
had  'em  singin'  around  myears  many's 
the  time  when  I've  been  toting  deer 
out  of  season  with  the  game  con- 
stables after  me."  _ 

The  laugh  went  around  at  the  ex- 
pense of  the  roisterer  as  he  thus  made 
fun  of  himself.  His  troubles  with 
the  game  wardens  were  well  known, 
but  none  of  those  present  would 
have  referred  to  them  if  he  had  not 
first,  for  such  is  the  etiquette  of  the 
poacher. 

"How  did  you  get  through  from 
lower  Rainbow?"  asked  Johnson. 
"I  should  think  you  never  would  have 
made  it  to-day." 

"That  darned  old  mule  of  mine  can 
go  anywhere  a  bird  can  fly  er  a  fish 
swim,"  he  boasted. 

"How's  the  gal?'  asked  Barker, 
just  in  from  the  stables  with  the 
report  that  the  "muel"  was  eating 
his  oats  well. 

"You  never  mind  abouat  my  gal," 
Breidin  said  shortly. 

"Last  time  he  was  in,"  whispered 
Johnson  to  DuPointe,  "he  had  his 


young  darter  with  him  and  he  made 
her  dance  on  the  bar  for  the  crowd 
and  when  she  cried  he  whopped  her. 
Her  mother's  been  dead  two  or  three 
years  and  she  keeps  house  for  him 
at  his  place  on  lower  Rainbow." 

•'I  heerd  you  whusperin'  thar  abouat 
my  gal,"  Breidin  bristled  up  at  John- 
ston. His  bony,  huge  fist  came  down 
on  the  bar,  making  the  glasses  and 
bottles  jump.  "You  quit  whusperin' 
abouat  her.  She's  not  fittin'  to 
come  ouat  with  me  no  more.  When 
a  gal'd  ruther  stay  home  than  go  to 
toawn  with  her  daddy,  somethin's 
wrong  wi'  her,  says  I.  "Let's  have 
another  drink." 

This  proposal  was  well  received  and 
others  like  it,  as  well. 

"See  anything  of  John  Aylesworth?' 
Johnson  asked  Breidin,  after  a  time. 

"No;  whar's  he,  the  skunk?  He 
caught  me  last  year  a-whopping  my 
gal  with  a  hame  strop  an'  stopped  me. 
But  it  didn't  do  her  no  good;  I  gave 
her  double  dose  when  he  was  gone 
from  my  place.  'Blast  all  sich  medd- 
lers,' say  I." 

"I  agree  that  a  man  has  a  right  to 
discipline  his  own  children,"  said  Du- 
Pointe ingratiatingly. 

"Noaw  I  like  to  hear  a  man  talk  up 
like  that;  let's  have  another  drink," 
said  Breidin  loudly.  The  whiskey 
was  beginning  to  affect  him,  together 
with  the  warmth  and  the  compan- 
ionship of  the  other  drinkers.  He 
had  pushed  his  round  pull-down  fur 
cap  off  his  forehead  and  taken  off  his 
big  knit  wool  mittens.  His  heavy 
double-breasted  blue  coat  was  thrown 
back. 

"I've  got  a  real  good  bottle  up  to 
my  room,"  DuPointe  suggested  to 
Breidin  at  the  first  favorable  oppor- 
tunity. 

"Noaw  you're  talking  sense,"  the 
wild  fellow  slyly  said.  "Lead  the  way 
to  it." 

A  little  later  DuPointe  had  his 
man  upstairs.  He  had  included 
Barker  and  Wagner  in  his  invitation 
and  by  evening  had  established  him- 
self in  their  good  graces. 

By  evening,  DuPointe,  by  spend- 
ing money  here  and  there  for  whiskey, 
by  his  ability  to  mix  with  all  sorts 
of  men,  had  made  himself  a  general 
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"He  had  his  young  darter  with  him  and  he  made  har  dance 


favorite.  He  managed  to  keep  Brei- 
din  near  him  and  when  it  came  time 
to  close  up  the  hotel  he,  quite  sober, 
so  managed  it  that  he  took  Breidin 
to  bed  in  his  own  room,  the  two 


reeling  off  together  to  rest.  To 
Breidin' s  suggestion  that  he  (Breidin) 
would  have  to  go  home  in  the  morn- 
ing, DuPointe  interposed  objections, 
saying  that  he  had  plenty  of  money  to 
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on  the  bar  fur  the  crowd  and  when  she  cried 

continue  their  carouse.  He  trusted 
to  the  storm  to  make  it  easy  for 
Breidin  to  comply  with  his  wishes. 

It  was  in  the  hotel  stables  next 
morning  that  DuPointe  found  the 


s  whopped  her." 

right  opportunity  to  present  the 
matter  to  Breidin  in  secrecy.  They 
had  managed  to  get  away  from  the 
others  for  a  time  on  the  pretext  that 
Breidin  wanted  to  show  DuPointe  his 
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"muel."  The  wounded  leg  was  giving 
him  little  trouble. 

The  snow  had  ceased  in  the  night. 
Friday  had  dawned  fair. 

"A  good  two-foot-and-a-half ," 
Breidin  announced,  "and  maybe  more 
to  come.  That  means  big  drifts  all 
down  the*  woods  road  along  Rainbow 
and  blocking  all  the  small  trails." 

He  was  uneasy.  Several  times  he 
had  made  references  of  his  intention 
to  return  home.  Then,  when  the 
others  noticed  his  remarks,  he  re- 
newed his  drinking  and  evaded  all 
references  to  his'home-gomg. 

With  his  keen  insight  into  men, 
DuPointe  sensed  that  there  was  some 
deeply  concealed  reason  for  Breidin' s 
uneasiness.  He  did  not  join  in  the 
jests  leveled  at  his  companion  and 
adopted  toward  him  an  attitude  of 
confidence  that  had  its  effect.  With 
all  his  drinking,  Breidin  did  not 
become  much  intoxicated  Johnson 
had  warned  DuPointe  that  the  moun- 
taineer's capacity  for  whiskey  was 
almost  limitless. 

"As  long  as  he  don't  get  too  much, 
he's  jolly  and  not  apt  to  get  tangled 
up,  but  when  he  gets  'way  drunk, 
he's  nigh  helpless  and  ugly  as  a 
wolf,"  the  hotelman  said. 

"Breidin,"  said  DuPointe,  as  the 
two  stood  watching  the  mule,  "how 
would  you  like  to  have  a  share  in 
$25,000?" 

Breidin  spat  out  the  straw  he  was 
chewing  and  turned  to  face  the  other 
in  the  dim  light  of  the  old  stable. 

"Say  that  again,  man,"  he  invited. 
His  jovial  air  was  gone.  His  should- 
ers lost  their  slouch.  His  little, 
shifty,  grey  eyes  were  intent  in 
their  gaze. 

"How  would  you  like  to  have  a 
share  in  $25,000?" 

"How  would  a  purty  gal  like  to 
dance  with  a  handsome  beau?  How 
would  a  boy  like  to  lick  out  a  pan  his 
ma'd  had  cake  batter  in?  What's 
the  end  of  it?" 

"Suppose  I  could  bring  you  in 
with  me  on  a  plan  to  get  a  black 
fox  skin  that  will  sell  for  #25,000?" 

Breidin  took  a  step  forward  and 
looked  down  into  DuPointe's  eyes. 
The  schemer  bore  his  scrutiny  steadi- 

ly. 


"What  we  got  to  do  for  it?" 

The  mountaineer's  inquiry  came 
cold,  hard,  calculating. 

DuPointe  hesitated  before  replying: 

"Maybe  kidnap  a  woman  and 
make  her  tell  where  it  is." 

Breidin  laughed. 

"I  thought  you  was  a-goin'  to  say 
something  serious,"  he  sneered.  I'll 
tell  you,  Peerow  or  Peerigh,  I've  done 
something  darned  lately  that's  going 
to  take  a  sight  of  red  licker  to  keep 
out  of  my  mind.  Give  your  animile  a 
name  and  I'll  hop  to  it  with  you." 

'Not  here;  in  my  room  to-night. 
I'll  tell  you  all  about  it  there.  We'll 
need  some  help  " 

"Why  not  us  two  alone  and  then 
not  have  to  divide  the  profits  into 
more'n  two  parts?" 

"We'll  need  two  more.  But  we 
neeedn't  take  them  on  the  inside. 
I've  settled  in  my  mind  upon  Barker, 
the  hostler  here,  and  Wagner,  that  big 
farmer." 

"Two  likely  fellows,  but  not 
sharp  " 

"We  don't  want  the  other  two  to 
be  too  sharp,  Breidin-  " 

"Ha,  ha,  ha,  good  for  you,"  the 
other  replied. 

"But  come  on  to  my  room  and 
there  we  can  talk  it  over,  with  some 
more  of  that  good  whiskey  to  make 
the  talk  flow  easier."  , 

"Your  talk  is  the  most  sensible 
I've  heard  this  long-come-short;  come 
along;  the  sooner  the  quicker." 

CHAPTER  XI. 

Early  as  Aylesworth  .awakened 
after  a  fair  night's  sleep,  following  the 
recital  of  Agnes  DuPointe,  she  was 
up  and  about  the  cabin  when  he 
made  his  first  attempt  to  use  his 
numbed  leg.  The  injured  member 
still  was3  very  weak  and  painful,  but 
it  showed  improvement.  He  man- 
aged to  hobble  to  the  door  and  looked 
at  the  weather. 

"It  will  come  on  to  snow  again, 
big,  to-day,"  he  said,  a  note  of  an- 
xiety in  his  voice. 

She  came  and  stood  beside  him. 

"Yes,"  she  agreed,  with  the  assur- 
ance of  the  |put-of-door  woman. 
"The  weather  signs  are  right  for 
snow  again." 
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She  bustled  about  making  a  little 
coffee  from  the  grounds  left  in  the 
pot  from  the  night  before.  This, 
with  a  bit  picked  up  here  and  there 
finished  up  their  food  and  then  they 
faced  the  question  that  they  had 
failed  to  answer  the  night  before. 

"It  all  comes  to  this,"  he  said. 
"We  must  get  to  my  place.  The  big 
snow  will  be  here  before  you  can  get 
to  Stratho  over  the  hills,  even  if  I'd 
let  you  go." 

He  stopped,  startled  to  find  him- 
self putting  a  veto  upon  her  actions 
and  looked  to  see  if  she  had  resented 
it.  Apparently  she  had  not  noticed 
the  remark. 

"The  numbness  has  gone  out  of 
my  back,"  he  went  on.  "If  you  can 
draw  what  of  your  things  you  need  or 
carry  them,  I  think  I  can  manage  to 
inch  along  to  where  the  dug-out  is. 
That  will  take  us  to  within  a  mile 
of  my  cabin  and  from  there  to  my 
place  it  is  all  easy  going." 

"If  he  had  left  me  my  food,  I  could 
stay  here,"  she  said,  her  elbows  on 
the  table,  her  face  in  her  cupped 
hands.  "As  it  is,  I  must  take  your 
advice.  Perhaps  once  at  your  place 
a  way  will  offer  itself  so  I  can  get 
outside  " 

•  "Oh,  in  a  day  or  two  I'll  be  all  right 
and  can  snow  shoe  out  and  get  help 
to  get  you  out." 

Their  preparations  were  soon  made. 
Aylesworth  found  that  the  exertion 
of  getting  ready  bettered  his  con- 
dition. With  a  stick  to  lean  on  he 
was  able  at  times  to  give  her  a  tug  on 
the  traverse  over  hard  places. 

Not  long  after  they  left  the  cabin 
the  snow  began  to  fall,  a  little  at  a 
time  at  first,  as  all  big  snow  storms 
begin.  Before  they  were  half  way 
to  the  head  of  the  marsh  the  big 
flakes  were  swarming  thick  and  fast 
and  covering  up  their  trail.  They 
found  the  dugout  and  Aylesworth 
soon  fashioned  an  extra  paddle  from  a 
dry  pine  limb  that  he  got  out  of  a 
windfall  and  flattened  deftly  with  his 
ax.  He  could  paddle  well,  despite 
his  wounds  and  with  the  wind  at  their 
backs  they  made  rapid  progress  down 
the  center  of  the  marsh. 

It  was  snowing  very  hard  when 
they  came  to  the  marsh's  foot.  From 


there  on  to  the  cabin  of  Aylesworth 
they  had  a  harder  task  than  above, 
as  the  heavy  snowfall  slowed  their 
progress  more  and  more  and  Ayles- 
worth was  becoming  somewhat  weak. 
His  companion,  hesitant  and  de- 
pressed early  in  the  day,  worried  and 
downcast,  gradually  threw  off  her 
low  spirits  as  they  fronted  each 
difficulty  of  the  trip  and  as  they 
neared  the  cabin  of  the  trapper, 
Aylesworth  heard  the  woman  hum- 
"ming  little  tunes  to  herself — snatches 
of  voyageur's  songs — as  she  marched. 
When  snoozer  came  near  she  stooped 
and  pulled  his  ears. 

"You  are  cheerful  enough  to  suit 
any  one,"  the  trapper  remarked,  as 
the  cabin  was  sighted. 

"Why  not?"  she  flashed  at  him, 
turning  to  smile. 

Arrived  at  the  cabin,  Aylesworth 
hobbled  in,  after  throwing  out  the 
drifted  snow  from  before  the  door. 
Mrs.  DuPointe  soon  had  the  cabin 
in  order,  and  Snoozer,  in  his  old  place 
by  the  stove,  sniffed  in  anticipation 
of  some  more  flapjacks  and  bacon 
grease  as  she  went  about  the  task  of 
preparing  the  evening  meal. 

Aylesworth  in  his  seat,  watched 
her,  with  a  rather  rueful  expression  on 
his  face,  rubbing  his  three-day  stubble 
on  his  chin  the  while. 

"If  I  was  more  able,  I'd  do  that 
myself,"  he  said,  "and  if  you'll 
put  the  dish  here  and  the  flour,  I'll 
manage  to  stir  up  the  pancakes. 
My  arms  are  good,  if  my  leg  isn't." 

She  laughingly  handed  him  the 
dish  and  the  flour  and  water  and  he 
began  to  work.  She  began  to  set 
out  things  from  the  rough  cupboard, 
as  he  directed. 

Suddenly  Snoozer  started  up  and 
went  toward  the  door.  First  he 
growled,  then  scratched  at  the  sill. 

"What  is  it,   old  boy?"  Ayles- 
worth asked. 
Again  the  dog  growled. 

"Some  one  is  out  there,"  Ayles- 
worth said.  Already  his  companion 
was  at  the  door. 

"Shall  I  open  the  door?"  she  asked. 

"Yes,  but  first  hand  me  my  gun." 

In  view  of  his  own  condition  he 
had  left  it  with  her  on  the  tramp 
down. 
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She  handed  him  the  gun  and  he 
sat,  facing  the  door. 

"Now,  open  it,"  he  commanded. 

She  swung  the  door  wide  and 
Snoozer  dashed  out  into  the  storm. 
They  heard  him  bark,  but  not  in 
anger. 

"Go  out  and  see  what  it  is,"  Ayles- 
worth  urged.  "I'll  stand  by  the 
door  and  watch." 

He  got  up  and  hobbled  forward. 
Already  she  had  gone. 

He  saw  her  plunge  through  the 
snow,  now  up  to  her  hips,  to  where 
Snoozer  was,  under  the  lee  of  the 
creek  bank.  He  saw  her  go  over  the 
bank  and  then  waited,  ready  to 
flounder  to  assist  her,  if  called. 

Soon  the  dog  came  up  the  bank, 
pawing  his  way  through  the  snow. 
Then  Aylesworth  saw  Agnes'  head 
as  she  struggled  up,  then  her  body, 
and  after  her,  staggering,  numbed 
with  cold,  a  girl  of  twelve  years. 

Half  carrying  the  girl,  Agnes  came 
forward. 

"Oh,  Mr.  Aylesworth,"  the  girl 
said,  weakly.  "You  will  take  me 
in,,  won't  you?" 

"Why  it's  Mary  Breidin,"  said 
Aylesworth,  as  the  two  came  nearer. 
"How  do  you  come  to  be  up  here  in 
such  a  storm?" 

He  limped  to  the  girl's  other  side 
and  together  they  got  her  into  the 
warm  cabin.  Here  she  soon  revived, 
after  drinking  hot  coffee.  She  was  a 
pretty,  fair-haired,- rosy  cheeked  little 
miss,  with  a  touch  of  rougishness, 
that  showed  when  she  felt  safe. 

"Now  tell  us  all  about  it,"  Agnes 
encouraged,  after  she  had  patted 
Snoozer  and  thanked  them  both. 

"Oh,  Mr.  Aylesworth,  it's  too 
terrible!  Ever  since  father  had  me 
last  in  to  Stratho  and  I  refused  to 
dance  for  him  in  the  barroom  and 
you  caught  him  whipping  me  with 
the  hame  strap,  he's  been  more  and 
more  ugly  to  me  and  drinking  worse 
and  worse.  This  morning  he  started 
for  Stratho  and  he  tried  to  make  me 
go  with  him,  but  I  wouldn't  and 
when  he  chased  me,  I  ran  out  of  the 
house  and  into  the  woods.  I  hoped 
he's  let  up  on  me,  but  he  didn't 
and  after  he  had  sat  on  the  front 
door  sill  and  drank  up  all  the  whiskey 


he  had  with  him,  he  started  for  the 
barn  to  harness  up  the  mule  and  I 
tried  to  creep  back,  but  he  heard  me 
and  caught  me  and  tied  me  up  and 
threw  me  into  the  mule  cart.  He 
said,  he'd  take  me  in  to  Stratho  and 
that  I'd  dance  on  the  bar  for  the  men 
or  he'd  give  me  what  for. 

"All  the  way  up  the  road  it  snowed 
and  I  was  cold.  He  paid  no  attention 
He  was  getting  "drunker' n,  drunker 
all  the  time. 

"Down  where  Otter  Creek  comes 
in  I  got  desperate  with  cold  and. 
fearful,  he  was  so  crazy  with  his 
songs  and  I  got  my  hands  loose 
and  untied  my  feet  and  got  out  of  the 
back  of  the  cart.  He  saw  me  as  I 
went  and  cursed  me  and  ordered 
me  back.  When  I  asked  him  to  take 
me  home  he  drove  off  and  left  me  in 
the  storm  by  the  side  of  the  tote  road. 

"After  he  went  I  sat  down  by  the 
creek  side  for  a  long  time  and  then  I 
thought  if  I  came  up  here,  maybe 
you'd  take  me  in.  I  started  up, 
and  the  snow  wasn't  so  bad  then.  I 
came  up  to  the  cabin,  and  found  you 
gone  and  then  I  was  afraid,  'cause  I 
thought  I'd  have  to  stay  all  night  in 
the  open,  but  I  crept  out  of  the  wind 
under  the  creek  bank  and  I  was 
getting  colder  and  colder  there, 
buried  in  the  snow,  when  I  had  a 
notion  I  smelled  woodsmoke  and  I 
thought  you  might  be  back,  so  I 
hollered  and— — " 

Her  golden,  curly  head  nodded.- 
The  exposure,  followed  by  the  warmth 
and  food,  had  done  their  work. 
The  little  one,  her  head  pillowed  on 
the  bosom  of  Agnes,  slept. 

CHAPTER  XII. 

It  was  at  dawn  on  Thursday  that 
Jean  Carlac  broke  the  thrall  of  his 
fitful  slumber  and  came  to  conscious- 
ness in  a  world  in  which  no  sound 
smote  upon  his  ears.  The  wind  had 
gone  down.  He  had  not  undressed. 
A  single  shake  of  his  huge  body,  as 
a  dog  shakes  his  pelt  when  he  gets 
up  after  rest,  sufficed  for  him.  The 
view  from  the  window  did  not  satisfy, 
that  from  the  door  less  still.  For  the 
snow  was  coming  down  yet  in  big 
flakes  that  said  plainly:  "We  are 
but  a  few  of  many." 
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Carlac  found  no  food,  despite  a 
keen  search  of  the  place.  He  had 
just  a  little  left  of  his  own,  but  was 
not  at  the  end  of  his  resources.  His 
keen  eyes  told  him  the  meaning  of 
several  marks  in  the  snow  in  the  lee 
of  the  cabin,  where  little  snow  had 
drifted  since  the  evening  before. 
Floundering  back  there,  he  found  in 
the  space  under  the  cabin  a  pair  of 
Great  Northern  hares,  holed  up  to 
escape  the  storm.  Venturing  to  the 
edge  of  their  voluntary  prison,  they 
had  left  the  tell  tale  marks.  Carlac's 
pistol  soon  made  them  available  for 
his  uses. 

Breaking  his  fast  on  a  hastily  made 
stew  of  hare's  flesh,  Carlac  sat  down 
to  smoke,  to  think.  But  not  for 
long. 

In  a  corner  he  found  a  rough  splint 
broom.  Using  a  board  wrenched 
from  the  table  top  as  a  shovel,  he 
got  rid  of  the  snow  in  front  of  the 
cabin  for  a  dozen  paces.  Then  he 
swept  the  snow  carefully  oat  of  the 
tracks  he  found  underneath  the  newer 
snow. 

Working  so,  in  an  hour  he  had 
worked  out  the  general  direction  in 
which  the  ones  he  sought,  had  left 
the  cabin.  Not  being  familiar  with 
the  country,  he  had  no  means  of 
knowing  where  the  two  were  bound. 
Noting  the  marks  of  the  stick  that 
Aylesworth  had  used  to  steady  him- 
self and  that  the  man '  he  sought 
was  lame,  and  that  the  woman-  had 
drawn  the  traverse,  he  pictured  in 
his*  mind  the  supposed  DuPointe 
forcing  his  daughter  to  drag  a  heavy 
traverse  through  the  deep  snows  for 
him.  This  only  confirmed  his  own 
opinion  that  DuPointe  was  misusing 
Agnes  and  made  him  all  the  more 
bitter  against  her  husband.  What 
the  stranger  on  the  Stratho  road  had 
told  him,  what  he  had  heard  from 
•  Agnes'  aunt  through  La  Cerf,  the 
tracks  that  told  him  his  daughter  was 
dragging  a  traverse,  as  an  Indian 
squaw  does  for  her  brave,  all  went  to 
complete  the  picture  he  held  in  his 
harassed  mind  of  his  "golden  dem- 
oiselle" reduced  to  degradation  and 
misery  by  DuPointe.  And  with  this 
certain  clue  of  the  tracks  to  guide 
him  and  confirm  him  in  his  grim 


resolve,  he  set  about  the  business 
before  him  sternly  and  methodically. 

He  determined  to  wait  until  the 
snow  was  over.  With  his  know- 
ledge of  trappers'  habits  he  thought, 
not  having  all  the  signs  before  him, 
that  DuPointe  and  Agnes  had  moved 
to  some  other  location.  It  could 
not  be  far  in  that  country  of  short 
trails.  And  if  the  man  was  lame, 
surely  that  would  make  for  a  short 
trip.  Meanwhile,  he  must  wait  until 
the  snow  stopped  falling. 

To  while  away  the  time  he  got 
the  big  bear'  trap  and  using  his 
shovel  as  a  pry,  forced  the  great 
jaw  apart  and  set  the  pan  and  trap 
in  their  proper  places.  Then  he 
stepped  off  and  sprang  the  trap,  joy- 
ing to  see  it  jump  and  to  hear  the 
huge  toothed  jaws  come  together. 
Again  and  again  he  did  this. 

He  was  up  early  the  next  day, 
scanning  the  heavens,  the  white 
carpet  that  lay  all  about  him.  The 
second  hare  he  had  cooked  the  day 
before  and  this  he  disposed,  as  best 
he  could,  in  his  clothing.  The  snow 
was  over.  Swinging  the  great  bear 
trap,  set,  but  with  the  safety  catch 
on  so  it  could  not  spring  while  it  was 
being  carried,  over  his  shoulder,  he 
took  his  axe,  placed  it  in  his  belt  and 
thrust  his  meat  gun  into  his  belt,  as 
well  and  strode  forth. 

He  had  no  fears  for  himself.  He 
scorned  the  perils  of  this  little  wild- 
erness. From  the  trail  he  had  made 
out  that  the  two  he  was  after  had 
gone  down  the  vale.  Floundering 
forward,  he  went  that  way. 

Toilsome  was  the  journey  for  him, 
but  the  toil  eased  the  ache  at  his 
heart  The  big  snow  had  cut  off 
all  the  wild  folk  in  their  travels. 
There  was  not  even  the  merry  chatter 
of  a  scolding  squirrel  to  make  the 
way  more  endurable  for  the  man 
who  went  forward  so  with  hate 
tugging  him  forward — hate  that  al- 
most made  him  forget  that  before 
him  also  was  the  one  he  loved  best. 

At  the  head  of  the  marsh  he  failed 
to  find  where  his  quarry  had  put  out 
through  the  snowy  sedges.  But  he 
sensed  that  they  never  would  have 
come  there  unless  they  had  had  a 
boat  to  take  them  forward.  Without 
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a  boat  there  they"would  have  skirted 
the  marsh  on  higher  ground.  With 
the  true  woodsman's  instinct  he 
figured  what  the  marsh  meant  on  the 
trail.  It  meant  that  they  would 
go  through  it  and  then  follow  the 
little  stream  at  its  foot.  So  with 
the  marsh  to  guide  him,  he  had  only 
to  edge  over  onto  higher  ground 
at  its  eastern  side  and  go  forward. 

Silently  as  a  lynx,  he  broke 
through  the  screen  of  little  hemlocks 
at  the  end  of  the  marsh.  The  lay 
of  the  land  there  told  him  what  he 
wanted  to  know.  Clearly  the  break 
of  the  big  creek  pointed  to  either  a 
cabin  there  toward  which  the  two  had 
gone,  or  to  a  way  out  of  the  hollow 
between  the  Nescopern  and  the  range 
on  the  other  hand. 

There,  on  a  little  knoll  where  the 
hemlocks  were  low-lying,  leaving  bare 
spots  under  them,  Carlac  made  him- 
self a  warm  camp  for  the  night, 
banked  in  with  hemlock  boughs  and 
carpeted  with  them.  The  weather 
was  fairly  mild.  The  trapper  of  the 
long  trails  found  it  no  hardship  to 
sleep  out. 

The  big  bear  trap  he  hung  care- 
fully up  on  a  hemlock  limb  for  the 
night. 

He  was  ready  to  trap  the  bear! 

CHAPTER  XIII. 

Early  Saturday  morning  DuPointe 
and  Jim  Breidin,'  with  Alonson  Barker 
and  Brite  Wagoner,  to  the  shouts  of  a 
number  of  roisterers  at  the  Eagle,  p  it 
forth  from  Stratho  in  a  rough  bob- 
sled, drawn  by  the  mule.  In  the 
sled  were  four  pairs  of  snow  shoes, 
procured  by  Breidin,  Barker  and 
Wagoner,  with  money  furnished  by 
DuPointe.  The  men  had  rifles  or 
shot  guns. 

"We're  going  down  to  Breidin's 
to  hunt,"  DuPointe  told  everyone. 
The  quartette  had  the  appearance  of 
being  half  way  intoxicated. 

"Lay  ye  a  pint  ye'll  tip  over  before 
ye  git  a  mile  doawn  that  old  wood 
road,"  Mine  Host  Johnson  yelled  after 
them.  The  expedition  was  looked 
upon  as  a  great  joke  by  all  the 
hangers-on  about  the  Eagle.  The 
people  of  Stratho  had  dug  them- 
selves out  of  the  drifts,  and  the  paths 


about  the  little  settlement  were  open 
and  the  macadam  road  was  being 
opened  from  below  to  get  the  mail 
through,  the  phone  had  given  out. 
But  the  small  roads  and  trails  still 
were  piled  high. 

"We've  got  our  pint  here,"  Du- 
Pointe called  back,  flourishing  a 
bottle. 

This  was  greeted  with  a  laugh. 

But  once  off  down  the  trail  and 
around  the  bend,  the  party  threw  off 
their  appearance  of  intoxication  and 
the  shrewd  DuPointe  began  to  tell 
them  what  each  one  was  to  do  to 
bring  the  plan  to  success.  It  was 
Breidin  who  proposed  going  in  by 
way  of  Otter  Creek. 

It  was  early  on  Saturday,  too, 
that  John  Aylesworth  stood  at  the 
door  of  his  cabin,  his  snow  shoes  on, 
his  fur  cap  pulled  down  so  that  the 
visor  shielded  his  eyes  from  the  snow 
glare  made  by  the  brilliant  winter 
sun.  The  roof  was  steaming.  The 
crows  were  calling.  What  few  clouds 
there  were  scudded  high,  widely 
separated.  Belting  in  his  mackinaw, 
he  slung  the  pack  basket  onto  his 
shoulders,  gave  a  cheery  goodbye 
to  Agnes  DuPointe  and  Mary  Breidin 
who  came  to  the  portal  to  see  him  off. 
Snoozer,  who  wanted  to  come,  but 
who  could  not  have  made  it. through 
the  snow,  was  sent  back,  disconsolate 
after  he  had  waiiowed  a  few  yards 
into  the  smoother  underfoot,  to  the 
turn. 

"Good-bye;  Fir  be  in  Stratho  by 
night  and  home  to-morrow.  You 
two  will  not  be  lonesome.  There's 
no  danger,"  he  called  to  them.  I'll 
find  some  way  of  getting  you  both 
out  then." 

His  bad  hip  pained  him  some,  but 
the  exertion  did  it  good.  He  carried 
with  him  the  goodly  picture  the 
woman  and  girl  made  as  they  stood, 
side  by  side,  their  arms  about  each 
other.  They  had  talked  it  out  and 
reached  the  conclusion  that  with 
three  to  care  for  on  a  stock  of  food 
meant  for  one  it  was  best  for  him 
to  get  in  to  Stratho  before  another 
storm  came,  perhaps  to  shut  them  in 
for  weeks. 

Every  yard  Aylesworth  gained  he 
felt,  better.    Now  that  he  was  out 
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in  the  open,  face  to  face  with  his 
troubles,  he  felt  more  and  more  able 
to  meet  and  to  conquer  them. 

But  his  progress  was  slow,  for  he 
had  to  favor  the  injured  hip.  He 
made  his  start  as  if  nothing  mattered 
and  when  around  the  first  bend  of 
the  creek,  struck  a  more  even  pace. 
This  he  held  steadily,  that  he  might 
not 'stumble  and  so  strain  the  tender 
ligaments.  At  the  turn  where  he 
had  called  to  them  he  had  gone  from 
their  sight,  where  rock  and  tree 
hemmed  in  the  trail. 

He  struck  the  road  at  Rainbow 
Creek  without  mishap  and  had  turned 
up  it,  toward  Stratho,  when  he  be- 
came aware  of  the  approach  of  a 
sled,  drawn  by  a  mule  whose  appear- 
ance was  familiar.  He  recognized  it 
soon  as  that  of  Jim  Breidin  and  the 
memory  of  the  little  girl,  left  by  the 
wayside  by  the  drunken  man  to  die 
in  the  cold,  came  upon  him,  turning 
his  blood  to  fighting  heat. 

Breidin  was  not  alone.  Three 
others  were  with  him. 

The  men  in  the  bobsled  had  seen 
Aylesworth  almost  as  soon  as  he 
had  seen  them.  When  the  sled  came 
abreast  Aylesworth,  ready  to  first 
give  Breidin  a  tongue-lashing  and 
then  tell  him  where  his  daughter  was, 
did  not  draw  aside  much.  He  turned 
to  face  the  four  men,  who  seemed  not 
to  have  noticed  him,  acting  under 
Breidin's  urging.  But  just  as  the 
trapper  called,  Breidin  pulled  in  the 
mule  and  faced  him,  leering. 

By  Breidin's  side  Aylesworth  saw 
DuPointe,  the  husband  of  Agnes, 
the  man  who  had  attacked  her, 
struck  her  down.  Her  wish  that  he 
should  not  attack  the  man  held  him 
dumb  as  he  remembered  her  appeal. 

"Aylesworth,  you  dirty  skunk," 
Breidin  yelled.  "I've  ben  waiting 
a  long  time  to  git  you  out  in  the  open 
spaces  so  I  could  tot  up  my  reckonin' 
with  you.  I'll  larn  you  to  interfere 
when  I'm  teachin'  my  offspring 
manners." 

"Do  you  know  where  your  girl  is 
now,  Jim  Breidin?"  Aylesworth 
asked.  He  did  not  flinch  as  Breidin 
began  to  climb  down  from  the  bob's 
seat. 

"No,  ner  care,  either,  you  hound." 


Breidin  lunged  and  Aylesworth 
turned  to  face  him.  His  hip  gave 
with  him,  he  sank  partly  to  one  side. 
The  "other  three  caught  him  from 
behind,  Breidin  buffeted  him  in  front. 

In  five  minuted  Aylesworth,  his 
snow  shoes  stripped  off,  was  bundled 
into  the  body  of  the  sled  and  they 
drove  on.  From  their  talk,  for  they 
had  grown  bold  now  and  let  fall  here 
and  there  scraps  of  sentences  that  ; 
Aylesworth  pieced  together,  giving 
him  a  true  insight  into  their  plans, 
he  made  out  that  they  planned  to  go 
to  the  cabin  at  the  head  of  the  marsh. 
But  this  gave  him  no  hope,  as  he 
knew  that  his  tracks  would  lead  them 
to  the  lower  cabin,  his  own.  He 
raged  inwardly,  but  had  to  remain 
quiet,  a  captive,  while  they  urged  the 
poor  overburdened  mule  on  until 
he  came  to  where  Otter  Crek  came 
into  Rainbow.  Then  Breidin,  and 
DuPointe  together,  putting  on  their 
snowshoes,  left  him  prisoner,  with 
Wagoner  and  Barker  in  charge  of  the 
sled,  which  they  had  made  the  mule 
haul  a  little  way  up  Otter  Creek 
trail,  off  the  Stratho  trail. 

While  Barker  and  Wagoner  drank 
now  and  then,  Aylesworth,  chilled 
from  lying  still  so  long,  felt  his 
strength  going  from  him  as  he  racked 
his  brains  for  a  way  out  of  his  thrall- 
dom.  After  a  time  he  began  to 
roll  back  and  forth  in  the  body  of 
the  sled,  if  for  nothing  else,  than  to. 
keep  his  blood  going,  as  well  as  his 
bonds  would  permit. 

This  angered  the  two  and  they 
came  and  stood  over  him,  threaten- 
ing him  with  upraised  fists  if  he  did 
not  remain  quiet. 

"Does  you  n£>  good  to  ram  'round 
so  in  th'  bob,"  Barker  said.  "Why- 
n'tyou  be  still?" 

"Yas,  better  you  vas  sthill,"  Wagg- 
oner chimed  in,  poking  at  the  captive 
with  a  hairy  paw. 

Aylesworth  refused  them  the  sat- 
isfaction of  a  reply.  Bound,  without 
a  weapon,  he  felt  helpless  and  the 
need  for  craft.  So  he  pretended  to 
heed  them  and  did  quiet  down. 

The  two  men  turned  and  leaned 
against  the  bob  as  they  talked 
drunken  nothings,  disputing  about 
little   backwoods   notions,   as  such 
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men  will  when  in  drink.  One  of 
their  bickerings  led  them  to  a  friendly 
scuffle,  in  which  they  jammed  each 
other  in  turn  against  the  bob.  It 
\vas  during  one  of  these  jostlings  that 
Aylesworth  felt  something  solid  strike 
his  wrist  as  he  lay  there  on  his  back. 
The  two  scufflers  reeled  away  from 
the  bob.  Raising  himself  as  far  as 
his  bonds  would  let  him,  Aylesworth 
saw  that  it  was  Barker's  dirk  knife 
that  had  been  jostled  out  of  his  belt 
into  the  bob  while  Wagoner  had  held 
the  other  pinned  against  the  sled. 

While  the  two  continued  their 
wrestling,  Aylesworth  doubled  his 
body  until  he  could  grasp  the  horn 
haft  of  the  knife  in  his  teeth.  Then, 
•holding  the  edge  of  the  blade  upward 
so,  he  made  a  great  effort  and  brought 
his  wrists  up  where  he  could  saw  at 
his  bonds,  holding  the  knife  firm  with 
tightly  clenched  teeth,  although  the 
pain  from  the  effort  almost  over- 
mastered him. 

As  often  happens  in  such  cases,  the 
fun  the  two  half  besotted  men  were 
having  became  more  and  more  earn- 
est. They  whirled  about  in  their 
wild  efforts  to  out-wrestle  each  bther. 
Finally  Wagoner's  bulk  prevailed 
and  Barker  went  down.  Wagoner 
was  bending  over  Barker,  demanding 
if  he  had  "had  enough,"  when  the 
loaded  butt  of  Breidin's  mulewhip 
struck  him  fairly  on  top  of  the  head. 
Barker  felt  Wagoner  roll  off  him  and 
sprang  to  his  feet  to  face  John  Ayles- 
worth, knife  bared,  loaded  whip 
upraised. 

"Lonson,"  Aylesworth  ordered. 
"You've  always  been  a  fairly  decent 
fellow  up  to  now,  barring  drink.  Do 
you  want  me  to  finish  you,  or  are 
you  willing  to  do  as  I  say,  in  return 
for  my  help  in  getting  you  out  of 
this  mess?" 

Terror  and  hope  alternated  on  the 
little  hostler's  face.  He  knew  John 
Aylesworth  to  be  one  whose  word  was 
good  to  friend  or  foe. 

"What  d'ye  want  me  t'do?"  he 
stammered  from  between  fear-blue 
lips. 

"Take  one  of  the  harness  straps  and 
bind  Wagoner  and  help  me  get  him 
into  the  bob.    Then  remain  here 


until  you  hear  from  me.    If  not  that, 

take  your  chances." 

Stooping  over,  Aylesworth  searched 
the  stricken  man.  He  took  a  pistol 
from  him  and  put  it  in  his  own  belt. 

"If  you  give  me  your  word  to  stand 
by  me,  I'll  help  you,"  said  Barker, 
as  soon  as  he  saw  the  pistol  in  Ayles- 
worth's  grip. 

"And  remember,  Lonson,  I  don't 
care  especially  whether  you  do  or  not. 
I've  got  this  end  of  the  game  in  my 
hands  and  I'm  going  to  have  the 
other  pretty  soon.  But  if  you  are 
here  with  him  when  I  finish  up  be- 
yond, it  will  go  better  with  you." 

"Give  me  this  one  chance,  Mr. 
Aylesworth.  I'm  sobering  up  now 
and  if  it  hadn't  been  for  the  liquor 
I'd  not  be  in  this  scrape." 

CHAPTER  XV. 

The  vapors  from  his  delusion  rising 
more  and  more  to  becloud  his  reason- 
ing, Jean  Carlac  aroused  himself 
from  his  bough  bed  early  that  same 
morning  and  started  down  the  little 
brooklet  toward  Otter  Creek.  The 
remainder  of  the  hare  he  had  to 
break  his  fast  with,  gnawing  it  as 
he  went,  holding  the  great  bear  trap 
onto  his  shoulder  with  one  hand. 

So  it  was  that,  after  swinging  wide 
to.  get  onto  rising  ground  to  view  the 
cabin  and  its  surroundings  after  he 
came  into  position  whence  he  could 
view  it,  he-  drew  near  to  the  bend 
in  the  trail  where  Aylesworth  turned 
to  wave  good  bye  to  Agnes  and  Mary 
Breidin.  If  Aylesworth  had  been 
observant  that  morning  he  would 
have  seen  the  track  of  the  old  trapper 
coming  down  from  the  hillside  toward 
the  creek  bottom,  but  the  young 
trapper  did  not.  Carlac  saw  Ayles- 
worth, from  a  distance,  as  the 
younger  man  swung  down  the  trail. 
He  recognized  him  as  "DuPointe" 
as  described  to  him  by  the  man  he 
had  met  on  the  road  to  Stratho. 
The  blind  hatred  against  the  man 
he  thought  had  abused  his  "golden 
demoiselle"  blazed  up  in  Carlac's 
brain  and  heart  and  as  he  was  too 
late  to  intercept  Aylesworth,  he 
settled  down  at  the  trailside  to  con- 
sider the  situation.  Why  the  young 
man  had  gone  out  over  the  trail  he 
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had  no  means  of  knowing.  That 
Aylesworth  was  bound  for  Stratho 
he  could  not  know. 

He  had  one  or  two  moments  when 
he  was  almost  inclined  to  rush  to  the 
cabin  and  compel  Agnes  to  come 
away  with  him.  Then  hatred  coun- 
selled another  course.  He  smiled  to 
himself,  swung  the  great  bear  trap 
down  from  his  shoulder  and  put  it 
in  the  trail  at  the  bend.  A  tree  butt 
on  one  hand  and  a  rock  that  made  the 
creek  and  trail  bend  there  made  it 
easy  to  make  a  good  set.  The  good 
footing  there  was  narrow.  He  took 
off  his  mittens  and  tripped  the  safety 
snap,  fixing  the  trap  so  it  would 
spring  at  the  slightest  weight  on  it's 
pan,  having  first  sifted  enough  dry, 
fluffy  snow  over  it  to  cover  it.  Under 
the  little  hemlocks  there  he  saw  the 
canoe,  with  "John  Aylesworth" 
painted  on  it. 

"There,"  he  said,  mumbling  the 
words  with  fierce  delight.  "I  am 
ready  to  trap  the  bear  He  is  here. 
He  uses  that  name. 

Underneath  the  curve  of  the  bank 
the  creek  sang  under  its  burden 
of  ice  and  snow.  It  was  a  sheer  drop 
of  fifty  feet  there  to  the  rocks.  Open 
water  showed,  black  and  swirling, 
at  the  base  of  the  rocks  and  an  old  log 
jam  closed  the  pool's  lower  end. 

"The  bear  will  be  caught  off  his 
balance  when  the  trap  springs," 
Carlac  thought,  "and  will  fall  and  the 
trap  will  drag  him  under  the  log 
jam." 

A  voice  called:  "Who  are  you? 
Speak  or  I  shall  fire." 

Carlac  straightened  up.  In  his 
exultation  he  had  shown  himself 
around  the  bulge  of  the  big  rock. 
He  had  been  seen  from  the  cabin.  He 
knew  who  it  was  that  was  challenging 
him.  It  was  his  Agnes,  from  the 
doorway.  Love  whispered:  "Answer 
her."    Hate  said:  "No." 

Carlac  dodged  out  of  sight  again 
and  turned  along  the  creek  bed, 
keeping  the  big  rock  between  him  and 
the  cabin.  He  had  to  go  slowly  on 
account  of  the  depth  of  the  snow. 
He  found  cover  after  a  time  in  a 
clump  of  little  pines  and  under  them 
the  footing  was  good  and  he  made 
fast  time.    From  them,  too,  he  could 


see  that  the  cabin  door  was  shut  and 
that  no  one  was  astir  there.  He 
wanted  to  watch  the  trap,  that  none 
but  the  "bear"  might  feel  its  deadly 
jaws. 

"So,"  he  reasoned,  "there  can  be  no 
man  in  there  or  he  would  be  out  to 
investigate  a  stranger  who  slinks 
away  as  I  have  done.  DuPointe  has 
gone  away  for  something  and  will  be 
back  soon,  leaving  Agnes  alone. 
First  I  must  trap  the  bear.  Then  we 
can  see  what  is  to  be  done." 

It  was  warm  under  the  pines  in 
the  sun  glare  and  Carlac  on  the  soft 
needles,  was  quiet,  watchful.  But 
as  time  went  on  and  the  down-trail 
was  empty,  the  cabin  still  closed 
fast,  he  became  uneasy  and  moved 
about  under  the  pines.  He  came 
toward  the  trailside  again  and  was 
just  breaking  through  the  screen  of 
branches  at  the  little  pine  grove's 
edge,  when  he  heard: — 

"Hands  up." 

Jean  Carlac  looked  down  into  the 
muzzle  of  a  revolver  held  by  a  lanky, 
sour-faced  man.  With  him  was  the 
young  man  who  had  given  him  the 
information  about  "DuPointe"  on 
the  Stratho  road. 

The  Canadian  had  seen  death  too 
close  and  too  often  to  fear  the  result 
of  resistance  .  He  lunged  forward. 
The  revolver  spoke.  Jean  Carlac 
doubled  up,  pitched  forward,  blood 
streaming  from  a  great  wound  in 
his  forehead  that  stained  the  snow. 

"I  never  meant  to  do  it/'  Breidin 
snarled.  "I  never  meant  to  kill 
him  " 

"Never  mind  that  now.  We've 
come  for  that  black  fox  pelt  and 
we're  going  to  have  it,"  said  Du- 
Pointe shortly. 

"He  seems  to  be  a  stranger.  I 
never  saw  him.  Maybe  there'll  be 
no  search  for  him." 

"He's  a  stranger.  I  saw  him  get 
off  an  automobile  near  Stratho  the 
day  I  came  in.  Some  Canuck  trap- 
per that's  drifted  down  here  for  the 
winter.  No  one  will  inquire  after 
such  as  he  is." 

"We  can  bury  the  body  when  we 
get  through  with  this  other  business." 

They  rolled  him  back  behind  the 
pine  bough  screen  and  after  searching 
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him  for  money  and  finding  little,  went 
forward. 

The  two  had  lagged  on  purpose, 
aiming  to  reach  Aylesworth's  cabin 
toward  late  afternoon,  hoping  to 
catch  the  woman  off  her  guard  then 
while  she  would  be  at  some  chores  that 
would  take  her  outside.  Beside  the 
big  rock  they  paused. 

Into  Jean  Carlac's  dim  conscious- 
ness throbbing,  grinding  pain  thrust, 
like  a  file  going  back  and  forth  on  a 
raw  nerve.  He  started  half  up,  fell 
back,  drew  himself  forward  by  clutch- 
ing at  pine  stubs  and  roots.  Gradu- 
ally his  mind  settled  down  to  realities 
and  then  he- staggered  up,  alert,  but 
weak.  The  bullet  had  grazed  his 
skull,  instead  of  penetrating  it,  ren- 
dering him  unconscious.  For  how 
long?    He  did  not  know. 

As  he  came  out  of  the  pine  screen 
to  the  trail  he  cast  his  eyes  back 
and  then  ahead.  A  man  was  plowing 
along  ahead,  toward  the  cabin.  It 
was  "DuPointe,"  and  he  was  going 
toward  the  bear  trap;  toward  the 
big  rock  that  shut  out  the  cabin 
from  view. 

But  where  were  the  two  men  who 
had  attacked  him?  He  felt  it  was 
his  duty  to  get  between  them  and  the 
cabin.  Men  like  that  were  not  to  be 
trusted.  •■ 

He  saw  the  trail,  with  one  hasty 
glance,  and  knew  that  the  two  had 
gone  on,  toward  the  cabin.  The 
snowshoed  snow  told  its  own  tale, 
Carlac  plunged  forward.  He  felt 
his  strength  coming  again.  Sound- 
lessly he  went  after  the  man  ahead, 
who  pushed  on,  as  though  urged  by 
some  strong  purpose.  It  surely  was 
"DuPointe." 

"Le  Bon  Dieu,  grant  that  I  place 
my  hands  on  him  if  the  bear  trap 
misses  him,"  was  the  earnest  prayer 
of  the  big  trapper.  "After  he  is 
dead,  I  can  win  over  the  other  two 
and  so  protect  Agnes." 

But  Carlac  was  too  weak  to  keep 
pace  with  the  other.  The  crisis 
came  before  he  reached  him. 

From  behind  the  rock  appeared  the 
genuine  DuPointe  and  Breidin — bar- 
ring the  other's  passage  at  the  turn 
over  the  big  pool.  But  before  they 
could  clash,  the  snow  at  Frank  Du 


Pointe's  feet  upheaved  and  with  a 
ringing,  grinding  clash  the  immense 
jaws  closed  about  his  legs.  He  yelled 
with  terror,  pain;  reeled,  grasping 
Breidin,  throwing  him  off  his  balance. 
Together  the  two  plunged  over  the 
bank  into  the  black  waters.  Alone, 
Aylesworth  turned  to  face  the  big 
man  who  came  swinging  at  him,  lips 
drawn  into  a  snarl  as  he  closed.  The 
two  grappled,  sinews  straining  and 
together  reeled  into  the  open  space 
before  the  rock,  in  line  of  vision  from 
the  cabin's  door. 

Aylesworth,  his  hip  weak,  his 
breath  almost  gone  from  the  final 
spurt  he  had  made  to  be  at  the  cabin 
before  the  others,  taken  by  surprise 
at  this  onset  from  an  unexpected 
quarter,  felt  his  strength  going,  as 

he  was  pressed  back  and  back. 

"You  I  shall  throw  to  the  rocks," 
he  heard  the  big  man  pant.  Dimly 
he  heard  Snoozer's  bark. 

One  mighty  heave  John  gave, 
breaking  the  other's  hold.  They 
reeled  .apart  and  as  they  did  so 
Aylesworth's  hand  fell  onto  the  butt 
of  Wagoner's  pistol.  He  drew  it, 
leveled  it,  felt  the  trigger  yielding 
under  the  pressure  as  the  other 
stood  there,  ready  to  spring  anew. 
Snoozer,  eyes  ablaze,  leaped  for  the 
big  stranger's  throat.  Aylesworth 
hesitated,  grew  again  tense. 

"Stop,  father;  stop,  John!" 

It  was  Agnes,  at  the  cabin  door, 
crying  to  them  her  heart's  appeal. 
His  own  name  on  her  lips  gladdened 
John. 

Aylesworth's  pistol  fell  to  his  side. 
He  cast  it  away. 

"You  are  Jean  Carlac?  he  demand- 
ed of  the  big  man. 

"Oui,  oui!" 

"Then  shake  hands.  There  is  a 
place  for  you  in  the  cabin.  Let  us  go 
there  and  talk  this  matter  out. 
Snoozer,  behave;  don't  you  know  a 
friend  o'  mine  where  you  hear  him 
lookin'  at  you?" 

CHAPTER  XVI. 

It  was  April  on  Brule  Pond.  Peep- 
ers were  chorusing,  early  birds  nest- 
building,  trout  leaping  for  flies.  Be- 
fore Jean  Carlac's  cabin  a  man  and  a 
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woman  stood,  while  in  the  doorway 
an  older  man  and  a  girl  idled. 

"Father  Jean,"  whispered  Mary 
Breidin  to  Carlac,  "I'm  so  glad  you 
brought  me  up  here  for  your  girl. 
Do  I  do  well  with  the  housework?" 

"Well,  indeed,"  the  big  trapper 
commended,  stroking  her  fair  hair 
as  she  nestled  against  his  side. 

"Agnes,  my  Agnes,"  the  other  man 
was  saying  to  the  woman,  as  to- 
gether they  gazed  off  toward  the 
shimmering  radiance  of  the  after- 
glow of  the  pond,  "shall  it  be  soon 
that  I  shall  claim  you?  The  money 
from  the  black  fox  skin  has  made 


your  father  well  off,  for  a  trapper,  so 
we  need  not  worry  for  him.  I  have 
waited  a  year.  Lafitte  has  con- 
fessed he  was  to  blame,  so  your 
father  is  cleared.  Again  I  plead. 
Haven't  I  waited  long  enough?" 

"Yes,  John  Aylesworth,"  she  said 
letting  her  head  fall  onto  his  shoulder: 
"It  is  time  now.  Let  us  go  to  father 
with  the  news." 

And  together,  hand  in  hand,  they 
went  toward  the  big  man  and  the 
little  maid,  through  the  mystic,  tran- 
quil, golden  silence. 

THE  END. 


L.  Sherwood 


MANY  of  our  Canadian  water- 
ways afford  trips  which  it* 
would  be  difficult  to  surpass  in 
the  pleasures  of  picturesque  and 
healthful  out-door  atmosphere  af- 
forded. Occasionally  such  a  trip 
is  worthy  of  record  and*  when  it 
marks  the  opening  of  a  new  route  link 
and  becomes  of  some  historical  value 
in  the  annals  of  Canadian  waterways, 
its  record  value  is  somewhat  en- 
hanced. 

On  May  30th,  1918,  the  Canadian 
Government  Steamer  "LORETTA" 
left  Ottawa  and  on  June  6th  arrived 
at  Washago  on  Lake  Couchiching. 
Her  route  via  the  Rideau  Canal  to 
Kingston,  the  Gap  and  Bay  of  Quinte 
to  Trenton  and  the  Trent  Canal 
thence  to  Lake  Couchiching  was  for 


the  first  time  thus  covered  by  steamer. 
The  occasion  was  the  formal  opening 
of  the  Ontario — Rice  Lake  Division 
of  the  Trent  Canal  between  Trenton 
on  the  Bay  of  Quinte  and  Hastings 
near  Rice  Lake.  Although  the  beau- 
tiful waters  of  the  Rideau  Canal, 
the  Bay  of  Quinte  and  the  Kawartha 
Lakes  or  central  section  of  the  Trent 
Canal  are  well  known  to  our  tourists 
and  our  camping-out  enthusiasts,  the 
opportunity  of  covering  this  route  on 
a  continuous  trip  by  steamer  had 
not  been  afforded  until  the  com- 
pletion of  the  construction  of  this 
southern  terminus  of  the  Trent  Canal. 

The  daily  stages  of  the  trip  as 
made  by  the  Steamer  "LORETTA," 
a  ten  mile  an  hour  ship,  were  as 
follows: — 
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Lock  No.  2,  Ontario — Rice  Lake  Division,  Trent  Canal 
Lifts  20  feet.    A  typical  lock  of  the  new  construction. 


Ottawa  to  Narrows  Lock,  Upper 
Rideau  Lake  via  Rideau  Canal, 
Thursday  p.m.,  May  30th,  to  Friday 
evening,  May  31st. 

Narrows  Lock  to  Kingston  via 
Rideau  Canal,  Saturday,  June  1st. 

Kingston  to  Trenton,, via  Bay  of 
Quinte,  Sunday,  June  2nd. 

Trenton  to  Healey  Falls,  via  Trent 
Canal,  Monday,  June  3rd. 

Healey  Falls  to  Lakefield,  via 
Trent  Canal,  Tuesday,  June  4th. 

Lakefield  to  Kirkfield,  via  Trent 
Canal,  Wednesday,  June  5th. 

Kirkfield  to  Jackson  Point  to  Wash- 
ago,  Lake  Couchiching,  via  Trent 
Canal,  Thursday,  June  6th. 

The  Steamer  "LORETTA"  was 
unable  to  proceed  further  than  Wash- 
ago  as  the  Severn  River  Division  of 
the  Trent  Canal  is  under  construction 
and  incompleted  for  navigation;  but 
the  Severn  River  Route  was  covered 
by  launches  in  the  successive  stages 


of  Severn  Bridge  to  Swift 
Rapids  on  the  evening  of 
Thursday,  June  6th,  and  Swift 
Rapids  to  Big  Chute,  Big 
Chute  to  Port  Severn  and 
Port  Severn  to  Fesserton  on 
Friday,  June  7th. 

The  total  distance  from 
Ottawa  to  Washago  via  the 
route  travelled  is  approxi- 
mately 404  miles  consisting 
of  Rideau  Canal  126  miles, 
the  Gap  and  Bay  of  Quinte 
75  miles,  and  the  Trent  Canal 
203  miles.  The  lockages  total 
39  on  the  Rideau  Canal  from 
the  Canal  Basin,  Ottawa,  to 
Kingston,  and  41  on  the  Trent 
Canal  from  Trenton  to  Lake 
Simcoe.  Six  foot  navigation 
is  afforded  on  the  Rideau 
and  Trent  Canals  except 
for  the  newly  opened  Ontario- 
Rice  Lake  Division  of  the 
Trent  where  a  depth  of  8  feet, 
4  inches  on  the  lock  sills  is 
given. 

Lake  Ontario  is  243.40  feet 
above  mean  sea  level,  New 
York  datum,  and  Upper  Ri- 
deau Lakes,  the  summit  level 
of  the  Rideau  Canal  is  409  feet 
above  mean  sea  level.  Balsam 
Lake ,f the  summit  level  of  the  Trent 
Canal,  is  840  feet  above  mean  sea 
level. 

The  Rideau  and  Trent  Canals  are 
similar  to  the  extent  that  they  con- 
sist mostly  of  natural  lakes  and  river 
courses  connected  by  locks  with  the 
water  held  up  for  navigation  by 
adjacent  dams  and  the  beautiful 
scenery  on  both  is  also  similar  and 
typical  of  the  best  that  Ontario 
affords.  # 

The  Rideau  Canal  was  built  in  the 
years  1826  to  1832  by  the  British 
Royal  Engineers  and  with  the  Ottawa 
River  was  intended  for  the  transport 
when  necessary  of  troops  and  muni- 
tions of  war  from  Montreal  to  the 
Great  Lakes  via  a  more  protected 
route  than  at  that  time  afforded  by 
the  St.  Lawrence  River  along  the 
International  Boundary  Line. 

From  Ottawa  to  Smith  Falls  the 
Rideau  Canal  offers  but  a  small  part 
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of  the  charm  that  is  afforded  between 
the  latter  town  and  Kingston.  It 
is  a  matter  of  river  navigation  as 
compared  with  that  of  lakes  and 
although  the  former  is  interesting 
and  in  certain  sections  quite  pleasing, 
it  fails  to  measure  up  to  the  lake 
scenery  fcr  sheer  beauty.  The  vistas 
of  water  and  islands,  clad  in  their 
vernal  spring  colors,  on  such  lakes  as 
the  Upper  and  Lower  Rideau  and 
more  particularly  on  Newboro,  In- 
dian and  Sand  Lakes  remain  lcng 
in  one's  memory  and  it  would  be 
difficult  to  conceive  of  scenery  of 
more  surpassing  loveliness. 

The  interest  of  the  trip  through 
the  Bay  of  Quinte  was  accentuated 
by  the1  sight  of  many  aeroplanes  in 
the  heavens  at  the  time  of  our  passing 
the  Mohawk  Aviation  Camp,  near 
Deseronto,  about  noon.  Nine  were 
counted  within  sight  at  one  time,  and 
these  were  but  a  portion  of  the 
number  flying  that  day.  The  Mo- 
hawk Indians  of  a  century  age  could 
hardly  have  foreseen  by  the  wildest 
flight  of  their  imagination  what  has 
been,  during  the  last  two  or  three 
years,  an  everyday  sight  on  the  flat 
lands  of  their  Indian  reserve. 

Monday,  June  3rd,  marked  the 
formal  opening  of  the  Ontario-Rice 
Lake  Division  of  the  Trent  Canal 


by  the  Minister  of  Railways  and 
Canals,  the  Hon.  J.  D.  Reid,  and  it 
was  a  most  appropriate  date  as  it 
was  also  the  King's  Birthday.  The 
ceremonies  were  not  of  an  elaborate 
nature.  The  steamships  ''Ramona" 
and  "Loretta"  left  Trenton  with  all 
whistles  blowing  and  all  flags  flying— 
these  details  applying  to  both  town 
and  steamships,  at  all  new  locks  on 
the  division  passed  that  day  until 
Healey  Falls  was  reached  that  night— 
17  lockages — crowds  of  residents, 
rural  and  urban,  greeted  the  progress 
of  the  ships  that  proclaimed  the  long 
delayed  opening  of  the  navigation 
connection  between  the  waters  of  the 
inland  Kawartha  Lakes  and  Lake 
Ontario. 

The  term  "long-delayed"  warrants 
explanation  and  it  is  more  easily 
understood  when  it  is  pointed  cut 
that  certain  original  isolated  locks 
of  this  canal  were  built  some  85 
years  ago  and  that  the  canal  has  been 
in  course  of  interrupted  construction 
ever  since. 

The  route  of  the  southern  terminus 
having  been  decided  in  1906  in  favor 
of  the  Trent  River  from  Rice  Lake 
to  Trenton  as  against  a  possible 
route  across  country  from  Rice  Lake 
to  Port  Hope,  location  surveys  were 
commenced  at  once  and  in  successive 


Car  on  marine  railway  for  launches,  Big  Chute,  Severn  Division,  Trent  Canal 
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years  contracts  were  let  for  the 
various  sections.  The  locks  and 
dams  are  substantial  concrete  struc- 
tures and  at  all  the  larger  lifts  are 
hydro-electric  power  developments 
which,  with  one  exception,  are  con- 
trolled by  the  Hydro-Electric  Power 
Commission  of  Ontario. 

It  is  not  within  the  intent  of  this 
article  to  enter  into  a  full  and  tech- 
nical description  of  the  engineering 
designs  and  details  of  the  canal 
works  on  this  division  but  advantage 
of  the  occasion  is  taken  to  state  that 
they  are  of  the  most  modern  design 
and  of  the  most  permanent  con- 
struction and  are  a  great  credit  to 
one  of  the  most  experienced  of  Can- 
ada's canal  engineers,  Alex.  J.  Grant, 
Superintending  Engineer,  who  has 
been  in  charge  since  their  inception 
in  1906. 

Continuing  with  our  particular 
narrative,  the  residents  of  the  largest 
town,  Campbellford,  to  be  reached 
at  about  6  p.m.,  on  the  opening  day's 
journey,  turned  out  en  masse  and 
greeted  the  Minister's  arrival  with  all 
the  pent-up  enthusiasm  of  years  and 
the  power  of  the  local  brass  band. 
The  Minister  made  a  short  speech 
in  reply  to  an  address  of  welcome  at 
the  public  wharf.  But  a  short  stay 
was  made  at  Campbellford,  the  jour- 
ney was  resumed  and  the  ships  were 
finished  locking  through  at  Healey 
Falls  by  about  10.30  p.m.  At  this 
point  the  Trent  Canal  Steamer 
"BESSIE  BUTLER"  met  and  was 
added  to  the  fleet. 

The  works  at  Healey  Falls  were 
inspected  early  on  the  morning  of 
Tuesday,  June  4th,  and  the  trip 
was  resumed,  Hastings  being  reached 
about  11  o'clock.  The  afternoon's 
run  through  Rice  Lake  and  the 
Otanabee  River  brought  us  to  Peter- 
boro  where  a  complimentary  dinner 
was  tendered  to  the  Minister  and  the 
official  party  by  the  citizens  of  that 
city.  In  a  speech  delivered  on  this 
occasion,  the  Minister  expressed  his 
faith  in  the  Trent  Canal,  both  on 
account  of  its  transportation  possi- 
bilities and  also  the  development 
of  hydro-electric  powers  connected 
with  it. 

This  completed  the  stage  of  the 


trip  which  constituted  the  formal 
opening  of  the  Ontario-Rice  Lake 
Division.  The  remainder  of  the  trip 
was  of  the  nature  of  an  inspection  of 
the  rest  of  the  canal  carried  out  with 
the  two  steamers  "BESSIE  BUT- 
LER" and  "LORETTA."  The 
"RAMONA"  returned  to  Kingston 
from  Peterboro. 

From  Lakefield  the  scenery  t 
ened  from  what  had  been  mostly 
river  navigation  to  that  of  the  lakes. 
Clear,  Stoney,  Buckhorn,  Pigeon, 
Sturgeon  and  Balsam  Lakes  all  added 
their  quota  of  scenic  enjoyment  and 
pleasant  remembrances.  Locking 
through  the  hydraulic  lift-lock  at 
Kirkfield  after  dark  completed  the 
journey  for  June  5th. 

An  early  start  on  the  morning  of 
the  6th,  and  the  canal  section  to  Lake 
Simcoe  was  soon  traversed.  From 
Gamebridge,  on  the  easterly  shore 
of  the  Lake,  the  run  was  south- 
westerly to  Jackson's  Point  where 
the  Minister  and  immediate  party 
left  the  steamers  to  return  to  Ottawa 
via  Toronto.  f 

The  remainder  of  the  party  con- 
sisting of  the  Chief  Engineer  of  the 
Department  of  Railways  and  Canals 
and  Superintending  Engineers  con- 
tinued the  trip  through  Lake  Simcoe 
and  Couchiching  to  Washago,  where 
navigation  ceases  for  the  time  being 
or  until  such  time  as  the  Severn 
Division  of  the  ,  Trent  Canal  to 
Georgian  Bay,  now  under  construc- 
tion, is  completed.  The  steamers  m 
were  left  at  Washago,  but  the  Severn 
River  route  was  covered  by  stages 
of  motor  boats.  * 

Hydro-Electric  power  plants  at 
Swift  Rapids  and  Big  Chute  were  of 
particular  interest  and  the  rugged 
and  picturesque  scenery  along  the 
entire  Severn  route,  but  particularly 
in  Sparrow  Lake  and  Gloucester 
Pool,  proved  most  interesting. 

The  ultimate  main  canal  terminal 
port  on  Georgian  Bay  will  be  Honey 
Harbor.  A  branch  lock,  affording  6 
foot  navigation,  has  been  completed 
at  Port  Severn,  and  motor  boat 
navigation,  with  the  assistance  of 
this  lock  and  a  small  marine  railway 
at  Big  Chute,  is  now  open  from 
Georgian  Bay  to  Swift  Rapids. 
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From  Port  Severn  the  trip  by  water 
was  concluded  by  a  motor  boat  run 
across  the  lower  end  of  Georgian  Bay 
to  Fesserton  on  Matchedash  Bay.  A 
heavy  windstorm  provided  plenty  of 
thrills  for  a  grand  finale  but  the 
motor  boat  proved  staunch  and  equal 
to  the  occasion. 

r  *\  the  whole  the  trip  from  Ottawa 
'Y?  Georgian  Bay  was  one  of  great 
pleasure  and  delight  and  marked 
the  inception  of  greater  availability 
of  part  of  our  beautiful  inland  waters. 
Undoubtedly  in  the  coming  years 
more  and  more  advantage  will  be 
taken  of  these  water  routes  by  the 
touring  and  "summering"  public, 
and  Ontario  will  have  her  reputation 
still  further  added  to  as  a  beautiful 
province. 

To  two  classes  of  the  community 
particularly  should  the  opening  of 
the  southerly  end  of  the  Trent  Canal 
prove  peculiarly  acceptable,  motor 
launch  enthusiasts  and  fishermen. 
For  the  former,  by  the  opening  of 


this  link,  navigable  trip  routes  be- 
come greatly  increased  and  a  most 
delightful  range  of  possibilities  for 
motor  launch  trips  is  opened  out. 
For  the  fishermen,  easier  access  to  the 
well-known  fishing  grounds  of  the 
Kawartha  Lakes  district  is  afforded. 

The  writer  counts  himself  a  fisher- 
man, not  because  of  any  particular 
expertness  as  such,  but  because  of 
his  enjoyment  of  the  sport  and  he  can 
record  many  most  enjoyable  hours 
spent  in  fishing  in  many  of  the  lakes 
of  both  the  Rideau  and  Trent  Canal 
districts.  Perhaps  his  greatest  en- 
joyment and  most  successful  results 
were  obtained  at  various  times  lunge 
fishing  on  that  stretch  cf  the  Trent 
River  between  Healey  Falls  and 
Hastings  but  a  fisherman's  great 
pleasure  is  not  limited  to  his  success 
in  his  catch  of  fish,  he  has  the  invig- 
oration  of  the  open  air  and  the  fascin- 
ation of  nature  study  which  in  them- 
selves ensure  bcth  physical  and  men- 
tal enjoyment. 


Value  of  the  Skunk 


Many  states  already  have  laws 
protecting  the  skunk  by  a  close 
season.  These  laws  were  passed  in 
response  to  the  wishes  of  farmers  who 
recognize  the  usefulness  of  these 
animals  in  destroying  noxious  insects 
and  to  the  demands  of  persons  inter- 
ested in  conserving  the  fur  resources 
of  the  land.  A  more  complete  un- 
derstanding of  the  economic  value 
of  these  creatures  would,  no  doubt, 
result  in  protective  measures  in  all 
the  states.  Such  legislation  is  vit- 
ally necessary,  if  we  mean  to  avoid 
trapping  and  shooting  them  to  ex- 
tinction. Persons  interested  in  the 
preservation  of  game  often  denounce 
the  skunk  without  mercy,  asserting 
that  it  destroys  pheasants,  quail, 
grouse,  and  other  varieties  of  game; 
and  sportsmen's  clubs  usually  en- 
courage the  destruction  of  skunks, 
classing  them  with  foxes,  minks  and 
weasels  as  enemies  of  game.  Some- 
times side  hunts  are  arranged  for  the 
destruction  of  "vermin,"  and  in 
some  places  bounties  are  paid  for 


killing  these  animals.  Biologists  of 
renown  tell  us  that  so  far  as  skunks 
are  concerned,  there  is  little  evidence 
that  they  often  disturb  game.  Byron 
Andrews,  of  Erwin,  S.  Dak.,  once 
found  a  pinnated-grouse  nest  con- 
taining eggs  about  to  hatch  less  than 
four  rods  from  a  den  that  had  long 
been  in  use  by  skunks.  Mr.  An- 
drews argued  that  the  skunks  surely 
would  have  destroyed  this  nest  had 
they  been  fond  of  eggs.  I  have 
often  heard  of  quails  that  nested  and 
hatched  out  broods  within  a  few 
rods  of  a  skunk  den.  Sometimes 
crows  will  eat  these  eggs  and  mayhap 
the  skunks  get  the  blame  for  the 
outrage.  It  is  stated  by  D.  E. 
Lantz,  Assistant  Biologist  of  the 
U.  S.  Department  of  Agriculture, 
that  at  the  time  when  the  native 
birds  are  nesting,  skunks  h  ave  abund- 
ant insect  food,  and  by  the  time  this 
food  falls  short  the  birds  are  strong 
of  wing  and. seldom  fall  a  prey  to  this 
mammal. 


The  Beverly  and  Newborn'  Lakes 

Tyeth  Bounsall 
An  Old  Country  Angler 


IT  is  an  old  and  true  saying  that 
"Many  Men  have  Many  Minds;" 
and  this  certainly  applies  to  the 
followers  cf  the  gentle  craft.  A 
large  number  of  my  angling  friends 
having  once  discovered  a  spot  where 
there  is  generally  good  sport,  and 
where  accommodations,  etc.,  are  plea- 
sant; make  up  their  minds  to  stick 
to  it,  and  you  will  find  them  at 
their  old  haunts  season  after  season! 
I  am  inclined  to  think  that  I  must 
have  been  born  under  a  very  wander- 
ing star;  for,  no  matter  how  well  a 
place  suits  me,  or  how  good  sport  I 
may  have  had  there,  I  am  like  Alex- 
ander; always  looking  for  new  worlds 
tc  conquer! 

Regular  readers  of  Rod  and  Gun 
will  doubtless  remember  that^  my 
steps  have  been  turned  towards  the 
various  lakes  in  Northern  Ontario 
for  the  past  three  seasons;  but  this 
year  I  determined  to  try  another 
direction.  I  had  heard  a  good  deal, 
indirectly,  of  the  sport  to  be  obtained 
on  the  Rideau  chain  of  lakes,  but 
could  find  no  one  amongst  my  own 
circle  of  angling  friends  in  Toronto 
who  had  any  practical  experience  of 
them.    However,  early  in  July  last, 


a  New  York  friend  of  mine  sent  me 
a  small  leaflet  about  Delta;  a  little 
Ontario  town  situated  between  the 
Upper  and  Lower  Beverley  Lakes 
which  form  an  outlying,  portion  of  the 
Rideau  chain.  Certain  enquiries 
made  through  the  station  agent  at 
that  spot,  and  reference  to  the  Can- 
adian Northern's  book  "Where  To  Fish 
and  Hunt,",  determined  me  to  give 
Delta  a  trial  at  any  rate;  and  I  cer- 
tainly had  no  reason  to  regret  my 
decision. 

A  sultry  Sunday  night  early  in  July 
found  me  enroute  by  the  10  p.m., 
express  from  Toronto,  which  deposit- 
ed me  at  Forfar  Junction  in  the  small 
hours  of  the  Monday  morning  with 
three  hours  to  wait  fcr  a  connection 
on  the  branch  line  which  runs  from 
Brockville  to  Westport,  and  on  which 
Delta  lies.  As  an  old  Devonshire 
friend  of  mine,  when  ordering  a 
substantial  lunch  to  be  packed  up  for 
us  on  our  Dartmoor  fishing  excursions 
used  to  say — "shelves  on  the  river- 
side are  hung  very  high;"  meaning 
that  we  should  be  absolutely  depend- 
ent on  what  we  took  with  us  as  far 
as  feeding  was  concerned.  This  ex- 
pression applies  to  Forfar  Junction; 
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but  I  was  lucky  enough  to  run 
across  a  friendly  "section  boss" 
whose  good  wife  provided  me  with 
an  ample  breakfast  of  bacon,  eggs, 
and  fried  potatoes  at  the  section  house 
near  the  station,  and  I  think  those 
who  may  follow  in  my  footsteps  i 
would  have  no  difficulty  in  obtaining 
the  same  accommodation.  Delta  is 
about  half  an  hour's  crawl  from  the 
junction;  a  very  thriving  little  place 
too,  situated  in  the  midst  of  a  rich 
agricultural  district.  It  reminded  me 
more  than  any  other  place  in  Canada 
has  hitherto  done  of  some  of  out 
little  towns  in  the  west  of  England. 
Except  on  Saturday  nights  it  is  a 
regular  Sleepy  Hollow,  but  then,  for 
a  few  hours,  it  wakes  up.  An  enter- 
prising man  from  Brockville  opens 
a  "movie"  show  in  a  disused  ware- 
house for  that  night  only;  and  the 
proprietor  of  the  solitary  "ice  cream 
parlour"  imports  at  least  two  extra 
cans  of  his  specialty  to  meet  the 
additional  demand!  The  girls  and 
boys  from  the  farms  for  miles  around 
come  in  to  the  village  on  the  Satur- 
day night;  and  the  collection  of 
"Tin  Lizzies"  (and  some  high -class 
cars  too)  is  really  remarkable. 

The  Upper  and  Lower  Beverley  • 
Lakes  are  connected  by  a  creek  which 
flows  through  the  village  and  is 
navigable  for  small  boats  to  a  point 
close  to  the  Upper  Lake,  where  a 
mill  dam  crosses  it.  From  the  village 
to  the  Lower  Beverley  Lake  is 
about  half  a  mile,  and  it  is  a  great 
convenience  to  be  able  to  step  into  , 
your  boat  within  50  yards  cf  the 
house  in  which  you  are  staying.  I 
put  m  rather  over  three  weeks  most 
enjoy  ably  at  Delta  and  was  greatly 
surprised  not  to  meet  a  single  angling 
visitor  from  the  western  part  of 
Ontario  during  my  stay.  In  fact 
there  were  very  few  visitors  (angling 
or  otherwise)  at  all,  and  most  of  these 
came  from  across  the  border. 

The  lower  Beverley  Lake  is  one  of 
the  prettiest  bits  of  water,  from  a 
scenic  point  of  view,  that  I  have 
come  across  during  the  seven  years 
I  have  been  in  Canada.  It  is  beauti- 
fully wooded;  and  thejtimber  having 
been  untouched,  either  by  fire  or  the 
activities  of  the  lumberman,  retains 


its  pristine  glories.  There  are  several 
small  islands  in  this  lake,  the  best 
part  of  which  (from  an  angling  point 
of  view)  being  what  is  locally  known 
as  "The  Narrows;"  a  branch  which 
runs  up  for  about  three  miles  to  the 
westward  from  the  main  lake,  with 
an  average  width  of  half  a  mile  cr  so. 
There  is  also  a  wide,  navigable,  creek 
leading  to  Lyndhurst;  in  which, 
although  it  is  greatly  overgrown  with 
weeds,  the  fishing  is  good.  This  lake 
always  reminds  me  of  a  part  of  the 
famous  Harbor  at  Sydney  N.S.W; 
"The  Narrows"  being  especially  like 
the  Paramatta  River. 

I  enjoyed  exceptionally  good  sports 
all  through  my  stay,  and  was  sur- 
prised at  the  size  of  the  fish  I  killed, 
in  fact  after  my  first  day  I  seldom 
kept  a  bass  under  two  pounds  in 
weight!  My  largest  bass,  weighed 
just  over  six  and  three  quarter  pounds 
by  the  spring-balance  which  always 
finds  a  place  in  my  fishing  kit; 
whilst  bass  of  four  pounds  and  up- 
wards were  quite  common  occur- 
rence. Most  of  my  fish  were  killed 
whilst  casting,  and  this  is  the  frrst 
season  in  which  I  have  made  use  of 
any  of  the  "wobblers"  which  have 
come  so  much  into  vogue  of  late. 
The  local  fishermen  pin  their  faith 
to  the  "Dowagiac"  pattern,  and  it 
certainly  is  a  killing  bait;  I  found, 
however,  and  rather  to  my  surprise 
I  must  own,  that  a  large-sized  (white 
with  red  tip)  Rush  "Tango"  Minnow 
was  even  more  attractive  than  the 
Heddon  make.  I  had  brought  one 
of  them  with  me,  more  as  an  experi- 
ment than  anything  else;  but  its 
success  was  so  marked  that  the  local 
anglers  gave  it  the  name  of  the  "Kill 
Devil!"  One  peculiar  experience 
with  this  bait  is  worth  recording. 
Late  one  evening,  when  the  bass  were 
lying  close  to  the  reed  beds,  I  made 
an  overcast  which  resulted  in  the 
"Kill  Devil"  taking  a  couple  of  turns 
of  line  round  the  stem  of  a  bulrush; 
from  whence  it  hung  a  few  inches 
above  the  water.  Being  unable 
to  clear  my  line  by  jerking  it  I  got 
the  lad  who  was  pulling  me  to  bring 
the  boat  clos^  in-shore;  and,  when 
we  were  within  half  a  dozen  yards 
of  the  reed-bed,  the  bait  suddenly 
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dropped  into  the  water,  its  fall 
being  followed  by  a  vigorous  com- 
motion at  the  foot  of  the  bulrush 
round  which  it  was  twisted.  On 
coining  close  in,  I  found  that  a 
large  bass  had  actually  taken  the 
bait  as  it  dropped  into  less  than  six 
inches  of  water,  and  was  able  to  get 
net  under  him  and  land  him!  The 
weight  of  this  fish  was  four  and  a 
quarter  pounds,  and  I  have  never 
previously  caught  one  under  such 
unique  circumstances.  Frogs  are 
plentiful  and  make  tempting  baits. 
Minnows  have  to  be  fetched  from 
some  distance,  and  their  price  ($2.00 
a  hundred)  makes  them  rather  ex- 
pensive. I  killed  some  good  bass 
on  the  "Pilot"  flies  to  which  I  alluded 
in  an  article  which  appeared  in 
Rod  and  Gun  last  year  concerning 
fishing  in  the  Bolger  Lakes.  Pike 
fishing  is  also  good,  although  the 
pike  here  run  very  small  according 
to  English  ideas;  a  five  pound  fish 
being  rather  the  exception  than  the 
rule.  In  many  waters  at  home  (such 
as  Virginia  Water  in  Windsor  Great 
Park,  etc.)  the  minimum  size  of 
pike  allowed  to  be  killed  is  five 
pounds,  whilst  the  average  weight 
would  run  to  ten  pounds  or  even 
more.    My  own  record  in  English 


waters  was  a  pike  of  eighteen  and  a 
half  pounds,  the  mounted  remains  of 
which  may  still  be  seen  in  the  Billiard 
room  of  the  golf  club  at  Sunningdale, 
about  thirty  miles  from  London. 
On  one  afternoon  when  bass  were  not 
biting  freely  I  made  a  deliberate 
campaign  against  f'Esox  Lucius," 
with  the  result  that  in  just  over  two 
hours  I  had  accounted  for  over  30  good 
fish;  mostly  killed  with  an  ordinary 
spoon  bait. 

During  my  stay  in  this  district  I 
spent  a  few  pleasant  days  on  the 
Newboro'  Lakes,  making  the  village 
of  that  name  my  headquarters.  On 
the  evening  previous  to  my  departure 
from  Delta  I  had  the  misfortune  to 
lose  one  of  the  best  split-bamboo 
casting  rods  I  have  ever  possessed; 
dropping  it  overboard  m  the  deepest 
part  of  the  Lower  Beverley  Lake, 
from  whence  it  proved  irrecoverable 
in  spite  of  all  kinds  of  dredging, 
dragging,  and  even  diving.  The  re- 
sult of  this  accident  was  that  I 
arrived  at  Newboro'  next  morning 
minus  a  casting  rod  and  reel,  but  plus 
a  considerable  amount  of  faith  in 
Providence  as-  to  providing  me  with 
suitable  tackle!  On  stating  my  woe- 
ful case  to  Mr.  H.  J.  Scott  of  the 
Rideau  Hotel  at  Newboro',  he  prompt- 
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the  pseudonym  of  "Keokuk")  in  the 
"New  York  Sun";  making  serious 
assertions  with  regard  to  the  condi- 
tion of  affairs  in  the  Lower  Beverley 
Lake.  Amongst  other  things  it  was 
alleged  that  the  water  in  this  lake 
had  become  so  contaminated  that 
the  bass  were  dying  wholesale;  and 
that  those  which  were  caught  were 
almost  invariably  found  to  be  suffer- 
ing from  foul,  open,  wounds;  also 
that  there  was  a  large  discharge  of 
sewage  into  the  lake  for  which  this 
state  of  affairs  was  accountable. 
Speaking  as  a  fisherman  of  over 
forty  year's  experience,  and  after 
a  very  exhaustive  examination  of  the 
alleged  facts,  I  found  nothing  to 
complain  of  in  the  condition  of 
affairs  in  the  Beverley  Lakes.  Dur- 
ing my  stay  at  Delta  I  had  the  oppor- 
tunity of  examining  a  large  number  of 
large  and  small-mouth  black-bass 
which  I  killed  myself,  as  well  as  a 
quantity  of  those  killed  by  other 
anglers;  but  amongst  the  whole  num- 
ber I  did  not  find  a  single  foul  or 
diseased  specimen!  From  what  I 
can  gather,  the  writer  of  this  article 
was  formerly  a  regular  visitor  at 
Delta;  but,  during  his  last  visit, 
chose  to  take  offense  over  certain 
matters  entirely  unconnected  with 
angling,  and  vented  his  spleen  by 
means  of  the  article  I  refer  to. 

My  readers  will  doubtless  recollect 
that  I  have  a  more  or  less  laudable 
habit  of  providing  detailed  informa- 
tion with  regard  t3  my  wanderings. 
I  have  already  dealt  with  accommo- 
dation, etc.,  at  Newboro';  whilst  at 
Delta  I  can  personally  recommend 


ly  assumed  the  role  lof  the  Good 
Samaritan  by  lending  me  his  own 
private  rod  and  reel  which  I  used 
during  my  stay. 

The  Newboro'  Lake  differs  slightly 
in  character  from  the  Beverley  Lakes 
in  that  it  is,  one  might  almost  say, 
"crowded"  with  small  islands. 
These  islands  are  so  numerous,  and 
resemble  each  other  so  much,  that  a 
stranger  might  very  easily  get  lost 
amongst  them;  and  I  certainly  should 
not  care  to  trust  myself  far  on  this 
lake  without  a  guide,  especially  after 
dusk.  During  my  stay  at  Newboro' 
the  weather  turned  cold  and  unplea- 
sant, but  in  spite  of  that  I  killed  a 
fair  number  of  good  sized  black  bass 
and  a  gcod  many  pike;  the  "Kill 
Devil"  proving  as  tempting  at  New- 
boro' as  it  had  hitherto  done  at 
Delta!  For  the  angling  visitor  who 
requires  most  of  the  comforts  of  a 
home  whilst  away  from  his  own,  I 
should  reccmmend  Newboro'  in  com- 
parison to  Delta.  I  found  unusually 
good  accommodation  and  service  at 
the  Rideau  Hotel,  and  can  also 
recommend  the  boatman  who  attend- 
ed me  (Michael  Murray)  as  a  reliable 
man  who  knows  his  business.  The 
charge  made  here  ($4.00  per  day  for 
boat  and  man)  appears  to  me  to  be 
rather  high;  the  late  war  has  been 
made  an  excuse  for  a  multitude  of 
sin?  in  this  respect,  not  only  at  New- 
boro' but  elsewhere. 

Before  concluding  this  article,  I 
should  like  to  say  a  few  words  with 
regard  to  a  matter  which  was  brought 
before  my  notice  at  Delta.  Early 
in  July  last  an  article  appeared  (over 
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Mrs.  T.  H.  Watson's  boarding-house 
as  clean  and  comfortable;  and  Mrs. 
Watson  herself  as  most  anxious  to  do 
all  she  can  to  make  things  pleasant 
for  her  guests.  There  are  two  guides 
at  Delta;  James  Saxton,  who  has  a 
small  motor  boat  for  which  he  charges 
$4.00  per  day;  and  Alonzo  Wilsey, 
who  has  good  row  boats,  and  whose 
services  are  available  for  $3.00  per 
day.  Both  of  these  are  good  and 
reliable  men;  having  employed  them 
both  I  can  speak  from  experience. 
Having  a  preference  for  what  we 
used  to  call  in  my  sea-faring  days, 
"WTooden  Sails,"  most  of  my  time 
was  spent  with  "Lon"  Wilsey;  and  I 
never  have  met  a  more  pleasant 
companion  and  bbliging  boatman  in 


my  lengthy  experience  in  such  mat- 
ters. Another  good  man  to  get  in 
touch  with  at  Delta  is  Mr.  F.  Birch, 
the  local  fishery  inspector;  a  very 
pleasant  fellow  and  most  anxious  to 
be  of  assistance  to  angling  visitors. 
Mr.  Cawley,  the  local  station  agent, 
was  also  very  kind  and  obliging  to  me 
during  my  stay;  especially  when  it 
came  to  getting  a  new  rod  from  Tor- 
onto to  replace  the  one  I  lost.  As  is 
generally  the  case  when  a  thing  is 
wanted  in  a  hurry,  the  express  people 

seem  to  delay  it,  and  it  was  nearly 

a  week  before  I  got  a  substitute  for 

the  good  old  rod  which  now  reposes 

in  the  depths  of  the  Lower  Beverley 

Lake. 


F.  V.  Williams 


THE  boy  stopped  in  the  act  of 
stripping  a  slender  aider  pole  of 
its  smaller  branches  just  long 
enough  to  smile  at  the  antics  of 
a  pair  of  red  squirrels  that  were 
chasing  each  other  about  an  old 
brush  heap  at  the  side  of  the  brook. 
Presently  he  would  be  busy  in  that 
s&me  brook,  but  these  brlishy  tailed 
scolds  of  the  woods  were  evidently 
trying  to  start  something  this  morn- 
ing and  he  had  to  take  it  all  in. 

The  squirrels  finally  disappeared 
and  the  boy  proceeded  to  finish  up 


that  fishing  pole.  Directly  in  front 
of  where  he  stood  was  swift-running 
shallow  water  and  after  attaching 
a  piece  of  ordinary  linen  line  to  the 
end  of  his  "natural  growth"  rod,  he 
started  down  the- bank  toward  a  long 
stretch  of  still,  deep  water.  On  one 
side  of  the  stream  this  "deep-hole" 
extended  a  foot  or  possibly  a  foot  and 
a  half  back  under  the  bank. 

Dropping  his  hook,  baited  with  a 
wriggling  earth-worm  on  the  up- 
stream end  of  where  the  current  had 
undermined  the  bank,  he  just  let  it 
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"drift."  Now  the  boy  was  fishing 
"against  the  sun,"  that  is,  all  the 
shadows  cast  by  his  movements  were 
behind  him  and  away  from  the  clear, 
still  water  in  under  the  bank.  There 
was  a  dart  outward  of  a  mottled  back 
and  a  vigorous  tug  at  the  end  of  that 


Did  this  ever  happen  to  you  ? 


J  IN  CANADA 

homemade  rod,  and — the  boy  let  that 
trout  have  his  way  with  that  worm- 
covered  hook  for  perhaps  two  seconds 
and  then  he  gave  a  "slat"  to  the  pole. 
A  speckled  brook  trout  of  some  ten 
inches  in  length  went  sailing  shore- 
ward to  land  in  the  wild  grasses  and 
wet  moss  four  feet  or  more  from  the 
water. 

The  boy  quickly  killed  his  catch 
by  deftly  sticking  his  thumb  in  its 
mouth  and  breaking  its  neck.  It  was 
then  strung  on  a  "cut  from  the  brush, 
stringer." 

Number  one,  this  was,  but  before 
leaving  this  same  pool  he  had  two 
others.  For  perhaps  a  half  mile  he 
got  no  response  to  all  .his  tricks  of 
letting  that  homely  tackle  of  his  drift 
around  sundry  boulders,  and  sunken 
logs,  then  came  into  view  a  miniature 
waterfall  and  below  this  fall  was  a 
patch  of  foam  that  swirled  and  eddyed 
but  always  stayed  just  there  below  the 
fall.  On  this  patch  of  foam  were! 
spots  that  looked  as  if  one  might  have 
poked  a  goodly  sized  stick  down 
through  in  a  number  of  places  and 
then  the  foam  had  closed  up  the  hole 
again. — Ever  see  spots  like  that  on  a 
foam  patch  on  the  trout  streams  you 
follow? 

i 

The  bait  was  dropped  at  one  side  of 
this  foam  and  the  current  swept  the 
line  into  it  and  there  was  a  "yank" 
on  that  line  and  the  boy  landed 
another  nice  trout  and  four  others 
beside,  five  trout  out  of  that  one  hole. 
Yes,  indeed,  trout  sure  do  love  the 
shady  places. 

And  then^ — there  was  that  bunch  of 
big  boulders,  now  the  last  time  the 
boy  had  passed  this  way,  he  had 
booked,  but  lost  a  fine  trout  right 
here.  This  time  he  approached  the 
place  as  quietly  as  the  summer  breeze, 
dropped  in  his  bait,  and  as  it  went 
past  the  first  boulder,  it  was  seized 
and  carried  underneath.  For  per-' 
haps  two  seconds  the  boy  thought  he 
had  a  monster  trout,  but  the  supposed 
trout  soon  proved  to  be  an  eel,  and 
this  eel  had  a  corkscrew  hold  anions 
the  rocks  with  his  snake-like  body, 
and  how  he  held  on! 

The  boy,  not  wishing  to  put  too 
'  much  "pull"  on  his  line,  merely  kept  it 
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taut,  and  gave  a  few  inches  at  a  time- 
as  the  eel  got  tired  holding  his  grip 
on  the  rocks, — he  loosened  up  and 
was  finally  landed  on  the  bank,  a 
wriggling,  slimy,  snaky  mess,  and 
after  much  trouble  the  fisherman  cut 
the  line  above  where  the  eel  had  be- 
fouled it  with  his  slime,  and  putting 
on  a  new  hook — the  eel  had  gotten 
the  other  hook  so  far  down  his  neck 
it  would  have  taken  a  surgical  opera- 
tion to  recover  it  and  the  boy  did 
not  like  eels.  What  trout  fisherman 
does?  Needless  to  say  that  eel  did  not 
go  back  into  that  trout  stream. 

And  then,  the  last  place  he  was  to 
try  at,  before  hitting  the  road  home, 
an  old  log,  a  big  log,  one  that  the  l)oy 
could  just  nicely  walk  out  on.  He  did 
not  expect  to  get  much,  if  anything, 
an  odd  fmgerling  that  would  have  to 
be  put  back,  but  to  his  surprise,  he 
landed  after  a  struggle— the  largest 
trout  of  the  day — thirteen  inches 
long  he  was  by  actual  measurement. 
Some  trout,  the  boy  thought,  at  any 
rate. 


And  then  there  was  another  boy, 
same  age,  same  good  health  to  start 
with,  all  except  environment  were 
.  equal,  but  this  other  boy  was  suppos- 
ed to  have  advantages,  he  lived  in  the 
city.  The  same  day  the  boy.  in  the 
country  went  fishing  and  got  real 
game  fish,  our  city  boy  went  down  to 
the  public  beach  for  a  swim.  It 
seemed  about  the  only  place  to  go.  It 
was  hot,  the  parks  were  jammed — 
crammed  full  of  people  trying  to  keep 
cool.  Tired  mothers  with  their  babies, 
young  people  with  lunch  baskets, 
crowding  each  other  out  of  the  shady 
spots. 

Tom,  Dick  and  Harry  almost  too 
"spiflicated"  with  the  heat  to  try 
to  flirt  with  the  girls  that  were  there 
for  no  other  purpose.  The  beach  was 
almost  as  bad  as  the  parks,  sweltering 
hot,  perspiring  humanity  everywhere. 

The  city  lad  had  had  his  swim. 
Yes,  he  swam  till  he  was  all  in,  he  ate 
a  few  "hot  dogs"  from  the  sandwich 
wagon  on  the  corner — as  it  was  too 
far  to  go  to  a  restaurant  in  a  bathing 
suit — drank  a  couple  of  bottles  of  pop 
to  quench  his  thirst  while  sitting  in 
the  shade  of  the  pier,  the  life-saver 


of  the  beach  spooning  with  one  of  the 
beach  beauties  as  a  background. 

You  know  it's  a  good  deal  a  ques- 
tion of  environment  and  pocketbook, 
but  which  boy  would  you  rather  have 
been? 


"He  wondered  how  the  Life  Guard  could  fin 
so  much  to  talk  about." 
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The  Summer  Call  to  the  Northland 


Walter  Thornton 


WITH  the  approach  of  -the  lan- 
guid summer  days  the  travel 
thoughts  of  tens  of  thousands 
of  city  folk  turn  towards  the  Canadian 
summer  resorts.  To  dream  in  a 
southern  or  mid-western  city  on  an 
August  noon  of  the  cool  breezes  which 
blow  over  the  "Highlands  of  Ontario" 
— name  of  magic  appeal  to  lovers  of 
the  cool  uplands — is  to  feel  the  urge 
of  northward  flight  with  the  same 
strength  that  it  carries  to  the  birds 
in  the  spring.  An  increasingly  large 
number  of  United  States  residents 
are  responding  to  the  call  of  the  North 
each  year.  Transportation  companies 
and  hotel  systems  have  combined  to 
make  a  visit  to  Canada  as  attractive 
as  possible. 

The  Highlands  of  Ontario  in  par- 
ticular have  been  made  known  to 
vacation  seekers  in'  every  State  of 
the  Union.  The  r  businessman  and 
his  wife  now  leave  the  American 
cities  and  within  a  space  of  a  single 
day's  travel  are  encamped  on  the 
shores  of  some  northern  lake,  or 
installed  in  comfortable  quarters  in 
hotel  or  cottage.  The  Government 
of  Canada,  realizing  the  asset  it 
possesses  in  its  wonderful  scenic 
regions,  has  set  aside  vast  territories 
of  incomparable  beauty*  to  remain 
forever  as  part  of  the  public  domain. 

The  Ontario  Provincial  Govern- 
ment led  the  way  in  this  regard  when 
it  declared  a  lake-land  territory  of 
four  thousand  square  miles,  just 
north  of  Toronto  and  west  of  Ottawa, 
a  playground  for  the  people  and  a 
sanctuary  for  wild  life  for  all  time. 
This  region  is  now  known  as  Algon- 
quin Park.  The  reserve  approaches 
the  ideal  of  what  such  a  playground 
should  be.  The  fifteen  hundred  lakes 
and  streams  within  its  boundaries 
are  well  stocked  with  sporty  bass 
and  trout.  The  altitude,  something 
like  2„000,  feet  above  sea  level  gives 
this  section  of  Ontario  a  splendid 
mid-summer  climate.  When  you 
step  from  the  train  at  one  of  the 
little  stations  in  the  park  you  feel 


at  once  the  tonic  properties  in  the 
air,  with  its  odor  of  pine  and  spruce. 
Minx  scurry  busily  about  on  rock 
ledges,  while  little  red  squirrels  flit 
warily  from  tree  to  tree  and  are  so 
tame  that  they  will '  come  to  your 
camp  and  pry  off  the  lid  of  your 
biscuit  tin.  There  are  birds  of  al- 
most every  species  from  the  ocean 
seagull  to  the  timid  robin,  the  loon 
and  the  hermit  thrush. 

The  entire  area  is  in  a  natural 
unspoiled  condition,  and  one  may 
paddle  over  the  lakes  and  through 
their  connecting  streams  for  days 
without  finding  signs  of  man's  oc- 
cupancy. Men  and  women  reason- 
ably fond  of  woods  and  waters  find 
a  summer  in  the  park  an  ideal  vaca- 
tion. Women  who  would  not  dream 
of  such  a  thing  a  few  years  ago  are 
now  taking  to  the  woods  with  an 
enthusiasm  which  they  never  ex- 
perienced toward  any  other  form  of 
holiday  outing;  and  find,  too,  in  the 
simple, care-free  life  a  delightful  relief 
from  domestic  exactions  and  social 
calls.  No  great  vacation  territory 
could  long  escape  the  customary 
provision  for  the  hosts  of  folks  who 
do  not  care  for  camp  life,  but  who 
do  most  enthusiastically  love  wild 
Nature.  There  are  now  five  hotels 
in  the  Park. 

Another  beautiful  region  is  the 
Lake  of  Bays  District.  Here  also 
the  altitude,  1,000  feet  above  the 
sea,  makes  the  spiced  air  rare  and 
invigorating.  The  Lake  of  Bays  is 
the  gem  of  a  chain  of  lakes,  some  of 
them  linked,  \>ne  to  another,  by 
locked  rivers,  and  some  by  open 
free-flowing  streams.  Upon  these 
lakes  are  natty  little  steamboats  giv- 
ing service  to  the  various  points. 
These  lakes  offer  safe  and  enjoyable 
facilities  for  boating,  bathing,  golfing 
and  fishing,  being  sheltered  from 
heavy  winds  by  the  numerous  island 
and  landlocked  bays. 

The  Muskoka  Lakes  are  probably 
the  most  famous  of  Canadian  resort 
districts,    comprising    three  lovely 
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lakes,  Muskoka,  Rosseau  arfd  Joseph. 
When  you  enter  the  Muskoka  dis- 
trict you  are  amazed  at  the  extent 
of  the  lakes,  which  appear  so  small 
on  the  map.  Then  the  multitude  of 
islands  and  the  diversified  shore  line 
cause  the  visitor  to  wonder  how  the 
captains  of  the  lake  steamships  pilot 
their  vessels  so  swiftly  and  safely 
through  the  maze.  This  is  also  & 
paradise  for  any  man  or  woman  ^fond 
of  a  canoe  or  a  launch,  and  every- 
where in  these  lakes  there  is  good 
fishing  and  bathing  in  safe  waters, 
and  fine  opportunities  for  a  game  of' 
golf  or  tennis. 

The  Timagami  region  is  another  of 
the  great  Canadian  reserves  that 
have  been  set  aside  for  all  time  as 


playgrounds  for  the  people.  It  con- 
tains 3,750,000  acres  of  lakes,  rivers 
and  woodecl  lands.  In  the  centre  of 
this  territory  is  wonderful  Lake  Tim- 
agami, with  its  shore  line  of  1,132 
miles,  while  there  are  hundreds  of 
other  lakes  to  invite  the  angler  and 
canoeist.  The  disciples  of  Isaac  Wal- 
ton make  a  Mecca  of  this  northern 
lakeland  for  in  Timagami,  and  the 
innumerable  surrounding  lakelets,  are 
game  fish  without  end.  Many  of  its 
pools  have  never  given  back  the 
reflection  of  a  white  man's  face. 
With,  the  30,000  Islands  region  of  the 
Georgian  Bay,  and  Algonquin  Park 
Timagami  shares  the  reputation  of 
being,  the  best  fishing  ground  in 
Canada. 


Rabbits  As  Food 


Wild  rabbits  in  the  United  States 
have  always  been  an  important  item 
of  food,  especially  during  the  cold 
part  of  the  year,  and  hence  less 
attention  has  been  paigl  to  the 
breeding  of  rabbits  than  in  most 
foreign  countries.  It  wouLd  be  im- 
possible to  estimate  correctly  the 
number  of  rabbits  marketed  and 
eaten  in  Great  Britain.  Not  only 
are  the  home  warrens  and  farms 
drawn  upon  for  a  supply,  but  from 
10,000  to  12,000  tons  are,  in  normal 
times,  imported  annually,  coming 
partly  from  the  Continent,  but  in 
great  numbers  from  Australia  and 
New  Zealand. 

In  France,  Holland,  and  Belgium 
rabbits  are  a  common  article  of 
diet  and  rabbit  breeding  is  general  on 
farms,  especially  where  the  land 
holdings  are  small.  Spain  produces 
many  domestic  rabbits  and  is  some- 
times regarded  as  the  original  home 
of  the  common  European  rabbit, 
which  science  is  pleased  to  call 
lepus  cuniculus,  since  Strabo,  writ- 
ing about  the  beginning  of  the 
Christian  Era,  stated  that  ship  car- 
goes of  rabbits  were  brought  to  the 
Pvoman  markets  from  that  country. 
Whether  or  not  the  European  rabbit 


is  sup  erior  as  an  article  of  food  to  the 
wild  cottontail  rabbit  of  our  forests 
and  fields  is  a  matter  of  individual 
taste. 

The  so-called  Belgian  hare  is  merely 
a  domesticated  form  of  the  wild 
rabbit  of  Europe,  long  bred  with 
special  reference  to  the  development 
of  a  superior  food  animal.  Its  flesh 
is  generally  considered  better  than 
that  of  the  ordinary  hutch  rabbit. 

While  not  affording  large  profits, 
the  business  of  raising  rabbits  is  a 
small  way  may  be  made  an  interesting 
as  well  as  a  reasonably  remunerative 
adjunct  to  other  pursuits.  Espec- 
ially is  it  adapted  to  small  towns 
as  well  as  to  farms,  and  under  careful 
management  the  returns  from  this 
pursuit  are  likely  to  increase  as  one 
gains  experience.  Under  favorable 
circumstances,  such  as  being  within 
easy  reach  of  a  large  market,  it  is 
capable  of  expansion  into  a  serious 
vocation.  The  presence  of  rabbits 
in  inclosures  on  the  farm  or  on  village 
premises  furnishes  opportunity  for  an 
agreeable  change  in  the  family  diet, 
a  fact  that  is  of  considerable  import- 
ance when  ordinary  meats  are  so 
high-priced*  as  at  the  present  time, 
or  in  regions  where  they  are  difficult 
to  obtain.— T.  H.  HL 
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Three    Hundred  and  Twenty  Six  Years  After  the  Birth  of  Izaak  Walton,  (August  Ninth, 
1593),  we  Pause  in  the  Round  of  Things  to  Pay  our  Respects  to  the 
Father  of  Angling;   now  an  Institution. 


Robert  Page  Lincoln 


TO  the  world  outside  the  sphere*  of  angling 
the  name  of  Walton  may  just  be  a 
catch-word.  But  to  those  who  have 
found  delight  and  endless  pleasure  in  the  out- 
of-doors,  and  in  angling  in  the  good  waters,  to 
those  I  say  the  name  of  Walton  is  at  once 
more  than  a  name  among  the  thousands;  it  is 
a  name  that  stands  for  all  that  is  worth  while 
in  this  world.  The  contemplation  of  fresh 
and  inspiring  rural  sights;  the  joy  of  casting 
a  delicate  fly  along  a  stream's  course  in  the 
month  of  June;  the  beautiful  coming  of  dusk; 
and  the  homeward  trip  over  the  road  to  the 
home — all  these  things  stand  for  Walton. 
It  was  not  alone  the  catching  of  the  fish  that 
held  his  heart.  Fishing  was  to  him  the  key 
that  opened  the  door  of  a  wider  outlook  upon 
the  world.  It  may  not  be  that  he  saw  less 
when  not  sitting  at  a  stream  side;  but  there 
can  be  no  doubt  that  he  enjoyed  a  loftier 
viewpoint  when  engaged  in  the  gentle  sport 
of  dropping  a  line  and  waiting  for  the  nimble 


ones  to  take  the  hook  and  dart  away  with  it. 
As  he  pushed  aside  the  branches  that  over- 
hung the  stream  and  viewed  a  clear  expanse 
of  water  he  knew  that  he  was  looking  upon 
the  very  life-blood  of  purity  and  cleanliness, 
and  that  to  be  pure  and  clean  one  must  visit 
the  running  streams  and  drink  of  them  not 
only  with  the  lips,  but  also  with  the  mind. 
To  sit  upon  a  bank  and  view  the  waters 
moving  by  on  their  way  to  the  sea;  the  ripple 
and  curl;  the  freshness  coming  up  from  the 
lush  edges,  all  these  things  are  in  tune  with 
the  infinite.  They  spell  composure  that  is 
composure,  peace  that  is  peace,  silence  that 
is  silence,  beauty  that  is  beauty  in  that  great 
degree  that  puts  all  the  efforts  of  man,  with 
his  artificial  embellishments,  to  shame.  We 
are  forced  to  go  to  Nature  for  our  examples  of 
contentment.  If  the  quietude  of  Nature  does 
no  other  one  thing,  it  at  least  tells  us  to  act 
calmly,  with  deliberation,  to  rest»when  we  need 
to  rest  and  work  when  we  feel  like  working, 
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I  crave,  dear  Lord 

No  boundless  hoard 
Of  gold  and  gear, 

Nor  jewels  fine, 

Nor  land  nor  kine, 
Nor  treasure-heaps  of  anything. — 

Let  but  a  little  hut  be  mine 
Where  at  the  hearthstone  I  may  hear 

The  cricket  sing. 
And  have  the  shine 
Of  one  glad  woman's  eyes  to  make, 
For  my  poor  sake, 

Our  simple  home  a  place  divine; — 
Just  the  wee  cot — the  cricket's  chirr — 
Love,  and  the  smiling  face  of  her. 

I  pray  not  that 
Men  tremble  at 

My  power  of  place 
1  '  And  lordly  sway, — 
I  only  pray  for  simple  grace 
To  look  my  neighbor  in  the  face 

Full  honestly  from  day  to  day — 
Yiel  d  me  hi»s  horny  palm  to  hold, 

And  I'll  not  pray 
For  gold; — 
The  tanned  face,  garlanded  with  mirth, 
It  hath  the  kingliest  smile  on  earth; 
The  swart  brow  diamonded  with  sweat, 
Hath  never  need  of  coronet. 
And  so  I  reach, 

Dear  Lord  to  Thee, 
And  do  beseech 
Thou  givest  me 
The  wee  cot,  and  the  cricket's  chirr, 
Love,' and  the  glad  sweet  face  of  her!" 

— James  White omb  Riley 
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Peace  is  a  summer  sky  through  which 
the  clouds  soundlessly  pass;  the  red  clover 
nodding  in  the  fields,  with  the  bees  humming 
amongst  them.  Peace  is  the  bridge  that  spans 
the  brook  and  which  we  pause  upon  in  the 
still  summer  noon-day  to  think  of  the  hours 
of  our  boyhood.  Peace  is  the  fe^l  of  the  brook 
water  as  it  laves  our  bared  body,  where, 
naturally,  and  unashamed  we  stand  in  our 
nudity  and  feel  the  brazen  contentions  of 
inrooted  civilization  fall  away  from  us,  as, 
too,  our  worries  flee  into  the  great  beyond  of 
dungeoned  -horrors.  To  tear  oneself  away 
from  the  very  haunts  of  man;  to  penetrate 
deep  into  natural  nooks  where  no  glaring 
eyes  hunt  one  out  and  there  to  lie  down  beside 
some  fresh  water  and  muse  on  freedom — 
that,  I  fully  believe,  was  what  Walton  lived 
to  tell;  and  is  that  which  we  know  him  by. 
The  gladness  that  is  the  summer  sunshine  on 
endless  acres  stretching  to  a  crimson  west; 
the  swaying  trees  that  scatter  notes  of  in- 
comparable music  into  the  air;  the  rolling 
hillocks  that  show  full-blown  flowers  on  their 
crests;  the  sight  of  a  mother  bird  feeding  her 
young  in  the  nest,  and  the  father  bird  sitting 
on  the  tip-most  branch  singing  his  paeans 
unto  the  Highest — these  are  things  that 
attune  our  emotions,  bringing  kindliness  and 
healthful  retrospection — and  of  these^  things 
Walton  wrote;  for  he  knew  that  they  were  the 
worth-while  things  that  enliven  our  short 
hour  of  existence  ere  we  pass  on  into  the  earth 
from  whence  we  came.  If  we  have  missed 
these  natural  sights,  and  sounds;  if  we  have 
sunken  our  all  in  the  Great  Grist  Mill  of  Life 
then  we  have  not  lived,  but  must  soon  die  and 
be  made  over  anew  of  kindlier,  happier  mold. 

It  is  quite  a  mistake  to  believe  that  the 
literature  of  angling  is  the  root  of  its  fascina- 
tion; although  it  must  be  admitted  that  the 
writings  on  fish  and  fishing  make  up  a  great 
deal  of  that  which  we  hold  near  and  dear. 
To  be  without  a  literature  of  angling  would  be 
a  severe  loss — just  how  great  a  loss  I  am  not 
given  to  know,  nor  is  anyone  given  to  know 
until  that  literature  has  been  denied  him. 
Mainly  the  literature  of  angling  tells  anew 
every  year  the  principal  delights  of  the  im- 
mortal pastime,  and  these  delights  never 
cease  to  have  their  attraction  since  angling 
is  the  very  heart  of  pleasure;  the  prime 
restorative;  the  kindly  glimpse  into  an  earthy 
heaven  that  is  open  to  all,  denied  to  none. 
Angling  literature  impresses  upon  the  minds 
of  nature-lovers  the  fact  that  angling  is 
worth  while.  Just  so  Walton's  Complete 
Angler  reaches  the  heart  and  has  proven  from 


the  start  that  angling  is  not  a  question  of 
butchery,  but  a  question  of  taking  wisely 
from  the  storehouse  of  nature;  that  angling  is 
the  key  to  a  greater  world  that  is  man's  for 
the  entering.. 

"If  I  did  not  have  angling  'iterature  to 
read,"  says  my  friend,  "I  woulc  lose  ->uch  of 
my  interest  in  the  game.  The  h  Yture  of 
angling  keeps  my  blood  pumping  with  en- 
thusiasm, and  makes  every  trip  I  take  to  the 
brooks  and  lakes  of  never-dying  interest." 

We  can  well  agree  with  that  old  sportsmen's 
poet,  Isaac  McLellan,  that,  "All  anglers  of 
this  distant  land,  love  their  dear  Walton's 
famous  name,"  and  this  love  remains  the 
same  in  our  day  as  in  the  day  of  the  old  poet; 
and  it  will  remain  so,  we  are  given  to  believe, 
through  all  time.  Walton  is  the  very  symbol, 
one  might  say,  of  angling.  We  speak  of 
Walton  and  the  pastime  of  angling  in  the 
same  breath;  one  is  equivalent  to  the  other. 
Men  accumulate  a  transitory  fame  in  this 
world  during  the  first  half-hour  of  their  lives; 
it  is  a  fame  that  st  ands  the  test  of  a  few  years 
in  comparison  with  the  deposit  of  the  ages, 
and  then  they  pass  on  into  the  beyond  of 
oblivion.  But  as  for  Walton,  his  name  re- 
mains the  same.  Revolutions  sweep  the 
world;  newer  methods  of  thought  and  action  , 
are  inaugurated;  old  systems  and  the  mach- 
inery of  slavery  go  down  to  the  dust  under 
the  hammer  of  truth  and  righteousness — but 
fixed  and  certain  through  all  changes,  angling 
remains  angling,  and  no  matter  how  dark  the 
age,  and  no  matter  how  dark  the  decades 
still  there  are  men  living  a  life  that  is  adjusted 
to  the  spiritual  excellence  of  angling  and  its 
particular  mission  in  this  grossly  humdrum 
world. 

Walton  lived  in  a  strange  old  day;  and  it  is 
indeed  a  marvel  that  he  could  set  to  paper 
any  thoughts  whatsoever  about  the  joys  one 
may  find  in  this  world.  Nevertheless  such 
was  the  case.  In  Nature  and  the  running 
streams  he  found  solace  and  contentment. 
It  was  a  dark  day  of  religious  intolerance, 
"for  in  those  days  even  suspicion  of  toleration 
for  heresy  was  liable  to  cost  a  man  his  estate, 
if  not  his  head."  When  old  London  became 
unbearable  with  its  miscellaneous  howlings, 
suspicions  and  murders  in  the  dark,  he 
thought  of  kindlier  scenes,  and  hence  took 
him  away  to  the  quietudes  of  Stafford,  there 
to  live  the  rest  of  his  days  in  peace.  It  is 
said  that  Walton  was  a  linen  merchant  and 
that  he  was  quite  well  to  do.  It  is  a  fact  at 
least  that  he  held  important  leases  and  drew 
rents. 
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Whatever  wealth  or  means  that  Walton 
had  he  states  he  had  "neither  got  by  false- 
hood or  flattery  or  the  extreme  cruelty  of  the 
law  of  this  nation"  which  very  properly 
brands  the  conditions  of  the  times  he  lived  in 
and  which  he  would  be  rid  of,  much  as  we 
desire  to  be  rid  of  the  equally  as  lamentable 
conditions  of  our  day,  which  are,  I  may  say, 
counterparts  of  darker  ages  than  the  Dark 
Ages,  and  which  will  so  live  in  the  future 
recorded  history  of  man,  I  have  not  the  least 
doubt. 

Walton's  famous  will  is  full  of  kindliness 
and  a  remembrance  of  those  about  him.  He 
would  set  some  rent  money  aside  for  the 
bringing  up  of  two  boys  "the  sonnes  of  honest 
and  poor  parents"  so  that  they  would  "be 
better  afterward  to  make  their  owne  liveing." 
He  is  not  forgetful  of  the  poor  people  and  his 
quaint  directions  to  buying  coal  for  these 
people  is  not  without  its  practical  observation. 
The  "said  Coales"  were  to  be  delivered  "the 
first  weeke  in  January,  or  in  every  first  weeke 
in  February;  I  say  then  because  I  take  it  that 
time  to  be  the  hardest  and  most  pinching 
times  with  poore  people." 

Says  William  E.  Simmons: 
"Readers  of  Walton's  Complete  Angler 
will  not  need  to  be  reminded  of  the  kindly 
human  spirit  prevading  its  pages,  but  in  the 
text  of  his  will  are  to  be  found  more  definite 
evidence  of  the  broad  philanthrophy  and  all- 
♦  embracing  charity  of  the  man;  that  genial 
philosophy  and  benevolent  disposition  of  the 
Patron  Saint  of  Anglers." 

Walton's  will  stands  as  follows: 

"In  the  name  of  God,  Amen:  I  Izaak 
Walton,  the  elder,  of  Winchester,  being  the 
present  day  in  the  ninet3^eth  yeare  of  my  age 
and  in  perfect  memory,  for  which  praysed 
God  be,  but  considering  how  suddainly  I  may 
be  deprived  of  both,  cloe  therefore  make  this 
my  last  will  and  testament  as  followeth;  and 
first,  I  doe  declare  my  belief e  to  be  that  their 
is  only  one  God  who  hath  made  the  whole 
world  and  me  and  all  mankind,  to  whome  I 
shall  give  an  account  of  all  my  actions  which 
are  not  to  be  justified  but  I  hope  pardoned 
for  all  themerrets  of  my  Saviour  Jesus,  and  be- 
cause the  profession  of  Christianity  does  at 
this  time  seeme  to  be  subdivided  into  papist 
and  protestant  I  take  it  at  least  to  be  con- 
venient to  declare  my  belief e  to  be  in  all  points 
of  fTaith  as  the  Church  of  England  now  pro- 
fesseth  and  this  I  doe,  the  rather  because  of  a 
very  long  and  a  very  true  friendship  with 
some  of  the  Roman  Church,  and  for  my 
worldly  estate  (which  I  have  neither  got  by 


falsehood  or  flattery  or  the  extreme  Cruelty 
of  the  law  of  this  nation)  I  doe  hereby  give 
and  bequeath  it  as  follows:  first  I  give  myN 
sonne  in  law  Doct.  Hawkins  and  to  his  wife 
to  them  I  give  all  my  title  and  right  of  or  in  a 
part  of  a  house  and  shop  in  Pater  noster  rowe 
in  London  which  I  hold  by  lease  from  the 
Lord  Bishop  of  London  for  about  ffifty  yeare 
to  come,  and  I  doe  also  give,  to  them  all  my 
rights  and  title  of  .  or  to  a  house  in  Chancery 
Lane,  London  wherein  Mr.  Greinwood  now 
dwelleth,  in  which  is  now  about  sixteene 
yeares  to  come,  I  give  these  two  leases  to 
them  they  saving  my  Executor  from  all  dam- 
age concerning  the  same;  and  I  give  to  my 
sonne  Izaak  all  my  right  and  title  to  a  lease 
of  Norrington  Farm  which  I  hold  from  the 
Lord  Bishop  of  Winton,  and  I  doe  also  give 
him  all  my  right  and  title  to  a  Farme  or  land 
neare  to  Stafford  which  I  bought  of  Mr. 
Walter  Noell;  I  say  I  give  it  to  him  and  his 
heires  forever  but  upon  the  condition  following 
namely;  if  my  sonne  shall  not  marry  before 
he  shall  be  of  the  age  of  forty  and  one  yeare, 
or  being  married  shall  dye  before  the  said  age 
and  leave  noe  "sonne  to  inherit  the  said  Farme 
or  Lan$,  or  if  his  sonne  or  sonns  shall  not  live 
to  obtaine  the  age  of  twenty  and  one  yeares, 
to  dispose  otherwayes  of  it  then  I  give  the 
said  Farme  or  land  to  the  Towne  or  Cor- 
poration of  Stafford  (in  which  I  was  borne) 
for  the  good  and  benefit  of  some  of  the  said 
towne  as  I  shall  direct  and  as  followeth,  but 
first  note  that  it  is  at  this  present  time  rented 
for  twenty  one  pounds  tenn  shillings  a  yeare 
(and  is  like  to  hold  the  said  rent  if  care  be 
taken  to  keepe  the  barne  and  houseing  in 
repaire)  and  I  wood  have  and  doe  give  ten 
pound  of  the  said  rent  to  bind  out  yearly  two 
boyes.  the  sonns  of  honest  and  poore  parents, 
to  be  apprentizes  to  some  Tradesmen  or 
handycraft  men  to  the  intent  the  said  boyes 
may  be  better  afterward  to  get  their  owne 
liveing;  and  I  do  also  give  five  pound  yearly 
out  of  the  said  rent  to  be  given  to  some  maide 
Servant  that  hath  attained  the  age  of  twenty 
and  one  yeare  (not  lesse)  and  dwelt  long  in  one 
service,  or  to  some  honest  poore  man's  daugh- 
ter that  hath  attained  to  that  age,  to  be  paid 
her  at  or  on  the  day  of  her  marriage  an4  this 
being  done  my  will  is  that  what  rent  shall 
remaine  of  the  said  Farme  or  land  shall  be 
disposed  of  as  Followeth:  first  I  doe  give 
twenty  shilling  yearly  to  be  spent  by  the 
Mayor  of  Stafford  and  those  that  shall  collect 

the  said  rent  and  dispose  of  it  as  I  have  and 

shall  hereafter  direct,  and  that  what  mony  or 

rent  shall  remaine  undisposed  off  shall  be 


ROD  AND  GUN  IN  CANADA 


295 


imployed  to  buy  Goales  for  some  poore  people 
that  shall  most  need  them  in  the  said  towne, 
the  said  Coales  to  be  delivered  the  first  weeke 
in  January  or  in  every  first  weeke  in  February; 
I  say  then  because  I  take  that  time  to  be  the 
hardest  and  most  pincfiing  times  with  poore 
people  and  God  reward  those  that  shall  doe 
this  without  partialitie  and  with  honestie 
and  a  good  conscience;  and  if  the  said  Mayor 
and  others  of  the  said  towne  of  Stafford  shall 
prove,  so  negligent  or  dishonest  as  not  to 
imploy  the  rent  by  mee  given  as  intended  and 
exprest  in  this  my  will  (which  God  forbid) 
then  I  give  the  said  rents  and  profitts  of  the 
said  Farme  or  land  to  Towne  and  cheiefe 
magastraits  or  governors  of  Ecles-hall  to  be 
disposed  of  by  them  in  such  manner  as  I  have 
ordered  the  disposall  of  it  by  the  towne  of 
Stafford,  the  ,said  Farme  or  land  being  near 
the  Towne  of  Ecles-hall;  and  I  give  to  my 
sonne  in  Law  Doctor  Hawkins  (whome  I  love 
as  my  owne  sonne)  and  to  my  daughter,  his 
wife,  and  my  sonne  Izaak  to  each  of  them  a 
ring  with  these  words  or  motto— "love  my 
memory  I.  W.  obiet;"  to  the  Lord  Bishop  of 
Winton  a  ring  with  this  motto  "a  mitt  for  a 
million,  I.  W.  obiet;"  and  to  the  friends  here- 
after named  I  give  to  each  of  them  a  ring  with 
this  motto  "A  friend's  farewell,  I.  W.  obiet;" 
and  my  will  is  the  said^  rings  be  delivered 
withi  n  forty  dayes  after  my  death,  and  that 
the  price  or  value  of  the  said  rings  shall  be 
thirteen  shillings  and  four  pence  a  piece* 
I  give  to  Doctor  Hawkins,  Doctor  Donn's 
sermons,  which  I  have  heard  preacht  and  read 
with  much  content;  to  my  son  Izaak,  Doctor 
Sibbs,  his  Soules  conflict,  and  to  my  daughter, 
his  bruised  reed,  desiring  them  to  read  them 
for  as  to  be  well  acquainted  with  them;  and 
I  also  give  unto  her  all  my  bookes  at  Win- 
chester and  Droxford  and  whatever  in  those 
two  places  are  or  f  can  call  mine  except  a 
Trunck  of  Linnen  which  I  give  to  my  sonne 
Izaak;  but  if  he  doe  not  live  to  Marry  or  make 
use  of  it  then  I  give  the  same  to  my  Grand- 
daughter, Anne  Hawkins,  and  I  give  to  my 
daughter  Doctor  Hall's  works  which  be  now 
at  Farnham:  to  my  sonn  Izaak  I  give  all  my 
bookes  (not  yet  given)  at  Farnham  Castell 
and  a  deske  of  prints  and  pictures,  alsoe  a 
Cabinet  near  my  bedshead  in  which  are 
some  little  things  that  he  will  value,  tho  of 
noe  great  worth,  and  my  will  and  desire  is 
that  he  will  be  kind  to  his  Aunt  Beachame 
and  his  Aunt  Rose  Ken  by  allowing  the  first 
about  fifty  shillings  a  yeare  in  or  for  Bacon 
and  Cheese  (not  more)  and  paying  four  pound 
a  yeare  toward  the  boarding  of  her  sonnes 
dyet  to  Mr.  John  Whitehead;  for  his  Aunt 


Ken  I  desire  him  to  be  kind  to  her  according 
to  her  necessity  and  his  own  abilitie  and  I 
commend  one  of  her  children  to  breed  up 
(as  I  have  said  I  intend  to  do)  if  he  shall  be 
able  to  doe  it," as  I  know  he  will,  for  they  be 
good  folke.  I  give — to  Mr.  John  Darbyshire 
the  Sermons  of  Mr.  Anthony  Farringdon  or  of 
Dr.  Sunderson  which  my  Executor  thinks  fit; 
to  my  servant,  Thomas  Edghill,  I  give  five 
pound  in  money  and  all  my  Clothes,  linen  and 
wollen  (except  one  sute  of  Clothes  which  I 
give  to  Mr.  Holinshed  and  forty  shillings) 
if  the  said  Thomas  be  my  servant  at  my  death, 
if  not  my  Clothes  only;  and  I  give  to  my  old 
friend  Mr.  Richard  Marriott,  tenn  pound 
in  mony  to  be  paid  to  him  within  three 
Months  after  my  death,  and  I  desire  my  sonne 
to  shew  kindness  to  him  if  he  shall  neede  and 
my  sonne  can  spare  it;  and  I  doe  hereby  will 
and  declare  my  sonn  Izaak  to  be  my  sole 
Executor  of  this  my  last  will  and  testament 
and  doctor  Hawkins  to  see  that  he  performs 
it,  which  I  doubt  not  but  he  will.  I  desire 
my  burial  may  be  neare  the  place  of  my  death 
and  free  from  any  ostentation  or  charge  but 
privately;  this  I  make  to  be  my  last  will  (to 
which  I  shall  only  add  the  Codicell  for  rings) 
this  sixteenth  day  of  August,  One  Thousand 
Six  hundred  eighty  three.  Izaak  Walton. 
Witnesse  to  this  will. 

The  Rings  I  give  are  as  on  the  other  side. 

To  my  brother  John  Ken;  to  my  sister, 
his  wife;  to  my  brother  Doctor  Ken;  to  my 
Sister  Pye;  to  Mr.  Francis  Morley;  to  Mr. 
George  Vernon;  to  his  wife;  to  his  three  daugh- 
ters; to  Mistris  Nelson;  to  Mr.  Richard 
Walton;  to  Mr.  Palmer;  to  Mr.  Taylor;  to 
Mr.  Tho.  Garrard;  to  the  Lord  Bp.  of  Sarum; 
to  Mr.  Rede,  his  servant;  to  my  cozen 
Dorothy  Kenrick;  to  my  cozen  Lewin;  to 
Mr.  Walter  Higgs;  to  Mr.  Charles  Cotton; 
to  Mr.  Richard  Marriot  22;  to  my  brother 
Beacham;  to  my  Sister,  his  wife;  to  the  Lady 
Anne  How;  to  Mrs.  King,  Doctor  Philips 
wife;  to  Mr.  Valentine  Harecourt;  to  Mrs. 
Eliza  Johnson;  to  Mrs.  Mary  Rogers;  to  Mrs. 
Eliza  Milward;  to  Mrs.  Dorothy  Wallop;  to 
Mr.  Will  Milward  of  Christ  Church,  Oxford; 
to'  Mr.  John  Darbeshire;  to  Mrs.  Unedville; 
to  Mrs.  Roclh  to  Mr.  Peter  White;  to  Mr. 
John  Lloyde;  to  my  cozen  Greinsell's  widdow, 
Mrs.  Dalbin,  must  not  be  forgotten  16; 
Izaak  Walton  note  that  several  lines  are 
blotted  out  of  this  will  for  they  are  twice 
repeated  and  that  this  will  is  now  Signed  and 
Sealed  this  twenty  and  fourth  day  of  October 
One  Thousand  Six  hundred  and  eighty  three, 
in  the  presence  of  us  Witnesse  Abra.  Mark- 
land,  Jos.  Taylor,  Thomas  Crawley." 
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scious  of  his  presence,  and  not  fully  aware  of 
the  study  of  the  stream  and  the  action  of  the 
fish  in  the  stream,  that  is  necessary  to  suc- 
cess. By  success  I  do  not  mean  the  filling 
of  a  large  creel;  but  success  in  catching  a  wary 
fish,  that  has  long  avoided  capture;  on  some 
lure  especially  wrought*  for  his  destruction. 

It  is  sad  to  relate,  yet  very  true,  that  the 
average  man  of  the  rod  is  not  content  unless 
he  has  fished  the  whole  length,  or  near  to  the 
whole  length  of  a  river,  or  stream,  in  a  day. 
The  hours  are  all  too  short  in  his  eye.  At 
dusk  he  finds  that  he  has  covered  ten  miles  of 
stream  and  yet  has  twenty  miles  to  go  before 
he  has  reached  its  source.  He  finds  a  pool 
casts  a  couple  times,  and  then  works  up  in  his 
fancy  an  elaborate  picture  of  a  pool  further 
rip  that  must  contain  trout  so  eager  to  take 
the  feathered  artifice  that  it  is  just  as  well 
that  one  is  at  a  distance  from  the  hungry 
finny  one.  Even  if  a  reasonably  sized  fish 
be  taken,  yet  this  fisherman  will  mentally 
assure  himself  that  it  is  a  small  one  and  that 
there  are  better  ones  to  be  had  further  up. 

I  was  fishing  the  Brule  one  summer.  Day 
after  day  I  went  out  to  the  river,  and  found 
so  much  pleasure  in  fishing  a  half  mile  of 
the  stream,  and  had  such  good  success  that  I 
felt  no  desire  to  go  further,  until  I  forced 
myself  to  do  so.  Every  day  I  went  down  to 
that  half  mile  of  stream  I  found  some  new 
condition  of  stream  formation,  and  lay-out 


THE  charms  in  fishing  alone,  whether  it 
be  upon  the  stream  or  upon  the  lake, 
are  many.  Just  how  many  anglers 
there  are  given  over  to  fishing,  "by  their 
lonesome,"  as  one  would  say,  I  do  not  know. 
There  are  a  great  number  of  the  angling 
brotherhood  who  would  rather  not  go  fishing 
at  all  than  to  fish  without  a  human  companion. 
There  is  always  the  feeling  in  one  that  he 
would  like  to  share  his  successes  or  his  failures 
of  thte  very  moment  with  a  companion,  and 
talk  over  with  him  the  remedy  or  the  success- 
fulness  of  the  hour  or  the  day.  This  is  all 
iis  it  should  be.  No  doubt  most  of  our  red 
letter  days  are  days  when  we  have  been  in  the 
company  of  some  boon  companion,  and, 
therefore,  what  one  has  felt,  both  have  felt 
and  gained  pleasure  by.  Nevertheless  there 
is  that  about  fishing  alone  that  has  an  in- 
describable something  to  it  of  charm  that 
will  not  down.  What  it  is  I  do  not  know. 
One  does  not  necessarily  need  to  be  a  crank 
to  go  about  his  piscatorial  adventures  without 
human  companionship.  And,  furthermore, 
one  is  never  without,  companionship  with 
the  gentle  wonders  of  Nature  laid  out  before 
his  eyes  at  all  times  of  the  day;  at  all  hours. 
Hut  fishing  alone — by  so  doing  I  have  no 
doubt  but  that  we  give  ourselves  over  more 
fully  to  a  study  of  the  science  of  fishing, 
whereas,  with  a  companion  we  are  liable  to 
keep  that  person's  figure  in  the  mind,  con- 


ROD  AND  GUN  IN  CANADA 


297 


of  the  bottom  that  I  had  not  previously  noted. 
At  the  close  of  a  week  I  knew  and  still  know 
that  half  mile  of  stream  like  a  book.  I  can 
draw  off-hand  a  sketch  showing  the  place- 
ment of  every  likely  boulder,  every  log- 
obstruction,  every  pool.  In  short  I  found  out 
just  where  the  big  fellows  lay,  and  fished 
accordingly.  All  this  is  possible  when  one 
fishes  alone  and  can  deviously,  painstakingly, 
study  the  stream  and  go  about  his  movements 
by  gradual,  imperceptible  degrees  and  thus 
place  a  cast  with  a  nicety  at  the  right  spot 
when  he  feels  like  it. 

I  have  always  held  that  one  cast  lightly 
placed,  and  with  care,  is  worth  ten  casts  made 
haphazard*  Furthermore  the  one  cast  may 
make  the  capture;  the  ten  casts  may  acquire 
nothing;  in  fact  they  may  frighten  the  fish 
into  seclusion.  With  a  companion  with  youx 
on  a  stream  it  is  the  usual  thing  that  two  keep 
near  to  each  other.  •  Even  two,  I  hold,  in 
such  a  condition  is  over-crowding.  One 
man  goinfe  up  a  river  is  all  that  should  obtain 
at  any  one  time.  If  two  fish  a  stream,  even 
if  it  be  a,  wide  one,  one  angler  should  go  up 
first,  the  other  one  following  some  .distance  1 
behind.  But  to  do  this  both  men  must 
be  of  an  equitable  disposition,  else  the  man 
in  back  may  believe  the  man  in  front  is  get- 
ting the  best  fishing.  Fishing  alone  you  are 
rid  of  all  such  reflections  and  can  give  your 


mind  over  fully  and  freely  to  the  particular 
study  you  wish  to  follow  up.  Or  if  you  do 
not  feel  like  fishing  you  seat  yourself  on  a 
boulder  and  make  a  cfuiet  study  of  the  stream, 
watching  for  rises,  and  the  movements  of 
fish.  In  such  intervals  you,  like  as  not,  will 
make  note  of  some  particular  insect  just 
arrived  into  the  atmosphere  on  which  the 
fish  are  taking.  You  may  make  a  selection 
from  your  fly-book,  within  a  shade  of  imita- 
tion of  the  winged  one,  and  catch  a  fish  with- 
out stirring  from  your  boulder. 

The  attractiveness  of  fishing,  alone,  is  apt 
to  grow  upon  one,  and  he  is  liable  to  choose  to 
fish  alone  much  in  his  after  days,  especially 
if  he  is  given  to  a  study  of  the  habits  of  fishes, 
and  continually  has  some  especial  flies  that 
he  wishes  to  try  out.  Seclusion,  is,  then,  to 
him  a  blessing.  I  believe  that  the  fullest 
understanding  of  the  art  of  angling  comes 
through  this  apartness;  tho'  I  will  admit  that 
one  grows  less  talkative,  and  in  time,  bottled 
up  with  his  own  findings,  and  jealous  of  what 
he  has  found  out;  and  which  others  seek  to 
pry  from  him. 

But,  assuredly,  the  fullest  meaning  of  the 
word  "angling"  is  borne  out  to  the  man  who 
fishes  alone.  There  remains  in  one  no  desire 
to  exceed  his  fellow  in  askill;  no  desire  to 
acquire  a  greater  catch;  in  a  word,  the  spirit 
of  competition  is  done  away  with.  \ 


AudToo^eHeive  Still  Fishing 


Robert  Pa^e  Lincoln 

STILL-FISHERS   come   in   two  classes, 
namely  the  still-fisher  possessed  of  the 
belief  that  it  is  in  him  to  catch  every  fish 
that  a  lake  may  hold,  all  the  way  from  one 
inch  in  length  to  ten  feet,  and  if  he  could  do 


this  he  would  avariciously  take  them  all 
home,  consume  two  or  three  of  them  and  dig 
the  rest  down  in  the  good  old  Mother  Earth. 
The  next  class  of  still-fishers  takes  in  the 
dreamer.  The  dreamer  still-fisher  is  molded 
truly,  of  the  clay  of  Walton.  He  comes  as 
close  to  being  the  shade  of  Walton  as  any 
shade  could  be,  and  although  I  know  that  the 
great  scientific  host  of  anglers  are  willing  to 
argue  this  .at  length,  nevertheless,  I  feel  that 
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I  have  struck  upon  the  correct  comparison. 
It  is  said  by  some  that  to  be  a  good  still-fisher 
it  is  not  necessary  to  know  a  great  deal  about 
fish,  or  fishing,  so  far  as  that  goes.  Walton 
did  not  know  one  fish  from  another  it  is  said, 
but  then  this  does  not  matter.  If  a  man 
knows  a  bull-head  from  a  sunfish  he  will  be 
crowned  with  success.  If  he  does  not  he  will 
have  to  find  out  by  sitting  first  on  the  one 
fish  and  then  on  the  other.  This  has  proven 
an  unfailing  means  of  telling  the  differential — ■ 
I  mean  the  difference — between  one  fish  and 
the  other. 

When  a  man  decides  that  he  will  like  ever 
thereafter  to  be  a  contemplative  still-fisher  he 
is  first  forced  to  lay  aside  his  pleasant  worries, 
grouches,  bitterness  and  sour  stomach.  Each 
of  these  ailments  are  cured  as  one  ascends  in 
still-fishing.  ^While  he  hates  to  see  his  worries 
go,  still  he  feels  it  must  be  done.  Mentally 
he  says:  "Yes,  I'll  do  it.  The  time  has  come. 
I'll  become  a  still-fisher." 

The  first  thing  that  an  aspiring  still-fisher 
needs  is  a  pole.  There  are  two  kinds.  (1) 
the  long  pole,  and,  (2)  the  short  pole.  The 
only  difference  is  that  one  is  long  and  the 
other  one  is  short.  When  ybu  see  a  contem- 
plative still-fisher  wending  his  way  to  the 
lake  with  a  pole  so  long  that  it  gets  jammed 
in  in  the  bend  of  the  road,  have  patience  with 
the  person  carrying  it.  Remember  his  heart 
is  in  the  right  place.    The  thrill  is  there. 

If  one  has  some  time  at  his  command  he 
can  make  his  own  pole  out  of  any  self-respect- 
ing basswood  tree.  In  fact  a  basswood  is 
par  excellence.  With  it  you  can  catch  both 
pickerel  and  sardines  with  agility.  It  is 
not  necessary  to  silk-wind  your  basswood  pole. 
It  has  a  delightful,  though  unconscious  "give" 
to  it  and  when  it  dries  a  little  it  will  "set" 
to  any  curve  that  is  desired.  A  few  fancy 
knots  on  it  only  enhances  its  value. 

And  now  we  come  to  the  boat.  I  doubt 
if  a  man  ever  was  a  successful  still-fisher  who 
ever  went  still-fishing  in  a  brand  new  boat. 
There  is  something  obnoxious  about  a  new 
boat  especially  when  its  painted  and  smelly 
and  all  that.  You  know  the  kind  I  mean. 
You  can  get  down  and  mirror  yourself  on  the 
side  of  the  craft  and  shave  if  you  want  to. 
Now  a  Doat  like  that  ain't  treating  a  still- 
fisher  square.  Yuh  simply  can't  fish  in  a 
new  boat.  0  I  know,  some  try  it,  but  as  I 
say  they  are  not  successful. 

No  man  ever  was  a  successful  still-fisher 
who  did  not  go  still-fishing  in  a  boat  that 
leaked.  If  the  boat  is  old  and  it  leaks  there 
is  hope.    But  the  successful  boat  for  the 
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successful  still-fisher  must  not  leak  to  such 
an  extent  that  one  is  forced  to  bail  water  all 
the  time  because  this  causes  too  much  use  of 
the  mental  capacities,  besides  what  physical 
strain  is  thrown  in  for  good  or  bad  measure. 
It  should  leak  just  enough  so  that  every 
fifteen  minutes  one  says  to  himself : 

"Whew!  ain't  that  water  comin'  in  though. 
I'll  have  to  get  after  it  or  I'll  sink." 

The  successful  bailing  appliance,  or  can, 
for  bailing  out  water  from  a  still-fisher's 
boat  is  a  very  simple  utensil.  It  formerly 
was  the  home  of  tomatoes,,  like  as  not,  or 
Sunny  Valley  Peas.  This  can  should  never 
be  new.  There  is  not  a  still-fisher  still- 
fishing  in  this  world  who  has  not  a  marked 
aversion  for  a  new  can.  As  a  rule  this  can 
has  been  opened  by  a  newly  married  woman 
who  did  the  awful  deed  with  a  monkey  wrench 
and  a  section  of  a  sword  that  -has  been  beaten 
into  a  plow  share.  She  did  it  cross-ways/ 
each  quarter  section  being  turned  up  and  the 
peas  or  tomatoes  rolled  or  forked  out  as  the 
case  may  be.  Thus  when  the  still-fisher 
wants  to  use  this  pea  or  tomato  can  for 
bailing  purposes  he  takes  hold  of  one  of  the 
quarters  and  dipping  it  half-heartedly  into 
the  water  he  gets  a  spoonful  inside  of  the 
can  each  time  and  throws  it  overboard  with 
alacrity.  With  a  can  of  this  sort  in  his  pos- 
session a  man  soon  bails  out  a  quart  of  water 
with  comparative  ease;  furthermore  the  can 
has  other  uses.  No  still-fisher  ever  carries 
a  knife  with  him,  so  he  uses  the  sharp  edges 
of  the  can  on  which  to  saw  off  his  line  when  he 
wishes  to  change  from  a  sunfish  hook  to  a 
pickerel  hook. 

One  of  the  most  delightful  and  primitive 
things  ,to  be  seen  on  board  the  boat  of  a* 
still-fisher  is  the  still-fishing  anchor.  An 
abandoned  cow-rope  not  only  makes  an  in- 
genious anchor  rope  but  one  that  will  break 
at  the  moment  you  least  expect  it  to.  To 
be  successful  at  still-fishing  the  anchor  rope 
must  break  now  and  then  so  that  you  will 
drift  half  way  cross  the  lake  before  you  know 
where  you  are.  But  if  the  rope  should  be 
strong,  and  will  hold  you  firmly  in  place  once 
you  are  anchored,  do  not  despair.  The 
anchor  usually  works  loose  and  you  are  given 
the  opportunity  of  dieting  across  the  lake 
without  your  knowing  what  has  transpired. 
The  anchor  is  usually  composed  entirely  of  a 
rock  wound  around  with  a  rebellious  hay- 
wire. Not  being  wound  according  to  Hoyle 
it  works  loose  with  telling  effect.  The  true 
still-fisher  has  nothing  in  common  with  the 
modern  still-fishers  who  use  anchors  made  out 
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of  concrete  poured  into  a  large  can,  same  hav- 
ang  an  iron  ring  in  it.  The  trouble  with  an 
anchor  like  that  is  that  it  is  too  efficient. 
It  approaches  perfection,  therefore  leaves  no- 
thing to  be  asked  for. 

If  the  still-fisher's  boat  leaks,  if  the  anchor 
rope  is  pleasingly  dilapidated,  and  if  the 
oar-locks  are  not  what  they  should  be  then 
you  are  on  the  way  to  joy.  Now  then  for 
the  fishing.  Statistics  prove  that  two  thirds 
of  the  still-fishers  of  the  country  anchor  in 
from  four  to  five  feet  of  water,  thirty  to  sixty 
feet  from  shore.  You  course  through  the 
clinging  mosses  and  pads  and  like  as  not  you 
are  -marooned  in  the  center  6f  them  and  so 
you  are  forced  l£  stand  up  and  paddle  out. 
You  soon  get  outside  of  the  weeds.  All 
right;  you  pull  in  the  oars,  you  sit  a  while 
viewing  the  immediate  surroundings,  then 
you  get  up  and  you  throw  the  anchor  out  of 
the  boat  with  a  whang.  It  goes  to  the  bot- 
tom; bubbles  come  up;  then  a  cloud  of  mud. 
All  this  done  in  such  a  devilishly  reckless 
manner,  too.  The  cautious  fisherman  would 
scold  you  for  throwing  your  anchor  over  in 
such  a  manner,  with  the  double-distilled 
widsom  kindly  given  you  that  it  scares  all 
the  fish  out  of  the  lake.  But  the  still-fisher 
knows  better.  There  isn't  a  fish  that  does 
not  want  to  come  over  and  see  who  fell  in 
and  got  drowned.  % 

Having  dropped  in  the  anchor  according 
to  Section,,  5,  Clause  2,  the  still-fisher  returns 
to  the  middle  seat,  cautiously  moving  along 
bent  over,  testing  his  way  for  fear  of  falling 
in  and  so  injuring  the  water.  If  he  is  the 
fortunate  owner  of  a  corn-cob  pipe  he  lights 
that  and  then  is  ready  for  work.  The  pole 
is  set  upright  in  the  boat,  being  careful, 
however,  not  to  get  it  caught  between  the 
clouds.  The  pole  is  held  in  this  position 
while  the  hook  is  completely  surrounded 
by  a  worm  threaded  on  in  spite  of  its  feeble 
protestations.  When  it  is  perfectly  lifeless 
appearing  on  the  hook  it  is  ready  to  be  cast 
out.  If  any  sign  of  life  appears  the  still- 
fisher  does  not  despair  but  continues  menac- 
ing it  by  working  it  back  and  forth  on  the 
hook.  After  a  little  of  this  process  the  angle- 
worm gives  up  its  ghost  and  is  ready  for  work. 
But  before  it  is  cast  to  the  eager  finny  ones  it 
is  customary  to  spit  on  it.-  It  is  ridiculous, 
yet  nevertheless  true  that  one  has  little  luck 
at  still-fishing  unless  he  spits  on  his  hook. 

Imagine  a  still-fisher  fishing  with  a  bobber 
on  his  line  purchased  in  a  sporting  goods  store 


for  the  sum  of  ten  cents,  painted  red  and 
green.  No!  Away  with  such  fancies.  It 
must  be  the  usual  whiskey  bottle  cork  or 
vinegar  jar  cork  or  it  won't  be  still-fishing. 
You  throw  your  pole  back  and  then  forward; 
the  bobber  hits  the  water;  the  hook  sinks  and 
then  you  begin  to  ruminate.  For  an  hour 
the  perch  are  baring  the  hook  for  you  and 
then  all  you  have  to  do  is  to  pull  up  every 
now  and  then  and  re-bait.  A  flock  of  bass 
may  swim  by  in  plain  sight,  but  it  does  not 
encourage  the  still-fisher  to  up  and  fling  his 
hook  and  bobber  "far  and  fine"  at  them, 
knowing  full  well,  through  experience,  that 
it  is  of  no  use.  But  sometime,  the  still- 
fisher  figures,  "sometime  I'll  get  a  mess  of  them 
big  fellows."  Especial  Note:  There  is  the 
incentive;  don't  you  see? 

Anything  may  happen  while  you  are  still- 
fishing. 

Wide  and  glorious  vistas  open  to  the  view. 

It  may  be  while  you  are  sitting  there  a 
large  pickerel  will  mistake  your  angleworm 
for  an  artificial  minnow  and  will  swim  up  and 
down  in  front  and  around  it  kind  of  treating 
it  in  a  flirting  way  that  the  pickerel  have 
about  them.  Then  he  will  back  up  about 
ten  and  a  half  feet,  get  a  foothold  and  will 
leap  for  the  angleworm.  You  have,  just 
before  this  singular  event  been  thinking 
about  something  but  could  not  make  up 
your  mind  what  that  something  would  be. 
A  still-fisher  is  always  in  peril  of  thinking  too 
seriously  on  some  interesting  subject.  When 
the  pickerel  hjts  your  angleworm  what  fol- 
lows after  that  becomes  progressive  history. 
You  may  lose  your  fish  but  if  you  do  you  are 
not  wholly  sad,  a  bright  thought  illuminating 
your  mental  capacities  that  if  you  had  only 
caught  that  fish  and  if  you  had  two  more  that 
would  make  three  fish  to  your  credit.  I 
doubt  whether  any  active  still-fisher  would 
even  like  to  catch  a  large  fish.  IN^ost  gener- 
ally ypu  catch  a  small  fish  and  he  comes  in 
making  an  awful  commotion  for  his  size. 
You  gently  pick  him  off  the  hook  and  toss 
him  in  and  you  are  not  overly  surprised  to 
catch  him  again  three  minutes  after.  After 
you  have  again  thrown  him  in  and  you  catch 
him  once  more,  while  you  are  not  ready  to 
quit  you  disgustedly  cast  over  on  the  other 
side  of  the  boat  and  arc  startled  to  hook  a 
weed  a  moment  thereafter  which  "pulled 
just  like  a  fish."  All  these  little  things  go  to 
make  still-fishing  so  beautifully  simple;  so 
enriching  to  the  prospect. 


Chips  From ^Workshop 


Robert  Page  Lincoln 


IN  writing  on  the  depleting  of  lakes  and 
streams,  and  of  those  who  cause  this 
condition  a  writer  in  the  American  Angler 
has  stated: 

'"Some  time  ago  'Royal  Coachman,'  a 
popular  angling  writer  in  a  daily  paper, 
placed  the  blame  on  the  summer  boarder 
for  the  fished-out  condition  of  lakes  and 
streams.  It  is  not  my  intention  to  belittle 
their  share  of  responsibility  since  I,  also,  have 
seen  them  bringing  in  their  catches  ranging  in 
all  sizes  down  to  the  fingerling.  But,  there 
are  others  equally  as  culpable  as  these  sum- 
mer boarders.  I  refer  to  the  natives  who 
live  in  the  vicinity  of  these  lakes  and  streams, 
and  who  do  great  mischief,  and  generally 
do  it  secretly.  In  season  and  out  of  season 
they  not  only  hunt  game  but  extend  their 
operations  to  the  fish.  They  plant  trap  nets 
before  the  fishing  season  opens  and  also 
,  after  it  has  closed,  and  not  infrequently  while 
the  fishing  season  is  on.  In  the  middle 
of  the  night  when  their  honest  neighbors  are 
in  sound  sleep  they  visit  their  illegally  set 
contraptions  and  gather  in  the  spoils.  On 
occasions  I  have  seen  the  wardens  start  out  on 
dark  nights  with  the  intention  of  surprising 
these  law  breakers. 

"The  natives  also  do  a  lot  of  spearing, 
and  there  would  be  a  surprise  on  the  part  of 
the  law  abiding  anglers  if  they  knew  how 
large  is  the  number  of  farmer  boys  and  natives 
who  own  trap  hoop  nets  and  fish  spears.  It 
is  supposed  they  spear  eels,  but  the  real  truth 
they  spear  other  fish,  particularly  bass. 
Even  in  Ontario  there  are  some  who  are  con- 
sidered as  reputable  citizens  who  privately 
confess  that  they  spear  bass  while  on  the 
spawning  beds  and  they  always  drive  their 
spears  into  the  largest  ones.  I  have  had 
men  up  there  tell  me-  they  spear  muscallonge, 
and  I've  been  promised  if  I  will  come  up  in  the 
early  spring  they  will  spear  for  me  a  thirty- 
five  pound  specimen.  Needless  to  say  I  did 
not  accept  the  invitation,  nor  could  I  report 
them  to  the  authorities,  since  what  they  told 


me  of  their  misdeeds  was  imparted  to  me 
confidentially. 

"Some  of  these  persons  I  entertained  a 
high  regard  for  as  sportsmen,  and  it  came  as 
an  unpleasant  shock  to  learn  of  their  viola- 
tions. One  in  particular  I  liked  immensely, 
and  found  >great  pleasure  in  his  companion- 
ship on  fishing  trips.  With  a  rod  and  a  line 
he  appeared  to  be  a  real  sportsman.  Under- 
size  bass  he  was  tenderly  careful  in  replacing 
in  the  water,  and  yet  he  could  drive  a  spear 
into  a  large  bass  without  reproaching  him- 
self." 

There  is  a  great  deal  of  truth  contained  in 
the  above  quotation  for  it  tells  what  goes  on 
"underground,"  and  which,  to  a  very  great 
extent  indeed,  is  undermining  our  fish  supply, 
and  which,  unless  stopped,  will  make  our 
efforts  for  protection  and  preservation  of  the 
finny  creatures  go  for  naught.  The  refer- 
ence made  by  the  above  writer  in  regard  to 
the  depleting  proclivities  of  the  summer 
boarder  ,at  the  lake  resorts,  is  true,  to  say  the 
very  least.  It  would  seem  to  many  that  it 
is  the  small  boy's  game  to  go  along  the  shores 
and  fish  out  small  fish,  and  fingerlings,  and 
yet  i  have,  in  the  past,  seen  whole  shores 
cluttered  with  people  fishing,  catching  thou- 
sands of  the  tiny  fish  life.  Now  a  condition 
such  as  this  is  bound  to  work  harm  among  the 
fishes:  it  cannot  be  helped.  The  only  remedy 
is  to  educate  the  people  into  an  understanding 
of  what  is  right  and  what  is  wrong  about  the 
fishing  game,  I  know  of  one  State  of  the 
United  States  where  the  catching  of  thousands 
of  small  fishes  was  speedily  done  away  with. 
It  had  been  the  case  up  to  the  time  the  new 
law  was  passed  that  any  size  of  sunfish  might 
be  taken.  The  result  was  that  the  still 
fishers  sapped  gunny-sack  after  gunny-sack 
full  of  tiny  mites  of  fishes  from  the  water, 
lugging  them  home,  where,  if  they  had  taken 
the  few  that  they  needed  (and  had  been 
"  content  with  that)  the  thousands  of  useless 
small  ones  they  had  massacred  would  have 
gone  to  replenish  the  future  supply.  But 
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then,  wisely  enough,  under  agitation,  the 
law  was  passed  that  no  sun-fish  might  be 
taken  under  six  inches.  Some  law  offenders 
persisting  in  the  old  practices  were  brought 
to  justice  and  fined  five  dollars  for  every 
under-sized  sun-fish  in  their  possession.  The 
result  was  that  the  ruler  became  one  of  the 
most  necessary  appliances  in  the  outfit  of  the 
I  fishermen-- especially  the  still-fishermen — 
that  season  and  I  presume  it  is  the  same  yet. 

In  no  sense  of  the  word  should  people  be 
curbed  from  fishing;  and  it  would  be  a  pleasing 
thing  indeed  if  all  the  people  could  have  a  share 
of  what  is  annually  taken,  but,  unfortunately, 
this  cannot  be,  at  least  in  the  present  day. 
But  people  who  are  able  to  visit  the  lakes  and 
streams  should  be  taught  that  it  is  absolutely 
necessary  to  the  preservation  of  the  fish 
supply  that  on^y  a  few  fish  be  taken  and  those" 
fish  be  of  a  suitable  length.  Now  we  have 
all  of  us,  time  and  time  again,  seen  large, 
catches  made  most  of  the  fishes  soured  in  the 
suil  or  lying  in  the  sun,  stiff  and  parched,  later 
to  be  thrown  away.  Were  these  same  fishes  to 
have  been  gutted,  salted,  and  laid  away  in 
damp  leaves  or  mosses,  they  would,  no  doubt, 
have  been  useful  as  food.  Were  such  oc- 
curences of  desecration  as  the  above  confined 
to  but  a  few  instances  there  would  be  no  harm 
done;  but  the  sum  total  of  the  ^destruction  in 
this  manner  is  exceedingly  great.  The  only 
sane  way  of  correcting  this  condition  of  affairs 
is  to  point  out  to  the  people  the  facts  of  the 
case.  For  unless  watchfulness  and  the  utmost 
of  conservation  be  practiced  in  the  future,  all 
the  efforts  of  man  will  go  for  naught  and  the 
fish  supply  will  be  constantly  waning  instead 
of  increasing.  There  is  no  desire  on  the  part 
of  the  writer  to  be  an  alarmist.  Far  from  it. 
But  the  facts  of  the  case  must  be  viewed  from 
every  angle.  With  hunting  becoming  more 
or  less  a  thing  of  the  past,  as  the  game  is 
being  thinned  out,  the  great  body  of  hunter 
will,  sooner  or  later,  turn  theif  attention  to 
another  means  to  sport.  Many  of  the  hunt- 
ing element  it  is  true  adopt  trapshooting  as 
a  pastime.  But  the  active,  energetic  man 
wants  something  more  and  therefore  turns  to 
fishing  as  the  next  best  bet.  Therefore  we 
have  the  conditions  to  face:  More  and  more 
people  added  to  the  ranks  of  those  who 
fish,  and  more  and  more  waters  annually 
covered,  cast  over  and  trolled.  Unless  the 
utmost  means  of  conservation  are  practised 
it  will  mean  that  the  fish  supply  must  go,  in 
spite  of  what  sincere  men  and  fish  culturists* 
can  do  to  improve  conditions.  When  it  is 
remembered  that  six  million  hunting  licenses 


were  taken  out  in  the  United  States  in  one 
year  alone  it  will  be  seen  that  a  great  shifting 
of  these  into  the  ranks  of  the  fishing  brethren 
will  do  great  harm,  unless,  of  course,  conserva- 
tion is  practised. 

We  have  always  warned  against  the  un- 
scrupulous man  who  will  fish  in  any  season, 
and  will  take  as  many  fish  as  he  can  lay  hands 
on- — and  even  then  will  not  stop  but  will  be 
looking  for  more.  Farmer  boys  and  settlers 
are  able  to  do  a  great  deal  of  harm,,  as  has 
been  pointed  out,  but  I  will  not  say  that  such 
a  condition  is  general.  It  would  be  extremely 
slighting  and  disagreeable  to  believe  that  the 
men  who,  are  opening  up  the  country  and 
providing  so  much  of  the  world's  food  are.  the 
worst  destroyers.  On  my  own  part  I  believe 
that  the  average  settler  and  the  average 
farmer  boy  is  a  very  necessary  person  in  this 
world  and  the  majority  of  them  have  not  the 
time  to  go  spearing,  let  alone  fishing.  A  great 
responsibility,  indeed,  lies  with  the  settlers; 
the  people  out  in  the  wild  or  near-wild 
places.  We  know  that  the  majority  of  the 
settlers  will  do  their  part  in  protection.  But 
many  settlers,  principally  foreigners  of  dubious 
character,  have,  in  the  past,  killed  off  -enor- 
mous  quantities  of  wild  game;  but  that  is  not 
to  say  that  all  foreign  settlers  are  capable 
of  constant  destruction.  At  that  the  destruc- 
tiveness  caused  by  certain  Americans,  and 
Canadians,  in  the  game  and  fish  fields  is  a 
tearful  disgrace! 

No  true  angler  will  be  guilty  of  spearing 
any  game  fish,  altho'  to  spear  rough  fish  is 
certainly  not  out  of  place,  as  the  prepon- 
derance of  these  and  the  harmfulness  of  these 
rough  species  is  such  that  a  decreasing  of 
them  by  means  of  the  spear,  or  the  net,  will 
do  a  great  deal  of  good  no  doubt.  However, 
most  laws,  to  the  point,  forbid  the  use  of  the 
spear  on  any  form  of  fish;  and  perhaps  this 
is  the'  right  way  to  consider  the  proposition. 
It  is  lamentable  the  number  of  people  who 
will  assail  the  trout  in  the  large  rivers  when 
they  go  up  spawning  in  the  spring.  Some- 
times one  wonders  if  the  trout  will  last  more 
than  a  few  years  the  way  spearing,  netting 
and  hooking  these  spawning  fishes  is  carried 
on.  It  seems  to  me  that  every  community 
should  have  at  least  some  genuine  anglers 
and  sportsmen  who  will  band  together  to 
keep  down  this  menace  of  attacking  the 
spawning  fish,  and  yet  it  seems  to  go  on  the 
same  as  ever. 

•  It  has  been  said  that  the  average  person 
upon  seeing  a  wild  animal,  a  deer  (for  instance) 
cannot  resist  the  impulse  to  kill  it;  an  impulse 
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so  strong  that  it  sweeps  them  off  their  feet  so 
to  speak.  The  same  certainly  is  true  of 
fishermen,  or  even  ordinary  people  who  never 
fish.  Seeing  a  large  rainbow  trout  coming 
up  the  river  in  the  spring  to  spawn,  people 
cannot  resist  the  impulse  to  kill;  and  the 
greater  the  fish  in  size,  the  greater  the  tempta- 
tion, of  course.  Likewise  in  the  lakes  and 
ponds  where  the  bass  and  crappies  and  sun- 
fishes  are  on  the  spawning  beds;  people  anchor 
over  them  and  wipe  out  thousands  of  spawn- 
laden  fishes.  This  slaughter  during  the 
spawning  season  I  believe  to  be  one  'of  the 
hugest  undermining  factors  in  the  decimation 
of  our  fishes  today,  and  if  this  alone  could  be 
stopped,  who  can  tell  what  gains  are  made. 
The  spawning  season  of  the  brook  trout  is  at 
present  approaching.  Thousands  of  mag- 
nificent Jonfinalis  will  be  on  the  spawning 
beds.  No  doubt  it  will  afford  thousands  of 
unscrupulous  beings  the  incentive  for  going 
out  and  slaughtering! them |while| they  are 
fulfilling  their  duty  in  replenishing  the  wateis. 
In  the  light jpf  Nature  this  is  a  criminal  act; 
all  the  more  lamentable  because  the  destruc- 
tion is  carried  on  in  the  dark,  or  far  away  from 
human  beings.  All  we  can  do  is  to  hope 
by  education  to  create  a  spirit  of  conservation 
and  preservation JnHhe  minds  ofihe  people 
so  that  they  will,  of  their  own  free  will,  turn 
protectors  and  thus  save  the  state  of  Nature 
for  posterity.  The  written  word  travels 
far.  Let  it  do  its  own  particular  good;  that 
it  may  gain  new  and  newer  guardians  of  the 
silent  places.  i 


Here  is  an  editorial  in  a  newspaper  that  I 
think  is  worthy  of  reproduction. 
\  "There  is  something  wonderfully  big  in 
the  nature  of  a  man  who  performs  a  deed  for 
the  good  of  others  without  reward  or  even 
the  hope  of  reward.  There  was  a  man 
in  California  who  planted  a  forest  of  young 
pine  trees  on  a  mountainside,  with  the  ( 
vision  of  forests  in  his  soul.  He  dreamed 
of  forests  that  he  knew  he  would  never  see, 
because  he  was  an  old  man.  It  was  not  for 
himself  that  he  planted  the  trees  but  for 
the  generations  that  would  come  after  him. 
As  we  stood  with  him,  on  the  mountainside 
one  day,  he  said:  'You  see  the  farms  and  or- 
chards there  in  the  valley  below  you,  and  you 
see  those  towns  and  cities. '  Well,  Mesopo- 
tamia was  like  that  in  ancient  times,  but  when 
the  people  had  stripped  the  mountains  of  the 
forests  the  flood  waters  were  hurled  on  the 
farms,  and  the  cities,  and  destroyed  them. 
We  don't  want  that  same  thing  to  happen 
here,  do  we?' 


'But  suppose  it  were  to  happen,'  we  an- 
swered, 'you  would  not  be"  here  to  suffer. 
You  will  have  been  gathered  to  your  fathers, 
oblivious  then  to  flood  and  famine.' 

"That's  true,"  he  said.  "But,  we  must 
think  of  those  who  are  to  come  after  us." 

"Only  for  such  men  the  world  would  be  a 
hard  place  in  which  to  live.  If  every  man 
destroyed  as  he  went  along,  and  never  builded, 
the  earth  would  ultimately  fail  to  support 
human  life.  Wherefore,  to  do  a  thing  with- 
out hope  of  reward,  and  to  stamp  out  a  sin, 
while  the  blood  is  still  in  one's  viens — these 
are  the  two  greatest  things  that  a  'man 
can  do." 

There  is  ample  food  for  thought  in  the 
above.  There  is  not  an  act  tending  to  watch- 
fulness and  care  of  Nature's  creations  that  is 
not  set  down  in  our  book  of  life  to  our  credit. 
There  is  not  a  man  who  takes  from  the  store- 
house of  Nature  sparingly,  and  only  enough 
for  his  own  needs,  but  that  is  doing  a  distinct 
act  of  good.  There  is  no  man  who  seeks  to 
replenish  the  waters  and  woods  with  desirable 
wild  creatures,  feathered  or  finned,  but  that 
is  doing  his  duty  to  mankind.  There  is  no 
man  who  corrects  his  fellows  in  their  acts  of 
wrong-doing,  but  that  is  doing  a  mighty 
service  for  man,  for  posterity  who  should 
realize  Nature  in  the  fullness  of  her  charm 
and  abundance,  as  it  was  long  ago.  Ghastly 
were  the  inroads  of  the  destructive  lumbermen 
in  the  past,  felling  the  timber  right  "and  left 
for  hundreds  of  miles,  taking  but  the  very 
choicest  pieces  out  of  a  gigantic  log  and 
leaving  the  rest  of  that  timber  and  its  denuded 
foliage  lying  there  to  dry,  and  form  inflamm- 
able material  to  feed  the  awful  forest  fires, 
that  have  laid  to  waste  billions  of  dollars 
worth  of  timber,  made  homeless  countless 
people,  and  killed  as  many  more.  The 
destruction  of  the  forests  have  sent  the 
heavy  snows  into  the  streams,  as  water 
in  a  few  days,  where,  with  the  forests  stand- 
ing, it  took  weeks,  nay,  months  for  it  to 
melt  "and  flow  away.  These  abnormal  con- 
ditions have  swollen  the  rivers.  The 
rivers  have  swept  down,  as  along  the  Miss- 
issippi, and  thousands  of  people  drowned, 
made  homeless,  and  all  their  possessions  gone 
on  down  to  tbje  Gulf.  The  aftermath  of 
man's  lack  of  foresightedness  is  always 
misery  and  despair.  The'  law  of  planting 
one  tree  to  take  the  place  of  the  one  chopped 
down  is  a  wise  law  and  it  should  be  universal. 
Our  criminal  wastefulness,  our  taking  the 
best  and  leaving  nothing  behind  us  save  des- 
struction  has  been  a  subject  of  wide  comment 
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in  the  older  countries  of  the  woild  who  regard 
our  prodigality  with  profound  disgust.  The 
cry  that,  "Nature  is  an  inexhaustible  store- 
house" is  a  thing  ol  the  past.  .Conservation 
in  the  future  must  be  more  than  a  catchword 
if  Nature  is  to  be  spared  and  all  that  we  hold 
dear  be  kept  in  beauty  and  as  close  t^  primev- 
al conditions  as  possible.  There  are  lands  that 
■  are  practically  unfit  for  agricultural  purposes, 
scattered  all  over  the  continent.  These 
lands,  however,  will  grow  forests  and  are 
made  beautiful  by  streams  and  lakes  that 
are,  or  should  be,  filled  with  fish.  Regions  of 
this  sort  should  be  watched  over  and  preserved 
not  by  a  few  individuals,  but  by  all 
the  people.  When  a  person  gets  beyond  his 
own  self;  when  he  can  think  with  the 
thousands  and  look  to  their  welfare  and 
happiness  as  well  as  his  own,  he  realizes  fully 
the  meaning  of  his  duty  to  the  community; 
his  duty  to  mankind  living;  and  posterity. 
When  a  man  can  think  along  a  plane  of  this, 
sort,  forgetting,  if  need  be,  his  own  pleasures, 
that  others  may  delight  of  the  natural  crea- 
tions of  Nature,  he  has  aspired  to  one  of  the 
great  goals  in  life. 

V 

v  -As  a  consequence  of  the  cutting  down  of  the 
forests  and  the  shrubbery  along  Nstreams  in 
general  they  have  dwindled,  and  have  often 
shrunk  down  to  nothing.  Where  they  seem 
to  hold  their  own,  they  are,  nevertheless,  far 
from  being  of  a  suitable  temperature  for  the 
continued  habitat  of  the  speckled  brook 
trout.  When  the  temperature  of  the  water 
rises  to  over  sixty-five  degrees  the  brook 
trout  is  far  from  being  at  home.  True  to 
its  desires  of  the  past,  th<g  speckled  brook 
trout  is  a  cold-water,  spring-water  fish;  truly 
the  fish  of  the  fountains.  There  are  streams 
today  that  formerly  were  excellent  brook 
trout  streams  but  now  they  have  few,  if  any, 
of  this  marvelous  species.  But  these  same 
streams  have  been  furnished  with  brown 
trout  or  rainbow  trout  and  have  made  quite 
a  name  for  themselves  in  this  respect.  It 
will  be  remembered  in  the  case  of  the  brown 
trout  that  it  has  been  called,  ever  since  its 
introduction  into  this  country,  by  the  name 
of  the  German  Brown  Trout.  As  a  matter 
of  fact  the  brown  trout  came  from  England, 
and  is  England's  trout,  so  to  speak;  in  fact 
the  brown  trout  is  to  England,  in  position, 
what  the  brook  trout  has  been  to  America. 
The  brown  trout  differs  greatly  from  the 

speckled  brook  trout,  the  fontinalis-  of  our 
streams,  in  that  it  can  take  up  life  in  water 
far  higher  in  temperature  than  can  the  speck- 


led brook  trout.  It  is  for  this  reason  that 
streams  that  have  been  depleted  of  brook 
trout,  make,  as  often  as  not,  excellent  brown 
trout  streams  ar^d  afford  anglers  a  meed  of 
joy  with  each  new  season.  The  brown 
trout,  (which  is  often  called  the  Loch  Leven), 
is  a  sticker,  and  it  will  cling  to  swift-flowing 
streams,  if  such  be  its  lot.  But  then  it  makes 
a  good  all-around  trout  for  planting,  every- 
thing, of  course,  taken  into  consideration. 

With  the  best  intentions  in  the  world, 
anglers  generally  make  the  mistake  of  planting 
a  stream  to  speckled  brook  trout  when  the 
stream  is  not  fitted,  by  reason  of  environment, 
to  that  species;  owing  to  the  trimmed  away 
bushes  and  trees  that  formerly  grew  along 
its  sides,  also  the  fact  that  it*  may  be  more 
or  less  .heightened  in  temperature.  At 
great  cost,  sometimes,  streams  are  stocked 
with  fontinalis  only  to  have  nothing  turn  up 
as  a  result. 

Ideal  streams  for  any  trout,  and  especially 
fontinalis,  have  trees  and  brush  along  their 
shores.  Sunken  logs  and  brush  here  and  there 
not  only  furnish  Retreats  for  the  fingerlings, 
but  they  are  the  haunts  of  the  very  insects 
that  the  trout  live  upon.  With  the  banks  of 
the  stream  denuded  of  bushes,  with  the  stream 
clear  of  logs,  weeds,  etc.,  the  food  supply  is  so 
scant  that  it  will  not  possibly  be  fit  for 
planting.  Where  streams  are  thus  robbed  of 
their  bank  brush — alders  and  such  should  be 
planted  in,  and  logs  dropped  in  here  and  there 
The  thicker  the  brush  along  a  stream,  the 
more  ideal  does  that  stream  become  for  the 
trout.  Also  where  a  stream  flows  through 
meadows,  and  is  more  or  less  inaccessible  to 
man,  ideal  conditions  may  soon  bearrived  at. 

It  may  truly  be  said  that  the  larger  these 
stream  happens  to  be  the  more  certain  it  is 
that  the  brown  trout,  the  rainbow  trout  and 
the  speckled  brook  trout  will  live  together 
without  one  decreasing  the  other.  But,|of 
course,  in  the  large  streams  there  are  small 
forms  of  fish  life,  shiners,  chubs,  etc.,  not  to 
mention  the  young  of  the  various  rough 
fish — and  these  form  food  for  the  trout.  It 
will  be  found,  however,  that  where  a  stream 
is  comparatively  small,  narrow  to  a  degree  and 
lacking  depth,  and  lacking  a  suitable  food 
supply  the  mixing  of  brown  trout  with  speck- 
led brook  trout  in  that  stream  is  bound  to 
mean  the  depletion  of  the  fontinalis  by  the 
brown  trout,  it  being,  merely,  a  survival  of 
the  fittest;  a  necessity;  a  matter  of  food  that 
cannot  be  gotten  otherwise. 

Be  sure  your  stream  is  a  brook  stream 
before  you  mistake  and  plant  it  to  fontinalis. 
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Hunting  Experiences  with  Various  Arms 

Ashley  A.  Haines 


IN  my  article  concerning  suitable  rifles 
for  deer  shooting  which  appeared  in  the 
March  number  of  Rod  and  Gun,  I  failed 
to  follow  orders  fired  at  me  by  the  Guns 
and  Ammunition  editor,  Mr.  Landis,  and 
wrote  more  concerning  my  opinions  of  diff- 
erent guns,  models  and  calibers  than  of 
personal  experiences,  as  Mr.  Landis  had 
requested.  And  yet  I  fully  intended  handing, 
the  readers  considerable  concerning  experi- 
ences which  will  fall  to  the  lot  of  a  hunter 
when  on  the  trail  of  the  elusive  moKvitch,  the 
most  hunted  of  all  big  game  in  North  America. 
I  shall  now  try  and  make  up  any  deficiency 
in  this  respect  that  existed  in  the  article 
referred  to,  my  only  regret  is  that  I  shall 
fail  to  relate  any  of  my  experiences  in  as 
interesting  fashion  as  many  certainly  could 
who  may  be  tempted  to  read  the  grist  this 
little  typewriter  is  about  to  grind  out.  If, 
however,  I  should  succeed  in  bringing  before 
the  reader's  vision  the  trail  of  the  elusive 
mowitch  as  he  is  being  followed  through  the 
"beautiful  snow,"  often  descending  to  the 
depths  of  the  deepest  canons,  up  steep  moun- 
tain sides,  through  thick  and  snow-laden 
brush,  over  fallen  timber  and  along  boulder- 
strewn  mountain  sides,  right  up  to  the  end  of 
the  trail  where  the  rifle's  crack  is  followed 
by  the  unsheathing  of  the  hunting  l^nife,  I 
shall  be  partly  satisfied.-  But  if  in  the  re- 
maiks  *hat  follow,  I  should  succeed  in  im- 
pressing on  the  minds  of  all  hunters  the 
importance  of  hunting  the  mowitch  carefully, 
and.  what  is  more  important,  the  ,  matter 
of  making  that  first  shot,  when  the  game  is 
finally  sighted,  a  fatal  one,  I  shall  be  then 
fully  satisfied. 

As  mentioned  in  my  March  article  I  lost 


several  crippled  deer  years  ago  by,  failing 
to  make  that  first  shot  a  fatal  one.  This  I 
have  always  regretted  but,  unfortunately,  I 
am  not  the  only  one  who  has  followed  the 
trail  of  the  elusive  mowitch  with  similar 
experienpes  to  relate  if  they  would  only  hand 
us  their  experiences.  After  finally  deciding 
that  I  would  never  shoot  at  a  standing  deer 
without  being  as  certain  as  possible  that  I 
could  see  some  definitely  fatal  spot  in  which 
to  place  the  shot,  I  have  never  actually 
lost  a  crippled  deer.  Don't  misunderstand 
me;  I  have  shot  standing  deer  since  then 
that  required  another  shot  or  so;  but  not  many 
Some  running'deer  have  been  missed  clean, 
some  that  required  several  shots  before  the 
knife  could  be  called  into  service,  but  no 
crippled  ones  to  get  away.  One  standing 
deer,  crippled  by  another,  I  deliberately  shot 
through  the  hips  simply  due  to  no  other 
portion  of  the  animal  offering  a  shot,'  and  I 
feared  if  he  jumped,  as  he  certainly  would  had 
I  manoeuvred  for  a  more  favorable  position, 
it  would  mean  a  long  chase  with  the  probab- 
ilities of  never  seeing  the  end  ot  the  trail  as 
the  country  was  very  brushy  and  heavily 
timbered.  The  deer  fell  and  never  regained 
its  feet.  But  I  did  dislike  shooting  that  deer 
through  the  hips;  had  it  been  running,  the 
thing  would  have  been  different. 

Another  deer,  one  of  the  largest  bucks  I 
ever  saw  (at  least  I  judged  it  to  be  from  what 
I  could  see  of  it)  I  lost  simply  because  I  would 
not  permit  myself  to  shoot  it  through  the 
hips,  the  only  part  of  the  deer  I  could  see. 
I  wanted  meat  as  badly  as  any  deer  hunter 
that  ever  trailed  a  mowitch  but  I  slid  to  a 
sitting  position  and  with  the  little  Winchester 
covering  an  open  spot  a  few  feet  from  where 


504 


ROD  AND  GUN  IN  CANADA 


305 


the  deer  was  standing  and  where  I  thought 
he  certainly  would  pass  when  finally  ready  to 
move  on,  I  patiently  waited  several  minutes 
but  never  to  fire  a  shot  at  him  as  when  he 
finally  disappeared  it  was  in  the  opposite 
direction  from  what  was  expected,  at  no  time 
more  than  the  hips  being  visible  to  me. 
Yes,  I  regretted  losing  that  deer  but  always 
felt  better  for  the  experience  than  to  have 
crippled  him,  or  to  have  secured  him,  a 
standing  deer,  by  such  an  un-hunter-like 
proceeding  as  to  deliberately  shoot  through 
the  hips.  Had  it  been  a  crippled  deer,  or  a 
running  one, — well  that  would  have  been 
another  thing  entirely. 

Jay,  my  youngest  brother,  says  it's  no  fun 
to  shoot  a  standing  deer  as,  so  he  says,  he 
likes  to  take  'em  "right  out  of  the  air,"  or, 
in  other  words,  when  on  the  jump.  He,  with 
his  .33  Winchester,  certainly  has  made  an  en- 
viable record  on  deer  under  all  conditions,  and 
as  I  am  out  to  give  this  deer  shooting  subject  a 
brief  write  up  from  different  points  of  view 
we'll  begin  with  an  experience  in  which  a  bit  of 
quick  lever  swinging  was  really  necessary  in  or- 
der to  land  the  mowitch  which  we  had  followed 
the  day  before,  camped  on  his  trail  that  night 
and  located  right  in  his  roosting  place  the  next 
morning.  Had  ye  writer  been  looking  nearer 
where  he  was  standing  at  the  time  instead  of 
farther  off,  the  deer  should  have  been  killed 
right  in  his  bed.  As  it  was  the  scribe  was 
looking  right  over  that  deer  across  a  flat 
covered  with  fallen  timber  and  brush,  and 
the  deer  but  twenty-five  or  thirty  yard's 
distant!  But  the  second  our  eyes  met  he  was 
off  like  a  shot,  one  shot,  hurriedly  fired,  from 
my  rifle  found  its  way  through  the  brush  and 
crippled  him  pretty  badly  in  one  hip.  A  run 
of  thirty,  yards  or  so  gave  Jay  a  very  slim 
chance  and  he  slammed  a  .33  through  that 
big  buck  but  a  bit  too  far  back  to  prove 
immediately  fatal.  Two  or  three  more  shots 
chased  after  that  deer  from  each  oi  our  rifles 
as  glimpses  ol  him  were  caught  through  the 
brush  at  ranges  from  one  hundred  to  one 
hundred  and  twenty-five  yards  or  so  when  he 
disappeared  in  a  brush-covered  flat  below  us. 
Plenty  of  blood  alcng  the  trail  told  us  what 
we  knew  almost  from  the  first, — that  he  was 
hard  nit. 

Stopping  and  overlooking  the  flat,  Jay 
dropped  his  .33  into  the  hollow  of  his  left 
arm  and  remarked: 

"He's  down  there  somewhere  and  if  he 
goes  out  he  is  .almost  certain  to  try  and  cross 
that  ridge  over  there/'  pointing  beyond  the 
flat  about  150  yards  or  so.    And  after  a 


second's  pause  he  added:  "But  if  he  does 
he's  apt  to  run  pretty  heavy  to  lead  before  he 
gets  across."  And  while  I'd  rather  have  had 
a  standing  shot  at  that  buck  and  finished  the 
work  at  once,  I  knew  "that  Jay's  prediction 
would  surely  prove  true  especially  if  the 
chance  fell  to  him  when  the  buck  finally 
appeared.  But  after  waiting  several  min- 
utes and  no  deer  showing  up,  Jay  remarked : 

"You  stand  here  while  I  go  down  and  'shoo' 
him  out;  then  give  it  to  him  as  he  crosses 
the  ridge.  '  This  I  readily  agreed  to.  It 
didn't  require  much  "shooing"  on  Jay's  part 
for  soon  after  he  had  disappeared  in  the 
thickest  brush,  I  heard  him  sing  out:  VLook 
out!  I  heard  him  jump,"  then,  a  second 
latei,  "He's  headed  for  the  ridge,  I  think,  by 
the  racket,"  and  a  few  seconds  later  I  had  my 
chance.  The  little  .38-40  Winchester  crack- 
ed four  or  five  times,  (I  am  not  certain  now, 
after  several  years,  which),  as  the  head  and 
neck  of  the  deer  appeared  through  the  tops 
of  tne  fir  brush  as  he  ran  towards  the  ridge: 
then  he  went  down.  Jay  waited  for  me  and 
together  w&  followed  the  bloody  trail  to  find 
the  big  buck  down  but  not  altogether  "out." 

Squeezing  his  way  past  the  fallen  deer> 
between  it  and  a  bunch  of  brush,  Jay  came 
pretty  near  being  prodded  by  the  sharp  tines 
of  the  buck's  horns,  the  only  thing  that 
prevented  it  being  that  the  deer  was  too  near 
"all  in"  though  it  was  plain  that  he  still  poss- 
essed a  willing  disposition  to  undress  a  man 
even  if  it  was  winter  weather  with  deep 
snow  on  the  ground. 

I  do  not  .remember  how  many  times  that 
buck  was  hit,  but  think  seven  or  eight  times. 
I  do  remember,  however,  of  taking  three 
.38-40  bullets  out  of  that  deer's  neck,  one  of 
them,  the  one  that  put  him  down  for  keeps, 
having  passed  through  the  center  of  the  neck 
bone  between  the  joints  but  without  break- 
ing the  neck,  as  almost  invariably  has  hap- 
pened with  me  when  shooting  a  deer  through 
the  neck.  A  deer  with  a  broken  neck,  it  has 
been  my  experience,  drops  dead  at  the  rifle's 
crack;  but  this  one  though  shot  through  the 
neck,  while  down. for  keeps,  was  not  dead  as 
his  neck  was  not  broken. 

Two  more  incidents  where  we  shot  up  the 
game  more  than  I  like  to  think  about  and  I 
will  pass  on  to  a  few  killings  where  less  pow- 
der was  burnt  and  which  now  always  seems 
highly  desirable.  One  good,  clean  kill  I  * 
very  much  prefer  to  several  where  the  game 
is  riddled. 

The  first  relates  to  a  big  buck  killed  near 
where  the  one  I  have  just  written  about  but 
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several  years  earlier.  So  far  as  we  were 
able  to  judge,  I  only  had  one  hit  to  my  credit, 
this  at  about  two  hundred  yards,  the  buck  at 
the  time  lying  down.  As  he  fairly  flew 
across  the  flat  covered  with  fallen  jack  pine, 
my  .303  Savage  carbine  and  Jay's  .30-40 
Winchester  were  shot  dry.  Still  the  buck 
kept  on  but  with  diminishing  speed  to  disap- 
pear over  a  ridge  to  be  jumped  a  little  later 
and  to  fall  stone  dead  from  a  rear-end  shot 
from  Jay's  .30-40  which  was  spitting  the 
220-grain  bullets  at  a  great  rate.  I  failed  to 
connect  though  it  was  no  fault  of  the  Savage. 

Jay's  fatal  shot  hit  the  deer,  when  about 
100  yards  off,  and  we  both  heard  the  bullet 
strike  as  plainly  as  though  it  had  been  shot 
into  mud.  In  fact,  it  sounded  very  much 
like  a  rock  thrown  into  thick  mud.  This 
was  another  deer  with  far  more  bullets  in  it 
than  a  deer  hunter  likes  to  see  who  prefers 
the  one  shot  for  each  kill;  but  Jay  was  happy 
and  I  had  nothing  to  complain  about  except 
my  inability  to  steer  the  Savage  straight. 

Now  for  the  "worst  ever."  This  has 
never  been  in  print  and  I  had  never  expected 
it  would,  but  I  am  out  to  state  facts  even  if  I 
am  disgraced  in  the  narrative.  My  nephew 
and  I  had  seated  ourselves  on  a  mountain- 
side to  have  our  lunch,  he  on  one  end  of  a  log 
which  was  balanced  across  a  knoll  with 
myself  on  the  other.  As  long  as  we  kept 
our  relative  positions  all  was  well,  but,  well, 
something  happened.  Straight  up  the  moun- 
tainside came  three  of  the  most-  badly  fright- 
ened deer  I  have  ever  seen. 

I  jumped  up  and  grabbed  my  .30-30  Rem- 
ington trombone.  Up  flew  my  end  of  the 
log  letting  my  nephew  down  with  a  bump. 
As  he  gathered  himself  together  the  log  at 
my  end  came  down  on  my  heels  quite  forcibly, 
the  whole  thing  not  contributing  to  a  suc- 
cessful start-off  for  piling  up  those  three 
deer  headed  straight  for  us  and  not  over  fifty 
or  sixty  yaids  away. 

I  got  the  Remington  into  action  first,  the 
.33  Winchester  my  nephew  was  using  being 
unlimbered  immediately  afterwards.  I  paid 
my  respects  to  the  largest  deer  in  the  bunc  h — 
a  big  doe — while  the  .33  opened  up  on  one 
oi  the  others  which  turned  back  down  the 
mountainside  later  to  be  killed  by  my  nephew. 
Never  before  or  since  had  the  Remington 
rattled  out  the  shots  as  rapidly  as  on  that 
occasion.  At  the  first  shot  the  deer  swerved 
off  to  our  left,  disappeared  in  a  gulch  to 
appear  a  little  later,  still  fiercely  running, 
on  the  opposite  side  something  like  two  hun- 
dred yards  off  or  perhaps  a  little  more.  I 


had  emptied  the  rifle  before  they  disappeared 
but  managed  to  reload  and  fire  two  more 
shots  as  they  appeared  on  the  opposite  side 
of  the  gulch.  My  nephew  has  never  been 
certain  whether  he  shot  at  the  doe  or  not, 
but  if  he  did  he  says  it  was  not  more  than  one 
shot;  he  was  busy  in  another  direction. 

At  the  most  not  over  nine  shots  at  that  time 
were  fired  at  her,  eight  of  them  being  from  my 
rifle.  The  question  I  kept  asking  myself 
when  the  battle  was  hottest  was",  "Why 
doesn't  she  fall.."  I  fert  absolutely  certain  I 
was  hitting  that  deer  but  not  to  see  her  go 
down  was  the  surprising  thing.  Blood 
along  the  trail  there  was  a-plenty  but  it  was  a 
long  ways  from  there  before  that  deer  was 
finally  killed.  The  shooting,  however,  was 
under  a  bit  more  favorable  conditions,  the 
first  shot,  broadside,  being  a  standing  one, 
the  next  two  as  she  slowly  walked  along 
beside  a  fallen  tree  but  she  did  not  fall  until 
the  third  bullet  struck  her.  These  three  shots 
were  easily  covered  with  one  hand  and  were 
grouped  right  where  they  should  have  been, 
just  back  of  the  shoulder.  All  told  that  deer 
was  hit  ten  times,  three  of  them  in  the  throat 
close  to  the  jugular,  one  through  one  ear, 
another  in  one  hip  ranging  forward,  one 
through  the  paunch,  low  down,  the  three 
back  of  shoulder  and  one  other  that  I  do  not 
now  remember  where  it  struck.  Some, 
naturally,  will  at  once  say  the  gun  was  at 
fault.  Not  proven!  There  are  thousands 
of  us  who  have  kjlled  plenty  of  deer  with  a 
single  shot  from  the  various  makes  of  .30-30 
rifles  to  know  that  this  was  a  most  unusual 
case  and  would  not  happen  agajn  in  a  thou- 
sand years.  I  shall  always  believe  that  had 
either  my  nephew  or  myself  been  alone,  we'd 
have  landed  more  meat  and  with  less  shooting 
for  it  has  been  my  experience  that  when  two 
or  more  are  together  one  may  expect  a  lot 
of  unnecessary  powder  burning.  I  can't 
explain  it  but  for  some  reason  I  fire  more 
unnecessary  shots  if  some  one  else  is 
shooting  at  the  game  at  the  same  time. 

My  eldest  son,  Howard,  and  I  were  out 
after  mowitch  early  the  first  day  of  the 
season.  His  experience  had  been  decidedly 
limited  in  deer  hunting  though  he  made  good 
many  times  on  smaller  game.  WTe  were 
each  using  our  .30-30  Winchester  carbines, 
little  guns  good  enough  for  any  one  for  deer 
shooting  under  most  conditions.  While 
working  our  way  carefully  through  clumps  of 
fir  trees  and  brush,  a  fine  little  buck  was 
sighted,  side  on,  about  fifty  yards  straight 
ahead.    My  bullet  caught  it  a  little  high 
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above  the  heart  and  the  buck  plunged  straight 
ahead  down  the  hill  and  was  probably  dead 
when  he  struck  the  ground.  Had  I  not 
formed  the  habit  years  ago  of  slamming 
the  lever  t{ie  instant  the  shot  is  fired  which 
always  leaves  me  with  the  gun  ready  for  an 
instant  repeat  shot,  I  would  certainly  have 
missed  the  chance  for  a  shot  at  the  flash  of  a 
deer  that  passed  through  the  narrow  opening 
where  the  first  one  had  stood.  As  it  was  I 
only  had  to  pull  trigger.  Howard's  carbine 
and  mine  were  fired  so  nearly  together  that 
neither  knew  the  other  had  fired  until  after- 
wards. One  of  our  shots  passed  through  the 
big  deer  three  inches  above  the  heart  and  she 
was  found  stone  dead  about  seventy-five 
yards  farther  on.  It  was  quick  work,  the 
three  shots  being  fired,  I  feel  quite  certain,  in 
probably  not  exceeding  two  seconds — in 
fact  there  was  not  the  fractional  part  of  a 
second  to  lose.  Last  season,  neai  the  same 
place,  we  landed  a  couple  of  nice  bucks  in 
such  quick  time  that  there  was  little  fun 
connected  with  it. 

I'd  have  given  the  shot  at  the  big  buck  to 
Howard  but  he  was  back  of  me  a  few  steps 
and  one  doesn't  find  deer  plentiful  enough  in 
our  district  to  take  chances  on  showing  to 
another  that  they  may  have  the  honor 
of  landing  the  meat  but  each  takes  his  chance 
as  it*  is  offered.  And  yet  I'd  often  promised 
to  give  him  the  first  shot  if  there  should 
be  one  offered  with  prospects  of  the  mowitch 
not  "evaporating-  in  the  process  of  pointing 
out;  and  they  usually  have  a  habit  of  disap- 
pearing when  it  is  most  desired  that  they 
will  linger  just  another  second  or  two. 

I  was  using  my  new  .30-30  Winchester 
extra  light,  made-to-order  little  rifle  with  22- 
inch  light  weight  barrel  while  the  boy  was 
using  his  carbine  as  before.  The  buck  fell 
out  of  sight  as  the  rifle  cracked  while  another 
appeared  like  a  flash  on  lower  ground^  but 
ten  yards  nearer,  to  drop  dead  when  I  pulled 
the  trigger.  Again  I  pulled  as  the  first  buck 
staggered  towards  us  and  he  went  down  near 
the  second,  both  being  very  dead  deer.  Now 
for  a  surprise.  The  first  buck  had  three 
bullets  through  the  shoulders,  Howard  getting 
in  a  shot  the  very  instant  my  rifle  spoke  the 
last  time. 

One  of  the  bullets,  undoubtedly  my  first, 
had  landed  slightly  too  far  forward  to  have 
proved  instantly  fatal  though  I  believe  he'd 
have  found  it  mighty  hard  going  to  have  gone 
fifty  yards.  The  four  shots  fired  at  the  two 
deer  all  landed  in  vital  places  and  so  quickly 
did  it  all  happen  that  it  would  have  been 


decidedly  interesting  to  have  had  the  time 
taken  with  a  stop  watch.  Howard  several 
times  caught  glimpses  of  another  deer  that 
persisted  in  hanging  around  down  in  a  low 
sag,  heavily  timbered  with  plenty  of  brush 
to  make  the  light  poor,  and  several  times 
raised  his  gun  for  a  shot,  but  as  he  could 
never  be  certain  of  outlining  the  deer  per- 
fectly enough  to  make  a  certain  kill,  I  advised 
him  not  to  pull  until  he  was  sure  where  he 
would  hit.  Finally,  after  much  whistling 
and  stamping  of  hoofs,  the  deer  finally  left 
that  quarter  without  a  shot  being  fired.  I 
presume  ninety-nine  men  out  of  a  hundred 
would  have  ^taken  chances  on  a  shot  under 
such  conditions,  and  especially  would  the 
temptation  be  great  for  one  new  at  the  game 
but  I  have  cautioned  the  boy  so  often  to  be 
as  sure  as  possible  what  he  is  shooting  at, 
and  to  always  try  and  place  the  bullet  in 
some  fatal  spot,  and  not  depend  on  luck  to 
help  him  out,  that  it  was  not  all  difficult 
tor  Mm  to  hold  his  fire  for  a  possible  more 
favorable  chance;  and  never  have  I  heard 
him  express  a  i  egret  at  not  firings  Surely 
this  is  the  proper  thing  to  do — not  take 
unnecessary  chances — but  I  can  assure  any 
one  that  at  his  age  it  would  have  taken  quick 
action  to  have  prevented  "yours  truly" 
from  slinging  lead  somewhere  in  the  general 
direction  of  that  deer. 

One  of  the  best,  or  perhaps  some  would 
call  it  luckiest  shots,  I  ever  made  on  a  running 
deer,  a  nice  fat  two-year  old  buck,  happened 
after  this  fashion.  Jay  'and  I  had  been 
laboriously  elimbing  the  mountain-side  most 
of  the  forenoon  looking  for  a  mowitch  trail. 
Jay,  who  invariably  takes  the  lead,  threw 
up  the  .33,  then  waited.  With  the  little 
.38-40  cocked  I  also  waited  believing  that 
within  a  few  seconds.something  would  happen. 
Then  Jay  lowered  his  rifle,  stepped  carefully 
to  one  side  still  looking  closely  straight  ahead. 
Suddenly  the  rifle  came  up  again,  a  second's 
pause  and  the  .33  spoke. 

"Did  you  get  it?"  I  asked  to  which  he 
replied; 

"Yes,  right  out  of  its  nest,  but  I  had  to 
hug  the  snow  line  on  that  big  log  mighty 
close."  The  deer,  a  two-year-old-  doe,  had 
been  lying  down  behind  a  large  yellow  pine 
log  at  about  one  hundred  yards  with  but  very 
little  of  her  body  showing  above  the  six  inches 
of  snow  that  lay  on  top  of  it.  The  .33  plowed 
a  hole  through  the  snow  and  then  passed 
through  the  deer's  body  a  little  high  just 
back  of  the  shoulders  and  that  mowitch 
never  moved  from  its  bed.    I  told  Jay  it 
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was  anything  but  a  square  deal  and  entirely 
inconsistent  with  his  preaching  to  take 
advantage  of  a  deer  under  such  conditions 
tor  he  should  have  at  least  said  "shoo"  a  time 
or  two  and  taken  her  on  ^he  wing.  To 
which  Jay  answered  that  all  was  fair  in  war, 
love  and  deer  shooting.  I  might  disagree 
with  him  on  two-thirds  of  his  proposition 
but  certainly  would  never  argue  the  point 
on  the  mowitch  pait  of  it. 

After  drawing  and  hanging  up  the  deer 
we  continued  on  up  the  mountain  where  most 
of  the  day  was  spent  looking  for  tracks,  but 
failing  to  find  any  we  dropped  down  the 
mountain  in  the  direction  where  the  doe  had 
been  killed  in  the  morning  intending  to  drag 
her  home  with  us.  Just  below  us  an  estim- 
ated one  hundred  and  twenty-five  yards,  I 
caught  sight  of  the  two-year  old  buck  as  he 
just  made  one  of  the  highest  sky-scraping 
jumps  I  ever  saw  a  deer  make.  Jay  was  in 
plain  sight  of  the  deer  but  failed  to  see  it, 
(the  light  was  poor  or  it  was  nearly  dusk) 
until  I  exclaimed,  but  in  a  low  voice,  (the 
cautious  deer  hunter  never  speaks  loudly 
even  when  a  cannon's  roar  would  do  no  harm). 

"Deer  dead  ahead!''  and  jumped  quickly 
to  Jay's  side  where  a  better  view  could  be 
obtained  after  he  had  passed  a  clump  of 
bushes  that  shut  off  his  view  from  where  I 
had  first  seen  him.  > 

i  t 

Then  things  happened  and  happened 
quickly.  Bang!  Bang!  Bang! — the  first 
and  last  shot  Jay's.  Quickly  as  it  all  happened, 
about  like  clapping  the  hands  together  three 
times,  we  both  noticed  that  it  was  the  second 
shot  that  sent  the  buck  down  with  a  broken 
back,  both  of  Jay's'  shots  missing  though  as 
more  often  has  happened  under  such  con- 
ditions, his  shots  should  have  been  the  scoring 
ones  instead  of  mine. 

"Wasted  that  last  shot,"  Jay  remarked  as 
we  descended  to  the  bench  below,  "but 
hadn't  tinie  to  throw  on  the  brakes  after  your 
shot  hit  him."  The  .38-40  high  velocity 
Winchester  bullet  after  breaking  the  deer's 
back  passed  forward  and  was  |.aken  out  of 
the  forward  part  of  one  shoulder,  having 
mushroomed  nicely  which  is  the  thing  that 
makes  the  killing  bullet.  Jay  persists  in 
saying  that  that  was  about  the  best  running 
shot,  everything  considered,  that  he' ever  saw 
made  forgetting  the  fact  that  many  equally 
good,  or  more  difficult  kills  has  fallen  to  his 
lot.  Especially  do  I  remember  his  experi- 
ence with  one  of  his  big  bucks  in  which 
I  shall  always  believe  the  very  quickest  Win- 
chester lever  swinging  I  ever  witnessed,  secur- 


ed  the  \ prize  for  him,  which  was  certainly 
deserved.  You  all  know  something  of  the 
automatic's  speed?  Well,  just  think  of  one 
of  them  with  the  trigger  finger  working  at 
high  pressure  and  you  will  have  an  idea  of  the 
way  the  .33  was  spitting  lead  at  the  big  buck 
that  was  trying  to  make  its  getaway  and 
most  of  the  lead  finding  the  target.  I  was  but 
a  spectator,  having  secured  my  limit  the  day 
previously.-.  There  were  plenty  of  fairly 
good  chances  during  the  trailing  of  that  deer 
when,  had  I  been  out  for  blood,  I  should, 
have  had  little  difficulty  in  piling  up  that  deer 
quite  readily,  but  it  seemed  Jay  was  fated  for 
only  fleeting  glimpses  of  the  big  buck  as  he 
would  dash  for  safety  on  being  jumped, 
several  times  only  a  shower  of  snow  from  the 
bushes  through  which  he  plunged  being  the 
only  guide  for  the  .33's  that  were  sent  in  his 
direction.  A  very  steep  mountain  side, 
plenty  of  standing  and  down  timber,  with  the 
usual  amount  of  brush,  boulders  a-plenty 
"bigger' n  meeting  houses,"  deep  snow  and  a 
veritable  blizzard  howling  which  filled  the  air 
with  blinding,  wind-driven  snow — imagine 
all  this  and  you  will  wonder,  as  I  did,  how 
Jay  managed  to  land  most  of  his  bullets  in  the 
big  buck,  not  a  single  shot  that  fell  to  him 
the  several  times  the  buck  was  jumped 
offering  even  a  moderately  favorable  chance 
for  scoring.  Jay  has  this  head  mounted 
as  well  as  another  still  larger,  the  owner 
of  which  came  near  running  over  Jay  who  had 
never  seen  a  track  in  the  nearly  all  day's 
hunt.  The  deer's  unceremonious  appear- 
ance on  the  scene  as  he  rushed  past  Jay  at 
less  than  twenty-five  feet,  who  was  standing 
in  thick  brush  with  fallen  timber  piled  high 
on  all  sides,  brought  forth  a  stream  of  .33's 
which  had  to  come  unusually  quick  under 
such  conditions.  Many  a  man  would  have 
been  too  surprised  to  have  got  the  gun  to  the 
shoulder  for  a  single  shot,  but  the  first  .33 
slowed  the  big  buck  up  somewhat  and  by 
unusually  quick  work  others  found  the  right 
trail  through  the  thick  brush  and  Mr.  Buck 
was  venison. 

I  have  several  times  spoken  of  my  prefer- 
ence for  the  careful  hunting  of  deer  with  the 
one  deliberate  shot  that  puts  him  down  and 
out  to  the  broadcast  sowing  of  lead  which 
so  often  happens  when  a  deer  is  sighted  snd 
especially  if  that  deer  happens  to  be  on  the 
jump.  And  I  still  repeat  that  the  deer  that  is 
patient  enough  to  give  me  the  one  deliberate 
shot  is  the  one  I  am  after  always.  If  he  sim- 
ply won't  be  good  and  stand  still  and  take 
his  medicine  then,  why,  he'll  have  to  take  it 
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on  the  jump  provided  I  can  steer  my  bullets 
straight. 

In  this  I  have  mentioned  quite  a  bit  con- 
cerning quick  work  with  the  rifle  on  deer 
when  such  work  was  the  only  kind  that  would 
answer.  From  this  don't  receive  the  im- 
pression that  the  writer  makes  a  hobby  of 
quick  lever  swinging.  Years  ago,  say  twenty 
to  thirty-five,  I  learned  the  lever  gun  as  well 
as  I  shall  ever  know  it,  and  if  a  quick  repeat 
shot  saves  the  situation  now  the  art  I  then 
learned,  imperfectly  perhaps,  will  be  entirely 
responsible  for  it  as,  save  occasionally  at  deer 
or  coyotes,  I  have  never,  as  nearly  as  I  can 
remember,  fired  a  half  dozen  quick  shots  from 
a  lever  gun  since  the  time  I  was  concerned  in 
a  bit  of  quick  lever  swinging  back  in  1911 
or  1912,  I  believe,  results  of  which  were 
published  in  Outdoor  Life  soon  after.  No! 
fully  as  much  as  I  realize  the  importance  of 
that  quick  repeat  shot,  when  properly  placed 
and  when  needed,  I  could  be  perfectly  satis- 
fied and  derive  more  real  enjoyment  from  the 
use  of  a  light  weight,  single-shot  Winchester 
for  deer  shooting  than  with  any  repeater,  for 
I  always  shall  have  a  sort  of  reverence  for 
the  good  old  single  shot  though  realize  its 
limitations  where  quick  work  is  essential  just 
as  well  as  the  value  of  t£e  repeater  when 
such  an  arm  only  will  fill  the  bill. 

"See  here,  now,"  someone  will  say,  "you've 
given  us  quite  a  lecture  on  shooting  'em  up 
from  their  nose  to  the  tail:  now  practice 
what  you  preach  and  tell  us  something  about 
the  ones  you  have  killed  by  careful  hunting 
with  that  one  first  and  deliberately  made 
shot — the  method  you  advocate  and  the  one 
which  many  of  us  practice."  I  had  intended 
to  and  could  hand  the  readers  many  incidents 
of  killings,  as  well  as  many  days  of  hard 
hunting  that  never  offered  a  shot.  But  Jay 
says  it  fails  to  make  interesting  reading,  this 
thing  of  getting  your  deer,  usually  standing, 
with  just  one  shot;  too  tame  altogether,  and 
believing  the  average  reader  will  agree  with 
him  has  inclined  me  to  relate  the  several 
incidents  as  set  down  in  this  article  contending 
to  the  last,  however,  that  following  the  one- 
sure-shot-method  will  produce  more  dead 
deer  for  the  powder  burned  and  more  clear 
consciences  than  where  promiscuous  sowing  of 
lead  is  indulged  in  every  time  deer  hair  is 
sighted,  the  shooter  too  often  trusting  to 
luck  for  one  of  the  many  shots  fired  to  find 
the  vitals. 

A  few  more  remarks  and  we'll  throw  on  the 
brakes  foi  this  time.  My  first  deer,  a  fine 
white  tail  buck,  was  killed  with  a  .40-65 


Winchester.  One  shot  and  the  deer  on  the 
fly;  believe  me,  but  he  was  sure  going.  Neck 
broken.  Two  hunters  with  me  at  the  time, 
afterwards  estimated  the  distance  at  not  less 
than  fifty  yards.  I  disputed  the  point, 
claiming  it  was  not  over  fifty  feet.  Measure- 
ment next  day  gave  the  distance  as  forty-five 
feet!  Funny  thing  how  many  men  will 
over-estimate  distance.  If  they  would  step 
to  the  surveyor's  chain  more,  and  pract  ice 
this  until  they  could  pace  a  hundred  yards  or 
several  hundred,  with  approximate  accuracy, 
carefully  estimate  the  distance  before  the 
shot  is  fired  (this  when  possible,  of  course) 
and  afterwards  always,  and  verify  the  distance 
by  pacing,  we  would  hear  less  of  the  excep- 
tionally long  shots  which  are  so  often  so 
recklessly  merely  guessed  at. 

Here's  a  chance  for  being  misunderstood.  I 
believe  game  is  often  killed  by  men  who  hunt 
much  and  target  shoot  but  little,  far  oftener 
and  at  greater  distances  than  many  of  the 
strictly  target  shots  imagine.  All  target 
shots  are  not  necessarily  hunters  and  it  is 
just  as  certain,  or  more  so,  that  all  hunters 
are  by  no  means  target  shots.  The  man  who 
combines  the  best  points  of  the  two  is  the 
man  who  will  score  with  the  greatest  regular- 
ity in  the  hunting  field.  But  he  will  not  of 
necessity  (I  am  speaking  of  hunting  under 
average  conditions,  remember)  have  a  rill© 
equipped  with  the  finest  set  triggers,  elab- 
orately engraved,  fanciest  of  checked,  stock; 
nor  will  it  always  be  ornamented  with  sights 
strung  along  its  top  story  from  the  butt-plate 
to  the  muzzle.  The  man  who  has  a  good 
rifle  (take  your  choice,  there  are  many  makes, 
models  and  calibers  and  if  all  but  a  half 
dozen  were  not  made  we'd  get  just  about 
as  much  game  though  some  of  us  might  not 
be  quite  so  well  satisfied,  for  I  doubt  if  there 
will  be  found  a  half  dozen  men  who  read  this 
but  have  some  "dream"  rifle  they  would  like 
to  see  materialize.  Hey?  What?)  and  is 
a  good  shot  and  hunter,  and  good  judge^of 
distances,  will  seldom  have  a  hard  luck  story 
to  tell  at  the  end  of  the  day  if  conditions 
offered  when  the  deer  was  sighted  were  at  all 
favorable. 

j 

On  one  hunt,  years  ago,  using  the  .38-40 
Winchester  and  good  old  fashioned  black 
powder  ammunition,  I  killed  three  deer  with 
one  shot  each.  With  one  of  these  guns 
which  I  now  have,  one  shot  per  deer,  both  deer 
struck  a  few  inches  above  the  heart,  both  ran 
about  three  hundred  yards  before  falling 
dead.  "Don't  want  any  such  inferior  gun 
as  that  for^my  deer  shooting,"  I  hear  some 
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one  say.  Listen!  With  the  .303  Savage  I 
shot  a  deer  through  the  heart,  soft-point 
bullet,  of  course,  and  that  deer  ran  about 
as  far  as  the  two  just  mentioned.  Any  one 
ready  to  say  the  .303  Savage  is  not  a  deer 
gun  or  the  .30-30  Winchesters,  Remingtons 
or  Marlins?    Not  me  anyway. 

I  have  shot,  or  seen  shot,  deer,  plenty  of 
them,  through  the  heart,  or  in  the  heart 
region,  which  seldom  fell  dead  in  their 
tracks,  and  this  with  such  noted  deer  guns  as 
the  .38,  .40,  .45  and  most  of  the  popular 
small-bores.  Shall  we  say  that  they  are  not 
adequately  powerful  for  deer  simply  because 
there  are  guns  on  the  market  which  will 
practically  shoot  away  the  front  quarters 
leaving  us  but  the  hindermo^t  part  as  evidence 
that  we  have  killed  a  deer?  I  like  my  deer 
with  one  shot,  and  I  do  like  to  see  him  go 
down  stone  dead  at  the  crack  of  the  rifle, 
but  I  don't  want  to  see  him  "mussed  up" 
too  much.  No,  I'm  willing  to  hunt  a  bit 
more  carefully,  do  my  best  to  pick  a  vital 
spot  and  place  the  one  first  bullet  there  just 
as  often  as  possible  even  if  I  do  occasionally 
have  to  do  a  bit  of  trailing  before  the  knife 
act  appears. 

An  incident  of  some  little  interest  might 
be  related  here  which  will  illustrate  fairly 
well  the  care  I  take  in  recent  years  in  being 
sure  that  I  know  what  I  am  shooting  at 
before  allowing  myself  to  pull  trigger  or  any- 
thing that  may  look  very  much  like  deer, 
yet  not  absolutely  sure  concerning  the  matter. 

It  was  down  in  the  bottom  of  a  gulch,  the 
yellowish-white  spot  that  so  much  resembled 
the  rear  end  of  a  mowitch  with  the  writer 
on  the  rimrock  above  some  40  yards  away. 
The  suspicious  looking  object  was  partly 
obscured  by  thick  brush  while  heavy  timber 
and  fallen  logs  were  everywhere  in  evidence. 
'Twas  a  dark,  cloudy,  dismal  sort  of  day 
w  hich  meant  that  the  light,  especially  down 
there  in  the  bottom  of  the  gulch,  was  very 
poor  and  no  object  could  be  very  plainly 
defined  at  best.  I  stood  on  tip  toe,  I  squatted, 
I  stepped  backwards  and  then  to  the  front, 
at  all  times  straining  my  eyes  to  more  per- 
fectly settle  the  matter  that  was  puzzling 
me;  whether  it  was  really  a  deer  or  not, 
and  if  so,  what  part  of  a  deer,  and  if  a  fatal 
spot  could  be  located  in  which  to  plant  one 
of  the  little  Winchester  .30-30's.  But  I 
am  confident  that  it  must  have  been  at  least 
four  or  five  minutes  of  this  sort  of  very  careful 
manoeuvring  before  the  matter  was  settled 
to  my  entire  satisfaction;  then  things  happen- 
ed very  quickly.     Whether  he  smelled  me, 


or  saw  me,  or  was  just  ready  to  quit  the 
country  I  shall  never  know,  but  I  do  know 
that  when  he  jumped  it  required  quick  moving 
to  steer  a  soft-point  Dominion  through  the 
brush  at  that  rapidly  vanishing  mowitch  to 
make  venison  an  assured  thing.  A  hurried 
second  shot  followed  the  first  directed  at  the 
hole  that  mowitch  made  in  the  brush  in  his 
wild  dash  for  safety,  but  that  shot  failed  to 
connect,  and  was  really  not  needed  as  the 
first  had  centred  him  and  the  buck  was  found 
very  dead  within  forty  feet  of  where  he  had 
been  bedded  when  he  made  his  first  jump. 
No,  I've  got  to  be  absolutely  certain  what  I  am 
shooting  at  and  will  take  all  kinds  oj  chances  on 
losing  any  kind  of  game  before  a  shot  will  be 
fired  at  anything  however  much  it  may  resemble 
the  game  I'm  after  but  about  which  there  may 
be  doubts  as  to  its  identity. 

I  have  notes  before  me  of  many  other 
deer  incidents  I  intended  relating — deer 
fatally  struck  with  the  one  first  shot — but 
space  is  limited  and  as  I  have  already  exceed- 
ed my  allowance  this  will  have  to  be  brought 
to  a  close.  Deer  hunting  to  me,  when  I 
can  steal  away  from  more  important  matters, 
is  the  king  of  all  sports.  Many  a  time  I 
have  returned  after  an  unsuccessful  day 
after  mowitch  so  utterly  worn  out  that  it  was 
an  effort,  I  can  assure  any  one,  to  give  my 
rifle  the  cleaning  and  oiling  it  always  must 
have  before  supper  is  taken  no  matter  how 
hungry  I  may  be,  and  I  practically  decided 
that  I'd  never  be  found  in  the  hills  again 
after  deer.  All  day  in  the  wet  bush,  soaked 
to  the  hide,  with  clothes  frozen  stiff  towards 
night,  not  a  track  seen  all  day,  except  your 
own,  is  a  far  different  proposition  than  a 
lucky  day  in  which  no  hardships  were  en- 
countered and  the  game  seemed  to  make  it  a 
special  point  to  be  accommodating^and  look 
pleasant  while  you  gave  it  the  fatal  shot. 

After  the  hardships  of  the  unlucky  day,  the 
time  you  have  promised  yourself  (though  you 
were  too  much  of  a  hunter  to  ever  breathe  it 
to  any  one  else)  never  to  be  found  in  the  hills 
on  such  a  fool's  errand  again,  and  you  finally 
tumble  into  bed  so  everlastingly  tired  that 
you're  too  near  alseep  before  you  hit  the 
blankets  to  pull  them  over  you,  your  last 
thoughts  concerning  the  hard  luck  that  so 
often  stares  the  deer  hunter  squarely  in  the 
face;  the  next  thing  you  hear  will  be  the 
clock  striking  three,  possibly  four,  and  the 
first  thought  that  comes  to  your  waking 
brain  will  resolve  itself  into  a  question  some- 
thing like  this: 
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Canuck  Shells 
Establish  New 
Long  Run  Records 

The  two  longest  runs  at  the 
St.  Thomas  Tournament 
were  made  with  Canada 
Shotgun  Shells. 

Sim  Glover  171 

Rochester,  N.Y.,     A  * 

H.  Kennicott  1  5  C " 

Evanston,  111.,     A  ^ 


Remember  these  scores  when 
buying  shells  for  use  at  the 
traps. 


Dominion  Cartridge  Co.,  Limited 

Montreal,  Canada 
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"Good  tracking  ?  snow ?  to-day ;  wonder 
which  way  I'd  better  hit  out  any  way?" 

Deer  hunters  ever  get  discouraged?  Some- 
times, possibly,  but  it's  a  disease  that  seldom 
lasts  over  night  no  matter  how  hard  the 
luck  that  may  have  been  dealt  him  the 


chfy  previously.  Here's  to  the  persistent 
deer  hunter,  and  especially  to  the  one  who 
hunts  carefully  and  endeavors  always  to 
make  that  first  shot  the  only  one  required 
that  lands  the  mowitch  ker-splashl  in  the 
frying  pan. 


Wanted-Better  Hunting  Rifles 

K.  G.  G» 


Why  can't  the  American  sportsman  have 
up  to  date,  American  made  firearms,  espec- 
ially rifles?  He  has  the  money  to  pay  for 
them  and  the  desire  to  own  them  and  a 
splendid  place  to  use  them.  The  camera 
enthusiast  has  his  up  to  the  minute  equip- 
ment and  the  fisherman  has  his  supreme  reels 
and  modern  equipment  of  ail  kinds. 
In  fact,  nearly  every  faddist  but  the 
gun  crank  is  well  taken  care  of.  We 
have  worried  along  with  old  fashioned 
cartridges  and  rheumatic  repeaters,  loose 
jointed  take  downs  and  pipe  stem  barrels, 
the  one  exception  being  our  single  shot  rifle 
which  is  a  good  one.  Why  can't  we  have  a 
modern  bolt  action  rifle  and  some  modern 
cartridges  for  it?  I  would  suggest  cartridges 
of  .25 — .30 — .35  and  .40  calibre  for  use  in  such 
an  arm.  These  would  cover  the  field  from 
small  to  large  game  and  simplify  our  list  of 
cartridges  as  manufactured  at  present. 

The  .25  calibre  with  a  125  gr.  bullet  at 
2800  F.S.  and  lighter  loads  would  be  the 
general  all  purpose  gun.  It  would  weigh 
between  73^  and  8  pounds  and  have  a  good 
stiff  barrel  with  good  sights.  The  question 
of  attaching  sights  is  an  important  one,  there 
should  be  no  weakening  grooves  or  slots  cut 


in  barrel.  The  .30-06  would  make  a  good  .30 
calibre  cartridge  in  a  gun  of  8  pounds  weight 
and  it  could  be  had  loaded  with  172  gr. 
bullets  at  2700  F.S.  or  better  and  would  suit 
the  man  who  wanted  something  heavier  than 
a  .25  calibre.  Thev  .35  calibre  with  a  250  gr. 
Spitzer  bullet  at  2600  F.S.  would  certainly 
take  care  of  everything  in  America.  For  the 
man  who  wanted  something  heavier  the  .40 
calibre  with  a  400  gr.  bullet  could  be  relied 
upon  to  suit  the  most  fastidious,  the  latter, 
too,  of  course  should  be  made  in  an  arm  of 
heavier  weight  to  be  in  proportion  to  the  heav- 
ier loads.  In  my  opinion  these  four  cartridges 
would  cover  the  entire  field  for  large  game. 
The  dyed  in  the  wool  crank  could  load  lighter 
loads  to  suit  himself  and  the  small  game 
hunter  need  not  be  deprived  of  his  slide  ac- 
tion and  lever  repeaters  for  target  and 
varmint  hunting.  Such  a  bolt  gun  built  of 
first  class  material,  well  stocked  and  sighted 
would  find  a  ready  sale  among  the  American 
sportsman  of  today,  I  predict.  And  the  live 
concern  that  furnishes  it  will  ^e  well  repaid 
for  their  efforts  Let  us  hear  from  others  who 
are  interested  in  the  improvement  of  American 
arms. 


The  One-Hand  Gun  Again 

M.  DE  W.  Hemmeon 


IT  seems  a  perilous  thing  to  write  of  revolvers 
in  a  magazine  to  which  Ashley  Haines 
contributes  but,  hoping  that  he  and  your 
readers  will  pardon  me,  I  take  my  life  in  one 
hand  and  try,  impelled  thereto  by  exper- 
ience similar  to  those  of  Mr.  Linkletter  and 
others. 

First,  I  am  a  poor  shot  with  the  pistol, 
the  best  I  ever  did  being  11  bulls  in  12  con- 
secutive shots  in  the  3"  ring  at  25  yards. 
But  for  20  years  I  have  never  been  without  a 


big  one-hand  gun  which  I  shot  where  and 
when  I  could  not  shoot  the  rifle,  sometimes  as 
much  as  1200  rounds  in  one  season. 

The  first  big  revolver  I  owned,  and  the  best, 
was  a  .38  Colt,  Officer's  Model,  in,  which  I 
always  used  the  .38  long  Colt  cartridge, 
loading  my  own  ammunition.  My  last, 
which  I  still  have,  though  I  use  it  but  little 
now,  is  a  .38-40-180  Colt's  New  Service,  and 
it  is  of  this  gun  that  I  wish  to  write. 

When  I  first  tried  it  the  only  cartridges 
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on  the  Job 


WHERE'S  your  "flashlight?"  Lying 
forgotten  in  some  bureau  drawer? 
Or  in  your  desk? 

Get  it  out  to-day  and  put  it  on  the 
job  100%  of  the  time.  It's  not  a  toy 
of  a  week  or  month— it's  a  year  'round 
necessity. 

Liven  it  up  with  a  new  battery.  Its 
strong  searchlight  beam  comes  only 
from  a  fresh,  high-powered  battery. 


Don't  put  it  oj 
Simply  note  the 


on  the  Eveready  Tungsten  Battery 
that  fits  your  "flashlight"  and  ask 
any  Daylo  Dealer  for  it.  You  don't 
even  have  to  take  the  light  along. 


There's  an  Eveready  Tungsten  Battery  to  fit  every  "flashlight" 

CANADIAN  NATIONAL  CARBON  COMPANY 

LIMITED 


TORONTO,  ONTARIO 


Save  a  regular  place  to  keep  your 
DAYLO — in  the  pocket  of  your  car, 
on  the  kitchen  shelf,  in  the  top  of  your 
suitcase  when  you  travel. 


Accept  no  substitute  for  the  genuine 
Eveready  Tungsten  Battery.  The 
longest-lived,  brightest-burning  battery 
for  Daylo  or  "flashlights." 


imgSten  Batten/ 
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within  reach  were  factory  loaded  with  black 
powder.  Using  these  I  found  the  gun  fairly 
accurate,  and  although  the  revolver  unloaded 
weighs  44  ozs.,  the  kick  was  tremendous. 
When  I  began  with  smokeless  powder,  and 
my  own  make  of  bullet,  one  part  tin  to  20 
of  lead,  accuracy  at  once  fell  off  at  least  50 
per  cent.  Then  it  dawned  on  me,  as  it  has 
on  others,  that  the  bore  diameters  of  barrel 
and  cylinder  seemed  two  wholly  different 
things.  They  were,  by  over  0".02.  How 
could  a  bullet,  cast  0".40,  swedged  down  to 
0".38  by  the  cylinder  and  let  loose  (loose  is 
the  wrord)  in  a  barrel  about  0".405  in  diameter, 
be  anything  but  inaccurate?  Recovered 
bullets  of  my  own  casting  showed  only  shal- 
low marks  of  the  lands  and  some  slipping. 
Then  I  dug  some  of  the  factory  bullets  out  of 
the  stop  and  found  that  they  had  filled  the 
bore  completely.  These  bullets  were  pure 
lead  and  had  hollow  bases,  and  the  black 
powder  had  upset  them  to  the  limit,  though 
apparently  not  until  they  were  in  the  barrel. 
Hence  their  accuracy.  At  once  I  started  on 
my  cylinder  and  reamed  out  the  front  end  of 
each  chamber  to  barrel  diameter.  I  also 
changed  from  alloyed  bullets  to  pure  lead, 
and  accuracy  returned,  better  than  at  first, 
but  not  equal  to  the  accuracy  of  the  Officer's 
Model. 

Now  though  I  have  long  used  the  Colt 
and  have  never  owned  a  Smith  &  Wesson,  it 
seems  to  me  that  the  Colt's  New  Service  has 
inherent  defects  which  will  always  keep  it 
inferior  to  the  Smith  &  Wesson  in  accuracy. 
First,  there  is  no  bevelled  shoulder  on  the 
standing  breech  to  force  the  cartridge  about 
to  be  fired  completely  into  the  cylinder.  The 
explosion  of  the  powder  drives  the  shell  back 
and  swells  it  where  it  is  unsupported,  im- 
mediately in  front  of  the  rim.    Every  shell 
has  to  be  resized  before  it  can  be  used  again. 
Second  is  the  difference  in  diameter  between 
the  bore  of  the  cylinder  and  that  of  the  barrel. 
Third,  there  is  no  front  cylinder  lock.  Defect 
number  two  is  the  reason  for  defect  number 
three.    Load  your  Colt's  New  Service,  hold 
it  left  side  down,  and  you  will  see  the  joint 
open  and  the  cylinder  fall  slightly.    If  cy- 
linder and  barrel  were  of  the  same  diameter 


and  the  gun  were  fired  in  this  position  the 
bullet  \yould  be  severely  bumped  and  maybe 
the  shooter  too.  So,  rather  than  add  a  front 
cylinder  lock  to  the  New  Service,  the  Colt 
Mfg.  Co.  puts  out  a  weapon  cursed  with  in- 
accuracy from  its  birth.  The  S.  &  W.  swing- 
out  cylinder  revolvers  all  have  front  locks 
operating  automatically  with  the  rear  locks 
and,  as  a  result,  the  cylinder  always  retains 
its  alignment  no  matter  how  the  gun  be  held. 

Some  features  of  the  New  Service  seem  to 
me  preferable  to  corresponding  f  eatures  in  the 
Smith  &  Wesson.  I  like  the  weight,  not  when 
carrying,  but  when  shooting.  I  like  the  big 
butt;  it  is  not  too  big  for  my  hand,  possibly 
because  I  do  not  hold  and  pull  in  the  usual 
way.  Out  in  the  West  where  the  S.  A.  Colt 
is  the  favorite  I  saw  a  man  using  a  D.  A.  Colt, 
Frontier  Model.  He  was  called,  bythe  way, 
"Wind  River"  because  he  'operated'  in  that 
region,  and  as  far  as  I  know,  had  no  other 
name,  but  that  is  of  no  importance.  His 
method  was  to  wrap  all  his  fingers,  except  the 
middle  finger,  around  the  butt  and  to  pull 
with  the  middle  finger.  His  thumb  too  grasp- 
ed the  butt.  This  method  may  not  suit 
every  one,  but  it  suits  me  so  well  that  since  I 
tried  it  I  have  used  no  other. 

I  would  that  the  New  Service  had  a  front 
cylinder  lock.  Its  shape  and  weight  are  so 
good,  its  mechanism  so  strong  and  simple  and, 
after  one  has  altered  the  sear  to  reduce  the 
pull,  so  smooth  in  its  working,  that  if  it  had 
such  a  lock,  it  would  for  me  be  superior  to  the 
Smith  &  Wesson.  As  it  is,  to  one  who  puts 
accuracy  first,  the  latter  outranks  it. 

In  irrelevant  conclusion,  may  I  put  a  few 
queries  concerning  which  I  should  like  to 
inflict  my  experiences  on  your  readers  in  the 
future:  (1).  Why  do  the  majority  of  men 
who  own  rifles  never  sight  them  in,  and  why 
does  this  sort  of  (?)  rifleman  always  call  a 
rifle  "she?"  (2).  Why  do  so  many  riflemen 
in  the  N.  R.  A.  and  nearly  all  shooters  outside 
it  put  such  absolute  and  touching,  but  wholly 
groundless  faith  in  the  efficacy  of  oils  and 
pastes  as  metal  solvents?  (3).  Why  do  the 
cartridge  companies  nickel  copper-jacketed 
bullets? 


The  .30  Luger 

H.  Wallace 

I  may  say  that  I  have  been  a  constant  and  the  "Queries  and  Answers  '  in  the  Guns  & 
interested  reader  of  Rod  and  Gun  for  a  good  Ammunition  department,  and  although  I 
many  years,  and  along  with  the  other  portions  have  at  times  been  tempted  to  write  as  to  my 
of  good  and  instructive  reading,  follow  closely     experience  in  connection  with  some  of  the 
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Looks  good  from  every  point 


About  sundown  the  finest  view  in  the  camp  is  that  box  of  Heinz  good 
things.  Foods  that  .go  right  to  the  right  spot — -hearty  and  appetizing, 
yet  digestible.  No  trouble  and  no  waiting.  Easily  carried — -quickly 
prepared,  absolutely  pure.    Just  read  this  list  and  get  ready: 

Heinz  57  Varieties 


HEINZ  BAKED  BEANS— Four  styles, 
all  oven-baked;  with  or  without  pork 
and  tomato  sauce.    Good  hot  or  cold. 

HEINZ  SPAGHETTI  — Makes  a 
sustaining  dish  of  fine  flavor  which  not 
only  tempts  but  satisfies  the  appetite. 
Already  cooked  with  tomato  sauce  and 
cheese. 


HEINZ  PICKLES— For 


a  re 


lish. 


HEINZ  CREAM  SOUPS  —  Celery, 
Pea  or  Tomato,  with  real  cream  up 
there  a  hundred  miles  from  a  cow. 

HEINZ  TOMATO  KETCHUP— The 

touch  that  makes  all  food  taste  better. 

HEINZ  PEANUT  BUTTER— For  all 

butter  uses.    It  keeps  sweet. 
HEINZ  PRESERVES— For  the  finish- 
ing touch. 


Sold  by  all  good  grocers.     Send  for  list  of  the  57  Varieties 

H.  J.  HEINZ  COMPANY,  Pittsburgh,  Pa. 
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arms  or  ammunition  used,  always  seem  to  put 
it  off  until  the  next  day,  and  then  the  day 
after,  with  the  result  that  eventually  it  is 
forgotten. 

In  reading  over  the  February  issue  I 
noticed  a  letter  from  a  Revolver  Crank,  signed 
FVR.  Daniel,  Alberta.    Now  I  am  another  of 


portunity  I  had,  and  being  out  of  the  regula- 
tion targets  made  one  with  a  compass,  which 
I  believe  is  the  exact  size  of  the  standard 
target;  I  had  not  fired  out  of  this  gun  for  some 
seven  months,  but  was  pretty  sure  that  the 
Luger  would  make  a  much  better  target  than 
the  results  received  by  Mr.  Daniels,  and  with 


1 


those  animals  (styled  revolver  cranks)  though 
not  a  professional,  or  an  expert,  by  any  means, 
but  I  just  naturally  love  a  good  revolver, 
pistol,  or  automatic,  and  my  favorite  for 
carrying  in  the  bush  is  what  is  commonly 
called  the  .30  calibre  Luger,  and  have  found 
it  to  be  extremely  accurate  and  deadly  on 
game,  and  although  had  never  tried  it  out  for 
target  work,  after  reading  the  article  by  Mr. 
Daniels,  decided  would  do  so  the  first  op- 


my  first  and  the  only  ten  shots  fired  on  a  target 
at  20  yards  made  79  out  of  100,  this  shooting 
was  done  in  the  open  and  with  a  cold  raw  wind 
blowing,  and  herewith  enclose  target  for  your 
inspection. 

I  can  only  account  for  the  poor  results 
obtained  by  Mr.  Daniels  in  that  you  occasion- 
ally get  hold  of  a  Luger  as  well  as  other 
automatics  with  a  very  heavy  pull,  and  think 
possibly  he  will  find  his  trouble  there. 
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Bunch  Your  Hits! 

Give  your  gun  a  chance  to  show  what  it  can  do  ! 
Don't  be  satisfied  with  an  average  score  at  the  traps 
— or  a  hit-or-miss  day  in  the  field.  Bunch  your 
hits  and  keep  'em  bunched  by  shooting  shells  loaded 
with  Infallible. 

You  can  shoot  this  powder  in  your  favorite  shell,  for 
any  one  of  the  14  standard  brands  listed  at  the  left 
can  be  bought  loaded  with 

HERCULES 

Smokeless  Shotgun 

POWDERS 

INFALLIBLE 

Thisf  powder  never  varies.  It  will  always  burn  free  and 
clean,  give  high  velocity  with  light  recoil  and  uniformly 
even  patterns. 

The  next  time  you  buy  loaded  shells  insist  that  they  be 
loaded  with  a  Hercules  Smokeless  Shotgun  Powder. 
Look  on  the  end  of  the  box  or  on  the  top  wad  of  the 
shell  for  the  name  Infallible. 


II 


HERCULES  POWDER  CO. 

35  West  10th  St. 
Wilmington  Delaware 
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Sights 

J.  G.  E. 


I  was  very  much  interested  in  reading 
"W.  E.  T's"  article  in  your  April  number,  re 
Targets  and  Sights,  particularly  the  part  ot  it 
refeiring  to  sights,  and,,  I  quite  agree  with 
your  editor's  remarks  that  his  suggestions  in 
regard  to  the  former  are  novel  and  practical, 
but  in  regard  to  the  latter — why  .so  many 
notches? 

I  quite  appreciate  that  the  average  gun 
crank  has  his  own  fads  about  sights,  stocks, 
etc.,  and  this  article  is  written  to  give  some 
of  my  fellow  shooters  the  benefit  ot  twenty 
years'  experience.  I  have  experimented  with 
many  different  kinds  of  sights,  peeps,  tele- 
scope, etc.,  and,  while  they  all  have  their 
spheres  of  usefulness.  I  have  come  to  the 
conclusion  that  for  fast,  and  all  round  shoot- 
ing, the  open  sight  is  the  only  one  worth 
while.  The  sights  I  use  on  my  sporting 
rifle  are,  Front,  Lyman  Semi-Jack,  Rear,  King, 
the  "V"  of  which  has  been  filed  out  and  noth- 
ing remains  but  the  straight  flat  bar.  The 
drop  in  the  stock  of  my  rifle  so  fits  me,  that 
when  I  check  it  quickly,  my  eye  comes  in 
line  with  the  barrel,  and  the  sight  appears  as 
follows : — 


On  the  other  hand,  we  will  suppose  in 
handling  the  rifle  quickly  you  do  not  get  as 


low  on  your  sight  as  the  above  illustration, 
and  they  appear  thus : — 


It  matters  little,  except  you  have  to  keep  a 
shade  lower  on  your  object.  In  all  kinds  of 
shooting  I  look  at  my  object  with  both  eyes 
open,  and  for  fast  work,  I  bring  my  rifle  to  my 
shoulder  quickly,  place  the  bead  of  the  front 
sight  on  the  object,  and  pull— this  is  very 
effective  in  deer  shooting,  and  I  have  had  the 
very  best  of  results.  The  average  beginner, 
and  some  of  the  old  school  shooters,  think  they 
have  to  get  the  bead  of  the  front  sight  into 
the  V  of  the  back  sight,  which  to  me  is  im- 
possible, if  you  wish  to  dp  quick  work.  The 
peep  sight  is  all  right  for  target  and  long 
range  shooting,  but,  as  I  said  before,  lor 
quick  short  distance  work,  such  as  deer 
hunting,  where  time  enters  into  considera- 
tion, give  me  the  open  sight,  without  any 
V's  or  wings  to  obstruct  the  object. 

Have  you  ever  tried  sighting  a  rifle  in  this 
way?  If  not,  take  your  .22,  file  down  the 
back  sight  so  that  it  will  appear  as  a  straight 
bar,  and  try  it  on  a  target,  and  I  think, 
after  you  have  fired  a  few  rounds,  you  will 
agree  with  my  contention. 

I  would  like  to  hear  from  some  of  your 
readers  on  this  subject. 


A  German  Luger 

P.  G.  Peerless  > 


I  am  sending  as  I  had  promised,  a  picture 
of  the  German  automatic  pistol  I  mentioned 
in  my  last  letter.  The  photo  is  too  small 
to  reproduce  so  I  have  drawn  the  pistol  full 
size  so  that  you  can  see  it  better. 

This  particular  pistol  was  taken  off  the 
body  of  dead  German  officer  somewhere  near 
Ypres,  and  has  hardly  been  used  to  judge 
by  its  condition. 

I  will  describe  it  as  fully  as  possible. 
Length  over  all  is  8  Yz  inches.  Depth  over  all, 
o%  inches.  Capacity  of  magazine  about 
10  shots.    Length  of  breech  4  inches.  Both 


I 


rear  and  front  sights.  Weight  of  pistol  is 
32  ounces.  Caliber,  uncertain  just  what  it  is, 
as  the  marking  under  the  barrel  is  8.82  M.M. 
It  is  nearly  .38  caliber. 

I  have  marked  my  drawing  to  illustrate 
various  things.  By  pressing  the  button  (2) 
the  magazine  (3)  can  be  withdrawn.  Four 
(4)  is  a  square  shaped  loop  for  attaching 
lanyard.  Some  fellows  say  it  is  for  a  stock. 
At  Y  the  date  is  marked  1913.  At  Z  there 
is  a  crown  and  underneath  it  is  the  word 
"Erfurt." 

The  knurled  knob  is  a  means  whereby 
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Learn  to  break  the  targets 
this  month— 

And  you  won't  miss  the 
ducks  next  month— 

The  duck  season  is  short  and  holidays  limited.  The 
average  man  does  not  get  enough  practice  in  actual  duck 
shooting  to  become  an  expert.  But  there  is  no  "close 
season"  for  the  clay  pigeon,  no  long  trips  to  the  hunting 
grounds  with  the  uncertainty  of  finding  birds  when  you  get 
there. 

So  why  not  decide  to  take  up  Trapshooting?  Why  not 
learn  to  break  the  targets  this  month,  so  you  won't  miss  the 
ducks  next  month? 

It  will  perfect  your  aim  and  your  ability  to  judge 
distances  and  speed.  You  will  find  the  same  fascination 
in  shooting  at  swiftly  flying  discs  and  just  as  keen  satisfac- 
tion in  hitting  them  as  if  ducks  were  your  targets. 

Trapshooting  is  in  itself  a  very  fascinating  sport  and 
the  one  way  for  the  average  man  to  become  a  skilled  and 
accurate  shot. 

We  will  be  glad  to  send  you  on  application  a  copy 
of  our  booklet,  "THE  SPORT  ALLURING,"  which 
is  interestingly  written  and  illustrated  and  contains 
much  elementary  and  expert  information  on  the  art 
and  sport  of  trapshooting.  Send  for  a  copy  of  "THE 
SPORT  ALLURING." 

E.  I.  Du  Pont  De  Nemours  &  Company 
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the  breech  may  be  opened  by 
hand.    This  is  done  by  catch- 
ing hold  of  it  firmly  and  slightly 
raising  and  at  the  same  time  pullinng 
back.    It  the  magazine  is  empty  it 
stays  Pack. 

Of  course,  if  there  is  a  cartridge  in  the 
magazine  it  will  not  stay  back,  but  when 
released  pushes  the  cartridge  into  the  breech. 
When  fired  the  recoil  pushes  A  against  B 
which  forces  upward  and  opens  the  breech, 
extracts  the  case  and  the  foreward  movement 
pushes  in  another  cartridge. 

By  pulling  down  catch  (1)  the  plate  (G) 
contains  a  small  lever,  operated  by  the 
trigger,  which  releases  the  firing  pin  when  the 
trigger  is  pressed. 

The  pistol  can  be  taken  to  pieces  (I  mean  all 
the  working  parts,  firing  pin  included)  except 
the  recoil  springs  which  I  have  not  removed, 
without  using  any  tools  of  any  description. 

The   whole  pistol  is  finished  a  good  dead 


black,  more 
black  than  blue 
anyway.  Hop- 
ing that  this 
may  be  of  interest. 

Ed.  Note. — This  is 
a  Luger  pistol.  Evi- 
dently a  9  M.M.  I 
have  seen  quite  a  few* 
captured  pistols  just  ° 
like  it  in  the  last  six  months.    The  drawing 
is  so  good  that  I  want  to  congratulate  you 
upon  your  ability  as  a  draftsman. 


A  Homemade  Target  Pistol 


J.  H.  Chisholm 


Having  followed  the  game  ot  target  shooting 
with  the  .22  long  rifle  for  several  years  I 
decided  to  try  the  pistol  also. 

I  had  had  some  experience  with  revolvers, 
principally  pocket  revolvers  of  the  cheaper 
makes  which  leave  much  to  be  desired  for 
target  work.  I  also  had  one  of  those  old 
.44  cap  and  ball  Colt's  that  usually  fired 
three  or  four  chambers  at  once. 

Later  came  a  Colt's  double  action  Army  .45 
with  iy2  inch  barrel.  None  of  these  were 
adapted  to  target  shooting  and  being  expens- 
ive to  shoot  my  choice  naturally  fell  on  the  .22 
single  shot  target  pistol. 

Pistols  cannot  be  purchased  without  a 
permit  and  these  permits  are  hard  to  secure 
so  the  only  thing  left  to  do  was  to  make  a 
pistol  out  of  a  small  rifle. 


After  examining  several  rifles  I  found  the 
Hamilton  would  be  the  easiest  to  alter,  so 
purchased  a  number  27  of  the  above  make 
and  started  in.  The  stock  was  first  removed, 
a  piece  cut  off  the  tangs  and  new  screw  holes 
made  for  attaching  the  pistol  giip.  Next  the 
stock  was  made  from  a  piece  of  dry,  hard  wood 
and  shaped  to  fit  the  hand  as  nearly  as  the 
design  of  the  weapon  would  permit. 

The  barrel  jacket  was  then  removed  and  the 
barrel  cut  off  to  10  inches,  the  muzzle  filed  flat 
and  finished  with  an  ordinary  rose  counter- 
sink. A  small  section  of  the  jacket  was  left 
on  the  rear  end  of  the  barrel  to  hold  the  sight. 
The  fore-end  was  removed  and  the  opening 
in  the  forward  part  of  the  receiver  filled  with 
a  piece  of  hard  wood,  the  joint  screw  passing 
through  and  holding  it  inplace. 
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DuPont 

Smokeless  Powders 

for  reduced  and  mid-range  charges  with  gas-check  or 
metal-cased  bullets  in  high-power  military 
and  sporting  cartridges. 

Improved  Military  Rifle  Powder  No.  18 
Sporting  Rifle  Powder  No  80 

Write  for  Descriptive  Data 
Rifle  Smokeless  Division 

E.  I.  du  Pont  de  Nemours  &  Company 

WILMINGTON,  DELAWARE. 

U.S.A. 


Let  your  trap  gun  purchase  be  a  PARKER.  Be  one 
of  the  thousands  of  satisfied  PARKER  Gun  users. 

PARKER  Guns  are  made  by  gun  experts.  The  purchaser  of 
a  PARKER  Gun  receives  in  good  substantial  gun  value,  the 
benefits  of  experience  in  gun  manufacturing  of  over  50  years. 


Once  you  have  used  the  PARKER,  you  will  never  be 
satisfied  with  anything  but  the  BEST. 

Eventually  you  will  shoot  the  PARKER.    Why  not  now  ? 

Send  for  catalogue  and  free  booklet  about  20  bore  guns. 

PARKER  BROS.,  M^?r  Meriden,  Conn.,  U.S.A. 

New  York  Salesrooms,  25?Murray  St. 
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The  same  spring  that  operates 
the  hammer  also  acts  as  a  trigger 
spring  and  of  course  the  trigger 
receives  the  same  strain  as  the 
hammer  making  the  pull  very 
hard.  This  was  overcome  by 
cutting  a  piece  off  the  spring 
and  putting  a  pin  through  the 
receiver  from  side  to  side  on  which 
the  spring  now  rests. 

A  new  trigger  spring  was 
made,  the  receiver  drilled  and 
tapped  and  the  spring  fitted  and 
screwed  down  to  place,  giving  a 
pull  of  about  one  pound.  The 
hammer  spur  was  bent  up  some- 
what to  facilitate  cocking,  the 
front  of  the  trigger  sharply 
checked  and  the  cocking  notch 
polished. 

The  trigger  guard  was  bent 
into  a  neater  shape  and  the 
portion  which  formed  a  pistol 
giip  on  the  rifle,  straightened, 
and  fitted  into  the  front  of  the 
new  stock  making  the  stock 
much  more  rigid. 

The  sights  are  from  a  1902 
Winchester,  the  rear  one  just  as 
it  came  and  the  front  filed  down 
to  suitable  proportions  for  the 
small  barrel.  After  these  were 
dovetailed  on,  the  entire  pistol 
was  given  a  coat  of  black  enamel 
and  the  job  was  complete  except 
sighting  in. 


1 


This  was  done  on  a  Winchester  gallery 
target  at  fifteen  feet,  using  Dominion  .22 
short  Lesmok  ammunition,  and  filing  down 
the  front  sight  until  the  correct  elevation 
was  secured. 

The  pistol  is  very  accurate,  as  the  accom- 
panying out  will  show.  The  target  illustrated 
is  the  best  I  have  secured  to  date  and  shows 


a  score  of  47  out  of  50  on  a  bull  the  size 
of  a  dime,  at  15  feet,  offhand  shooting. 
Several  scores  of  44  and  45  have  been  made 
at  the  same  distance. 

The  completed  pistol  weighs  about  20 
ounces,  and  is  very  nicely  balanced.  The 
total  cost  amounted  to  $3.00. 
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The  Spoon  That 

Hooks 'emEvery  Time! 


The  position  of  the  HOOK  is  the  reason.  Hook 
releases  when  fish  strikes  and  sudden  stop  when 
hook  reaches  end  of  slot  sets  the 


hook  firmly  into  jaw. 
Darts  and  dives  just  like  a  real  fish.  Catches 
more  than  any  other  spoon  or  wooden  minnow. 
Great  for  all  game  fish  such  as  Black  Bass, 
Trout,  Musky,  Pike,  Salmon,  Cod,  Tarpon, 
etc.    Made  in  six  sizes.    Ask  your  dealer  for 

KNOWLES  AUTOMATIC  STRIKER 

or  we  will  send  it  postpaid.  Fully  Guaranteed. 

Catalog  free.   Finishes:  SILVER— SILVER  and  COPPER— BRASS 

length   1%"     2V8n     234"     3^n     4V2n    1  5K" 

Priceeach.        35c  35c  55c  75c  90c  $1.25 

S.E.KNOWLES,79Sherwood  BIdg.,  San  Francisco, Cal. 


KEATINGS 

POWDER 


VC/±  Insects  carrv  disease— 
Kill  them  all!  Every 
t  fly,  flea,  bug,  insect, 
cockroach,  mosquito,  wasp, 
beetle, moth  and  ant  dies  from 
one  contact  with  Keating'*?. 

mmmmm 


HOTEL  ST.  JAMES 

Times  Square.  New  York  City 

Tust  off  Broadway  at  109-113  W.  45th  St. 
3  Blocks  from  Grand  Central  Station. 

Conducted  by  a  Canadian. 


Much  favored 
by  women  trav- 
elling without 
escort. 


40  Theatres,  all 
principal  shops 
and  churches, 
3  to  5  minutes' 
walk. 


2  minutes  of 
all  subways,  %' 
roads,  surface 
cars,  bus  lines. 

All  Outside 
Rooms 

Hot  and  Cold 
Running  Water 
in  every  room. 
With  adjoining  bath  .  .  from  $1.50  up 
With  private  bath   .   .   .   from  $2.50  up 
Sitting  room,  bedroom,  bath,  from  *5  up 
W.  Johnson  Quinn,  Mgr. 
Formerly  of  Hotel  Webster 


Pffff. 

of  Today 


B.S.A.  rifle  is  play- 
ing as  important  a  part 
in  the  enforcement,  of  terms 
as  it  did  in  the  winning  of  the 
great  victory. 

Thousands  of  soldiers  of  the 
Allies  are  marching  through 


t 


armed*  with 


are 

Germany  today 
B.S.A.'s. 

Merit  Established 

The  B.S.A.  proved  its  merit 
in  the  War.  As  long  as 
memory  lasts  the  B.S.A.  rifle 
must  be  associated  with  the 
stubborn  defense  against  the 
pitiless  aggression  of  the  enemy 
and  with  the  final  triumph 
of  Allied  Arms. 

Future  B.S.A.  products  must 
benefit  from  the  remarkable 
war-time  effort  and  experience 
of  the  makers. 

With  these  prospects  for  the 
future  we  shall  deal  in  our 
next  month's  announcement 
in  this  journal. 
Further  information  and  rifle  booklet 

sent  free  on  request.    Write  for  it. 
THE  B  I  R  M  INGHAM  SMALL 
ARMS  COMPANY,  LIMITED 

Dept.  12,  Birmingham,  England 

Canadian  Representative — 
F.  E.  Fraser,  241  Besvei-  Hall  Hill 
Montreal,  P.  Q. 


m 


■ 


324 


ROD  AND  GUN  IN  CANADA 


Queries  and  Answers 


A  Letter  From  Alberta. 

Editor,  Guns  <fc  Ammunition  Dept. 

I  have  just  finished  reading  the  February 
number  and  am  in  bed  suffering  with  pleurisy 
and  am  writing  this  partly  to  pass  the  time 
and  if  it  gets  me  into  trouble  hope  that  by 
that  time  I  will  be  up  and  able  to  protect 
myself. 

I  am  sorry  that  I  do  not  see  more  letters 
from  good  old  Alberta  as  no  doubt  it  is 
second  to  none  for  both  shooting  and  fishing* 
or  we  might  say  for  Rifle,  Gun  and  Rod.  The 
prairie,  I  am  sorry  to  say,  cannot  boast  of 
anything  in  the  line  of  large  game  but  we 
have  an  abundance  of  piairie  grouse,  chickens, 
snipe,  ducks* and  cranes.  In  some  parts  there 
are  still  a  few  antelope  but  I  am  very  glad 
that  they  are  protected. 

It  would  take  up  too  much  space  to  describe 
the  different  varieties  but  it  is  sufficient  to 
say  there  an.  several  kinds  of  snipe,  which 
are  scarcely  ever  shot  as  there  always  seems 
to  be  something  larger  about  to  shoot  at. 
Ten  or  fifteen  kinds  of  ducks  and  four  or 
five  kinds  of  geese  add  to  the  sport  and  of 
course  we  have  the  most  sport  with  the  ducks, 
geese  and  grouse. 

For  our  larger  game  we  have  to  go  off  the 
prairie  to  the  timbered  part  of  the  country, 
and  there  you  can  find  everything  from  the 
little  white  tail  deer  to  the  king  of  the  forest, 
the  moose.  It  is  quite  a  sensation,  even 
for  an  old  deer  hunter  on  his  first  moose  hunt, 
to  hear  several  moose  move  off  through  the 
brush  while  he  can  see  nothing.  They  have 
gotten  his  wind  or  something  has  gone  wrong 
and  they  get  wise  to  his  location.  It  sounds 
like  a  runaway  team  and  wagon. 

I  am  not  going  to  say  anything  about  fish, 
only  that  we  have  lots  of  them  any  place  where 
the  water  is  good.  Of  course  our  sloughs  and 
marshes  have  no  fish  as  they  have  no  running 
water.  The  North  country  is  full  of  lakes 
teaming  with  pike,  pickerel  and  white  fish, 
also  several  other  varieties  and  the  foot  hills 
and  small  streams  have  good  trout  fishing. 
Nuff-sed — as  I  am  no  fisherman. 

Now  what  I  really  wanted  to  talk  about  was 
guns.  I  am  quite  a  gun  crank  in  my  own 
small  way  and  a  fair  shot,  both  with  rifle  and 
shotgun,  and  have  managed  to  gather  a 
few  trophies.  The  best  duck  shooting  I 
have  ever  done  was  23  birds  out  of  25  shots, 
with  three  misses  and  one  double  on  two 
birds  with  one  shot.  Now  that  may  sound 
easy  to  lots  of  sports.    To  hear  some  people 


talk,  it  really  is  nothing  but  let  me  say  that 
in  fifteen  years'  shooting  I  have  never  seen  it 
beaten.  Of  course  I  am  talking  of  wing 
shooting. 

At  the  present  time  I  have  two  shotguns, 
one  12  and  one  20  gauge,  both  made  by  the 
A.  H.  Fox  Gun  Co.,  one  single  semi  auto  22 
made  in  Belgium,  by  Pieper,  one  24  inch 
barrel  Stevens  Favorite  .22,  one  .30-30  Win- 
chester carbine  with  stock  remodeled  and 
checked  and  one  cartridge  length  cut  off  the 
magazine,  and  last  but  not  least,  a  .303 
British  Ross. 

The  shotguns  are  both  good  shooting  guns 
but  if  you  want  hard  shooting  and  game  take 
the  12.  In  my  opinion  the  20  gauge  shotgun 
is  a  toy.  Of  course  in  the  brush  country  I 
believe  it  would  be  fine  as  it  is  light  and 
quick  to  handle  but — "Oh  Boy!" — on  the 
prairie  where  the  big  mallard  gets  up  with  its 
heavy  coat  of  feathers,  the  20  gauge  is  too 
light  in  the  punch.  My  idea  of  a  gun  to  be 
any  good  for  actual  shooting  is  a  reliable 
make  12  gauge  loaded  with  3}4  drams  smoke- 
less and  13^  ozs.  of  number  3  shot.  Of 
course  the  gun  must  fit  the  man  or  he  cannot 
do  good  shooting  with  it  but  that  load  in  a 
good  gun  will  get  the  ducks.  It  will  not 
leave  as  many  cripples  for  foxes,  hawks,  and 
crows  and  as  far  as  choke  in  a  gun  is  concerned, 
if  you  are  a  good  shot  you  should  have  a  good 
close  shooting,  hard  hitting  gun,  but  for  the 
average  shot  or  under,  I  believe  a  modified 
choke  is  the  best. 

About  the  rifles — I  am  not  going  to  say 
much  about  the  .22's  as  one  .22  is  as  good  as 
another  as  long  as  they  are  good  shooters,  and 
if  they  do  not  shoot  good  they  are  of  no  use 
to  anyone. 

The  class  of  game  hunted  with  a  .22  is 
usually  not  very  savage  and  in  this  country, 
is  not  very  scarce.  You  are  out  mostly 
for  practice  and  no  doubt  one  can  get  a  lot 
of  practice  with  a  .22  but  the  .30-30  carbine 
changes  everything.  With  it  you  have 
different  game  in  view.  I  think  the  ideal, 
place  for  a  .30-30  carbine  is  in  the  brush.  Of 
course  if  you  have  long  shots  it  is  not  up  to 
the  mark  but  in  the  brush  200  yards  is  a  very 
long  shot  and  I  believe  that  three  fourths  of 
the  game  is  shot  at  less 'than  100  yards.  The 
little  .30-30  is  ideal  for  handling  fast.  You 
can  carry  it  almost  like  a  pistol  and  crawl 
through  brush  with  very  little  noise,  where 
if  you  have  a  heavy  weight  long  rifle  it  takes 
both  hands  and  far  more  care. 
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HASSLERS 

for  all 
lord  Passenger 1 
Cars 


30 

of  each 
dollar 
saved ! 


TRADE  MARK  REGISTERED 

Shack  Absorber 

patented 

The  Hassler  Guarantee!  ''Absolute  satisfaction  or  your  money  back." 

£NUPPOSE  your  garageman  gave  you  a  check  for  SO 
cents  every  time  you  spent  a  dollar  for  tires  and  re- 
pairs? Suppose  he  gave  you  a  check  each  year  for  a  third  of  the  depreci- 
ation you  know  has  taken  place  in  your  Ford  Car  or  Ford  One-Ton  Truck?  It 
amounts  to  exactly  the  same  thing  when  you  equip  with  Hassler  Shock  Ab- 
sorbers. At  least  30%  of  your  tire  and  repair  cost  is  saved  outright,  because 
the  road  shocks  and  vibrations  are  cushioned  before  they  reach  the  vital  and 
weighty  parts  of  the  machine.  This  elimination  of  vibration  also  reduces 
(££W3sog9-  the  depreciation  loss  in  the  same  proportion.  There  is  real  econ- 
omy— a  real  worth  while  saving!  Of  course,  you  know  how 
much  more  satisfactory  your  car  will  ride  if  you  have 
Hasslers  on  it.  The  added  comfort  alone  is  worth 
far  more  than  they  cost.  n 


CZ3 


lm  JOHN  BROWN  =o. 


10  DAY  TRIAL  OFFER 


^AOF  MAR* 

HASSLERS 
'DOUBLE 
01-  TWINS" 


Don't  ride  without  Hasslers  because  someone  tries  to  discourage  you. 
*  They  are  a  quality  product — worth  their  price.  The  Hassler  dealer 
in  your  vicinity  will  put  them  on  for  10-days'  trial.  Your  money  re- 
funded if  you  say  so.  Write  for  name  of  dealer  and  Trial  Blank. 


ROBERT  H.  HASSLER,  Ltd. 

For  Ford  ?5S  Trucks,Too !  „  .. 313  *herman  Ave-  Nort<v  _ 

Hamilton,  Ontario,  CANADA 


Have  shown  the  greatest  improvements  of  any  collars  offered  to  the  trade  since  1879.  Therslit 
over  the  re-inforced  button-hole,  prevents  the  button  pressing  on  the  neck,  and  allows  freedom 
in  adjusting  tie.  The  Flexible  Tabs  prevent  breaking  at  the  front  fold.  Worn  by  sportsmen, 
automobile  owners,  merchants,  mechanics,  railway  employees,  and  hvfact,by  everybody.  Sold 
by  the  best  dealers  in  every  city.    MADE  IN  CANADA,  by 

THE  PARSONS  &  PARSONS  CANADIAN  CO.  -  -  -  -  HAMILTON,  CANADA 
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Then  again,  one  can  walk  much  farther  and 
not  be  tired  witn  a  light  gun  and  it  comes  in 
very  handy,  when  used  as  a  walking  stick 
on  a  slippery  side  hill.  Taking  everything 
into  consideration,  light  weignt  of  rifle,  quick 
handling,  light  and  easy  to  get  ammunition, 
easy  to  clean  and  keep  clean  and  fairly  hard 
hitting,  I  think  for  the  average  game  it  is 
almost  ideal.  Most  hunters,  or  would  be 
hunters,  claim  it  is  too  light  for  moose  and 
while  I  have  killed  moose  with  the  .30-30 
probably  it  is  a  little  light.  That  is  why  I 
have  the  .303  British  Ross.  As  yet  I  have  not 
had  the  opportunity  to  try  it  but  hope  to  have 
this  opportunity  next  fail  and  if  all  goes  well 
I  believe  that  it  will  deliver  the  goods.  All 
I  have  against  it  at  the  present  is  the  weight 
and  the  jump  for  offhand  shooting. 

Sometimes  I  overshoot  unless  I  am  very 
careful  and  when  game  is  going  out  of  sight 
I  like  to  know  that  when  the  bead  swings  on 
and  I  pull  that  the  recoil  is  not  going  to  put 
the  bullet  somewhere  in  the  brush  above  the 
game.  Probably,  with  a  little  shooting, 
that  will  disappear . 

Right  here  let  me  say  thai  if  I  cannot  hold 
down  the  .303  it  will  stay  at  home  and  the  20 
inch  barreled  .30-30  will  go  with  me  and  it 
can  deliver  the  goods  too. 

Now  to  try  and  sum  up: — What  the  ama- 
teur hunter  should  use,  in  my  estimation — I 
do  not  expect  to  tackle  the  Newton  class  or  the 
professional  target  shot  but  I  have  tackled 
some  of  them  on  the  wrong  side  sometimes. 
These  people  generally  have  plenty  of  money 
and  it  is  a  hobby  with  them. 

For  the  amateur  I  will  start  and  sum  up 
with  the  shotgun.  Get  a  12  gauge,  double 
gun,  left  full  choke  and  right  modified.  Do 
get  the  drop,  length  and  general  dimensions 
ot  stock  to  fit  and  if  you  do  not  like  a  doublt, 
gun  get  a  model  1897  Winchester  and  you  will 
have  a  very  safe  pump  gun.  Get  the  modified 
choke  barrel. 

For  the  .22  get  any  good  reliable  make, 
priced  so  that  you  can  still  buy  ammunition 
and  practice.  Do  not  forget  that  one  shot 
that  is  not  cleaned  out  is  just  as  bad  as  fifty 
so  do  not  spare  the  oil.  Keep  your  rifle 
clean.  A  rifle  should  never  be  placed  away 
for  keeping  unless  it  has  been  well  cleaned 
and  well  oiled. 

I  personally  have  no  use  for  the  smaller 
calibered  rifles,  between  the  .22  and  the  .30-30. 
I  have  shot  such  rifles  as  the  .25-20  and  no 
doubt  in  many  parts  of  the  country  they  are 
quite  valuable,  but  here  they  are  no  good  as 


they  are  too  expensive  to  practice  with  and 
when  you  are  after  deer  if  you  cannot  buy 
a  .30-30  carbine,  better  borrow  one. 

If  you  are  after  moose,  I  have  very  little 
to  say  as  for  my  part  I  would  like  something 
different  from  anything  that  I  have  seen.  I 
think  a  .303  or  .30-40-220,  put  up  like  a  .30-30 
carbine  would  be  fine  but  you  cannot  get 
it  so  take  a  .303  or  .30-40  or  some  other  large 
"shoulder  ache"  and  do  your  best. 

Alberta.  Uncle  Dudley. 


The  .43  Mauser. 

Editor,  Guns  3c  Ammunition  Dept. 

I  have  just  purchased  a  .43  Mauser  car- 
bine. Is  it  a  good  gun  for  moose  and  deer? 
Has  \X  much  recoil?  Can  you  tell  me  where 
to  get  a  reloading  outfit  for  this  .43  Mauser? 

Vulcan,  Alta.  Wilbert  Rutter. 

Reply. — The  Dominion  Cartridge  Co.  loads 
this  cartridge  with  78  grains  of  black  powder 
and  a  395  grain  bullet.  At  that  rate  it  would 
be  a  more  powerful  weapon  than  the  .45-70. 
It  would  undoubtedly  be  a  good  killer 'on 
moose  and  deer.  It  would  have  about  as 
much  recoil  as  a  .45-70  rifle  of  the  same 
weight.    This  would  be  a  fairly  heavy  recoil. 

I  do  not  know  where  you  could  secure  ? 
reloading  tool  for  this  cartridge. — Editor. 


Reduced  Loads  for  the  .256  Newton. 

Editor,  Guns  Sc  Ammunition  Dept. 

Using  the  .256  Newton  with  48  grains  of 
DuPont  number  15  and  the  101  and  86  grain 
spitzer  bullets,  what  muzzle  velocity  would  I 
'get? 

How  would  this  combination  compare  with 
the  .25  caliber  Springfield-Niedner? 

How  would  the  87  grain  spitzer  of  the 
.250-3000  Savage  work  in  the  .256  with  46 
grains  of  15? 

Creston,  B.C.  Reader. 

Reply — Not  any  of  these  loads  would 
work  at  all  because  the  bullets  are  all  .006 
too  small  for  the  bore  of  the  .256  rifle,  it  is  the 
one  thing  that  has  kept  the  .256  from  being 
the  most  popular  rifle  made  in  the  last  15 
years.  You  cannot  get  accuracy  even, 
velocity  or  anything  else  from  any  of  these 
combinations  because  the  powder  would 
not  burn  properly,  and  the  bullets  would 
blow  thiough  the  barrel  like  shot. 

Newton  certainly  made  a  mistake  when  he 
did  not  make  a  .250  for  the  same  style  cart- 
ridge.— Editor. 
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CLARK'S 
PREPARED  FOODS 

Please  remember  Mr.  Canadian  Sportsman  that  Clark's 
can  give  you  the  finest  selection  of  Canned  Foods  for 
Camp  use  and  that  they  are 

MADE  IN  CANADA 

Corned  Beef,  Roast  Beef,  Roast  Mutton,  Loaf  Meats, 
Cooked  Tripe,  Beefsteak  and  Onions,  Stewed  Kidney, 
Ox  and  Lunch  Tongues,  Potted  Meats,  Concentrated 
Soups,  Pork  and  Beans,  Peanut  Butter,  Tomato  Ketchup,  Spaghetti 
with  Tomato  Sauce  and  Cheese,  Canadian  Boiled  Dinner,  etc.,  etc. 

PERFECTLY  COOKED  AND  READY  TO  SERVE 
YOUR  GROCER  HAS  THEM  INSIST  ON  CLARK S 

W.  CLARK,  LIMITED,  MONTREAL 


Hardy's  The  Great  British  Specialists 

In  "Palakona"  Regd.  Split  Bamboo  Fishing  Rods 


Manufacturers  to 

HI8  MAJESTY 
KING  GEORGE  V. 


THE  GREAT 
ENGLISH  FIELD 
says,  "  We  must, 
never  forget  that  it 
is  to  HARDY 
Bros,  of  Alnwick  we 
owe  the  supremacy 
we  have  achieved  as 
Rod  makers. 


THE  "DE  LUXE"  ROD,  made  of  Steel -hard  "PALAKONA"  is  Hardy's  latest 
design  in  single-handed  rods  for  wet  or  dry  fly  fishing. 

IT  is  the  product  of  the  largest,  and  best  equippedfactory,  supervised  by  the 
champion  Professional  Fly  Casters  and  Anglers  in  Europe,  "Hardy's."  Don't 
forget  that  as  wages  in  Great  Britain  are  75%  less  than  in  America  we  can 
give  greater  value  in  high  class  hand  work.  All  our  rods  are  hand  made  by  ex- 
perts whose  lives  have  been  spent  at  this  work,  for  which  50  GOLD  MEDALS 
nave  been  awarded.  Length  9-ft.,  weight  5J^  ozs.;  9-ft.  6-ins.,  weight  b%  ozs.; 
10-ft.,  weight  6  ozs.    All  fitted  with  Hardy's  patent  screw  grip  reel  fittings. 

DRY  FLIES— As  made  by  us  for  the  late  F.  M.  Halford 
Esq.,  for  whom  we  also  made  rods,  etc. 

GUT  CASTS — The  Anglo-American  tapered  mist  color 
No.  1  medium,  No.  2  fine,  as  made  for  Mr.  Halford. 

Stout  to  4X  Ditto,  Ditto  to  3X,  Stout  Lake  to  fine,  Ditto* 
to  medium,  Ex-stout  to  MEDIUM,  Ex-stout  to  stout,  6  ft. 

We  will  be  pleased  to  quote  prices  on  receipt  of  inquiry. 

Hardy  Bros.,Manufactory  Alnwick,  England 
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Various  Queries. 

Editor,  Guns  &  Ammunition  Dept. 

I  have  a  shotgun  with  all  the  polish  rubbed 
off.  What  would  I  use  for  rubbing  it  and 
where  would  I  obtain  the  material? 

I  am  reloading  .30-30  Winchester  cartridge 
and  would  like  to  know  if  I  could  use  the  soft 
point  spitzer  150  grain  bullet  in  it.  Would 
the  soft  point  bullets  flatten  in  the  magazine 
If  so  could  I  cut  off  the  points  of  the  full 
patched  bullets  and  use  these? 

How  is  the  .256  Newton  rifle  for  shooting 
large  game? 

Will  a  26  inch  full  choke  barrel  shoot  as 
close  and  as  hard  as  a  30  inch  full  choke,  in 
pump  guns? 

Is  the  bottom  ejector  of  the  Remington 
pump  as  reliable  as  the  Winchester  and 
Stevens  side  ejectors  pumps?    Which  is  the 
better  shooter  of  these  three? 
Rosthern.  J.  B.  Darkson. 

Reply. — If  you  mean  the  stock  is  rubbed, 
use  rough  and  then  fine  sandpaper  to  get  it 
smooth.  Then  rub  linseed  oil  in  with  the 
hand.  If  the  bluing  is  rubbed  off,  rubbing 
will  just  take  more  of  it  off.  Better  send  it 
back  to  the  factory  for  rebluing. 

I  would  not  advise  reloading  with  spitzer 
bullets  in  a  .30-30  rifle  with  tubular  mar^zine 
like  the  Winchester  and  Marlin  rifles.  The 
cartridges  might  discharge  in  the  magazine 
For  use  as  a  single  shot,  the  load  would  be 
splendid.  You  could  use  the  rifle  as  a  two 
shot  rifle,  one  in  the  barrel  and  another  in 
the  magazine. 

The  .256  Newton  is  a  good  big  game  cart- 
ridge. I  have  heard  some  complaints.  I 
have  heard  complaints  about  every  cartridge 
since  David  used  a  slingshot. 

A  26  inch  full  choke  barrel  will  shoot  nearly 
as  hard  as  a  30  inch  but  the  pattern  will  not 
be  as  even  and  the  recoil  of  a  26  inch  barrel 
gun  always  feels  mean  somehow.  Gun 
balances  and  swings  stubby  also. 

I  consider  the  Remington  every  bit  as 
good  a  gun  as  the  Winchester  and  I  do  not 
consider  that  the  equal  of  either  of  these 
two  has  ever  been  produced  in  a  repeating 
shotgun . — Editor. 


250-3000  and  .30  Rimless. 

Editor,  Guns  Sc  Ammunition  Dept. 

I  was  greatly  interested  in  the  article  on 
the  .250-3000  Savage  in  the  last  issue  and  I 
am  wiiting  for  more  information. 

How  would  the  .250-3000  compare  with  the 
Remington  .30  rimless  on  deer  and  bear  and 
how  do  the  recoils  of  the  two  rifles  compare? 


Is  there  any  cartridge  made  or  could  one 
be  reloaded  for  the  .30-30  to  give  a  velocity 
approx.  3000  f .s.? 

What  velocity  is  obtained  by  the  87  grain 
Savage  bullet  and  10  grains  of  DuPont  no. 
75? 

Is  the  .250-3000  Savage  made  in  any  but 
the  takedown  style.  Is  this  rifle  powerful 
enough  to  handle  anything  heavier  than 
black  bear? 

Vancouver  G.  W.  H.  Howard. 

Reply. — Not  enough  difference  to  worry 
about.  The  recoil  of  either  is  so  light  that 
you  will  not  bother  about  it.  The  Savage 
has  the  flatter  trajectory  and  will  give  less 
trouble  from  that  standpoint.  I  would 
consider  either  rifle  good  for  deer  and  black 
bear  but  I  would  not  select  either  for  larger 
game.  Many  hunters  would  be  perfectly 
satisfied  to  hunt  large  bear  and  moose  with 
either  rifle  but  personally  I  would  desire  a 
rifle  shooting  a  much  heavier  charge. 

You  cannot  reload  the  .30-30  to  secure  3000 
f.s.  which  is  fortunate  as  none  of  the  rifles 
made  for  it  would  handle  such  a  charge. 

I  would  estimate  about  1300  f.s.  Write  to 
the  DuPont  company  for  definite  informa- 
tion. They  will  likely  make  the  test  and  tell 
you  the  exact  result. 

The  .250-3000  is  not  made  in  anything  but 
takedown  style.  Not  in  my  estimation. 
Others  may  have  a  different  opinion.-  Charles 
Newton,  who  designed  the  cartridge  set  its 
limit  at  small  .bear  and  deer. — Editor. 

Round  Ball  in  a  Shotgun. 

Editor,  Guns  Sc  Ammunition  Dept. 

Where  can  I  secure  12  gauge  shells  loaded 
with  round  bail? 

Where  can  I  secure  a  mould  for  making  the 
balls?  Please  give  directions  for  loading 
them. 

Demorestville,  Ont.  G.  E.  Johnson. 

Reply. — From  Winchester  Repeating  Arms 
Co.,  New  Haven  Conn.,  Remington  Arms, 
U.M.G.  Co.,  233  Broadway,  New  York  City, 
or  Dominion  Cartridge  Co. 

I  do  not  know  where  you  can  secure  such  a 
mould  unless  James  Brock,  London,  Ont.,  can 
make  one  for  you. 

These  balls  are  loaded  by  cutting  holes  in 
felt  wads  and  seating  these  wads  both  under 
and  over  the  ball  to  hold  it  in  the  middle  of  the 
shell.  You  had  better  depend  upon  factory 
loads. — Editor. 

Various  Inquiries. 

Editor,  Guns  Sc  Ammunition  Dept. 

What  is  your  opinion  of  the  Savage  model 
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The  three  words  that 
tell  the  whole  ^lory  of 
a  perf edl  cup  of  coffee, 
from  plantation  to 
breakfast  table  

"Seal  Brand"  Coffee. 

In  ^2,  1  and  2  pound  tins.   Whole — ground — pulverized — also 
fine  ground  for  Percolators.   Never  sold  in  bulk.  is7 

CHASE  &  SANBORN,  MONTREAL. 


J 


TELLS  HOW  FAR  YOU  WALK 

[HE  AMERICAN  PEDOMETER 

tegulates  to  Step  and  Registers  Exact  Dis- 
tances  Simple,  Accurate,  Durable. 

Indispensable  to  every  lov- 
er of  outdoor  sport  and  es- 
pecially to  those  who  love 
WALKING.   Instructive  be- 
cause of  value  in  determining 
distances;   a   necessary  ad- 
junct to  compass  and  as  use- 
ful to  SPORTSMEN.  It  fur- 
nishes the  true  solution  of 
many  a  disputed  question  of 
how  far  it  is  to  or  fiom  vari- 
ious  points.  Best  of 
all  it  is  a  wonder- 
ful health  promotor 
because  its  interest- 
ing notations  afford 
real    incentive  for 
WALKING.  Whe- 
ther you  walk  for 
health,  business  or 
pleasure — anywhere, 
everywhere.  the 
AMERICAN  Pedo- 
meter tells  the  whole 
story   of  just  how 
far  you  have  trav- 
elled. 

FULLY 
GUARANTEED 
One  Hundred  Mile 
Pedometer,  $1.75 
Sold  by  all  Dealers  or  Direct 

AMERICAN  PEDOMETER  COMPANY 

902  Chapel  St.,  New  Haven,  Conn. 

E.  &  A.  GUNTHER  CO.      -      Toronto,  Canada 
Agents  for  the  Dominion  of  Canada 


No  Trouble  to  Prepare 


Reindeer  Coffee 

or 

Reindeer  Cocoa 


Just  Add  Boiling  Water 

Handy  for  home  use,  at  picnics, 
hunting,  fishing  or  camping. 

BORDEN  MILK  CO. 

MONTREAL 


Contain 
both 
Milk 
and 
Sugar 
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1905  target  rifle?  Would  it  be  good  for 
rabbits,  gophers  and  other  small  game  with 
the  sights  that  come  on  it? 

What  is  the  best  gun  to  buy  for  coyotes  and 
wolves  at  ranges  up  to  600  yards  and  would 
a  .30-30  Winchester  or  Marlin  carbine  be  as 
good  as  a  .303  British  model  1895  Winchester? 

What  is  the  best  way  to  clean  rifles  with 
ammonia  and  what  form  do  you  get  it  in 
for  this  purpose? 

Vandura,  Sask.  G.  A.  Lewis. 

Reply — This  would  be  a  good  little  rifle 
for  your  purpose  but  it  is  not  as  good  as  the 
model  1914  repeater  made  by  the  same  con- 
cern. Of  course  it  is  cheaper.  The  sights 
on  the  rifle  are  real  good  but  the  front  sight 
had  better  be  a  gold  bead. 

The  .303  British  Winchester,  when  fitted 
with  a  peep  receiver  rear  sight,  would  be  a 
very  good  coyote  and  wolf  rifle  but  a  coyote  or 
wolf  at  600  yards  is  a  rather  hard  mark  to  hit. 
I  would  suggest  the  .303  British  Spitzer 
cartridge  or  else  the  150  gr.  Spitzer  cartridge 
in  the  .30-1906  Winchester.  I  would  not 
consider  a  .30-30  rifle  of  much  use  for  shooting 
game  at  600  yards. 

To  clean  a  rifle  with  ammonia,  first  get  the 
ammonia,  26  per  cent.,  at  a  good  drug  store. 
Then  plug  the  breech  of  the  rifle  with  a  fired 
shell  that  has  its  neck  securely  plugged  with 
a  RUBBER  cork.  Take  a  small  piece  of 
rubber  (hose)  and  fit  it  over  the  rifle  muzzle. 
Two  inches  of  it  is  plenty.  Take  a  STEEL 
cleaning  rod  and  let  it  gently  down  ONTO  the 
lubber  plug  in  the  fired  shell  that  is  in  the 
rifle  chamber.  Then  pour  ammonia  into  the 
barrel  until  it  is  full  (the  cleaning  rod  saves 
space  in  the  barrel  that  would  otherwise  need 
to  be  filled  with  ammonia.) 

Let  it  soak  for  fifteen  minutes.  Pour  out 
and  dry  thoroughly.    Then  oil  thoroughly. 

You  can  also  clean  by  using  rags  soaked  in 
ammonia  and  then  drying  thoroughly.  The 
thing  to  watch  is  that  no  ammonia  DRIES  off 
the  inside  of  the  barrel  and  rusts  it  and  also — 
do  not  get  an  ammonia  soaked  rag  stuck  in  the 
barrel  or  it  will  rust  fast,  also  the  rest  of  the 
barrel  will  rust  at  the  same  time. — Editor. 


Brush  Shells. 

Editor,  Guns  8c  Ammunition  Dept. 

I  am  going  to  buy  a  Winchester  pump 
shotgun  with  a  full  choke  barrel  for  ducks 
and  trap  shooting  and  will  use  Brush  shells 
tor  hunting.  Please  inform  me  if  they  are 
as  good  as  claimed. 

Toronto.  A.  Ham. 

Reply. — They  are  all  right  for  the  first  shot 


when  used  in  the  brush.  They  are  particular- 
ly good  for  shooting  rabbits  in  briar  thickets 
and  similar  places.  I  have  killed  21  rabbits 
and  lost  three  cripples  out  of  25  shots  on  one 
occasion  with  these  shells.  I  do  not  consider 
that  they  pattern  evenly  enough  for  .bird 
shooting.  Often  they  are  valuable  for  shoot- 
ing birds  m  thickets,  or  for  killing  winged 
birds  that  have  run  into  briar  patches. 

Editor. 


A  16  Gauge  for  Deer  Shcoting. 

Editor,  Guns  8c  Ammunition  Dept. 

I  would  like  to  know  if  I  could  use  a  16 
gauge  single  barrel  shot  gun  for  shooting  deer? 
What  is  the  price  of  the  best  sights  for  the 
gun  and  what  is  the  recoil  of  the  gun? 

What  is  the  meaning  of  the  word  gauge? 
Levis,  Quebec.  A.  Hunter. 

Reply. — Sights,  suitable  for  a  shotgun, 
would  cost  you  about  a  dollar  per  set.  Either 
Lyman  or  Marble  are  O.K.  A  16  gauge 
Single  barrel  gun  would  probably  have  a  recoil 
of  about  25  ft.  lbs.  Depends  upon  the 
charge  and  the  weight  of  the  gun. 

A  16  gauge  is  a  gun  that  is  6f  a  size  that 
will  approximate  16  round  balls  to  the  pound. 

I  would  advise  you  to  get  a  rifle  for  I  never 
thought  much  of  deer  shooting  with  a  shot- 
gun.   Never  liked  the  idea  nor  the  results. 

Editor. 


A  Rifle  for  a  Young  Bear  Hunter. 

Editor,  Guns  8c  Ammunition  Dept. 

I  get  your  book  and  like  it  fine.  Will 
you  please  tell  me  as  soon  as  you  can  if  a 
.303  Savage  rifle  is  a  good  grizzly  bear,  moose, 
deer  and  caribou  rifle. 

Harry  Madison,  (Age  9.) 

Reply. — It  is,  but  at  the  age  of  9  you  ought 
to  do  this  kind  of  hunting  in  company  with 
older  men  or  otherwise  you  might  have  an 
accident.  The  recoil  ot  a  .303  would  be 
severe  for  you.  One  of  the  .25  caliber  rifles 
would  suit  you  much  better.  Have  some 
older  man  cut  off  the  stock  of  the  rifle  so  that 
it  will  fit  you  and  then  make  your  partner  let 
you  have  first  shot  on  easy  chances.  You 
will  have  ten  times  the  fun  and  excitement 
killing  anything  at  your  age  than  you  will 
have  ten  or  twenty  years  later,  but  don't 
try  bear  or  moose  shooting  alone. — Editor. 


Concerning  the  .32-40. 

Editor,  Guns  8c  Ammunition,  Dept. 

Do  you  consider  a  .32-40  a  good  rifle  for 
deer  and  large  game?  Is  it  a  high  power 
rifle? 


■ 
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EVINRUDE 

Detachable  Motor  for  Watercraft 

With  an  Evinrude  you  can  go  quickly,  without  row- 
ing, to  the  holes  where  big  catches  are  almost  sure. 
Distance  makes  no  difference  to  an  Evinrude  owner. 

Variable  speed,  suitable  for  trolling.  Swift,  smooth, 
flexible  power  for  canoe,  rowboat  and  other  craft. 

Built-in  flywheel  type  magneto.  Automatic  reverse.  Maxim 
silencer  and  tilt-up  arrangement  if  desired.  Our  special  method 
of  balancing  practically  eliminates  vibration. 

Nearly  100,000  Evinrudes  have  already  been  sold. 

The  Evinrude  is  used  by  25  governments. 


Write  for  Catalog 


Evinrude  Motor  Company 


60  Evinrude  Bldg. 


Milwaukee,  Wis. 


Distributors 

69  Cortlandt  St.,  New  York,  N.Y. 
214  StateSt.,  Boston,  Mass. 
436  Market  St.,  San  Francisco,  Cal. 
211  Morrison  St.,  Portland,  Ore. 


We  furnish  Knock- 

Down  and  in 
various  stages  of 
completion, 

Launches, 

Cruisers, 

Auxiliary 
Yachts, 

Work -Boats, 

and  Hulls  for 
Outboard  Motors. 


Have  ready  for  shipment  finished  hulls  from 
16  ft.  to  28  ft.,  also  some  launches  complete 
with  engine  installed  ready  to  run. 


Robertson  Bros. 


Foot  of 
Bay  St. 


Hamilton 
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I  enjoy  your  magazine  very  much.  There 
is  no  magazine  like  it  for  outdoor  sport. 

G.  R.  P. 

Reply. — The  .32-40  High  Power  Savage 
and  Marlin  cartridge  is  a  very  good  cartridge 
for  deer  ancf  similar  game.  Savage  and  Mar- 
lin rifles  adapted  to  it  are  of  a  size,  weight 
and  balance  that  carry  very  well  on  the  trail 
and  are  fast  in  getting  into  action. — Editor. 


Various  Questions. 

Editor,  Guns  &  Ammunition  Dept. 

What  is  the  best  caliber  of  the  model  1892 
Winchester  for  deer? 

Is  it  practical  to  reload  the  .25-20  cartridge? 
What  does  one  gain  by  reloading? 

What  is  the  muzzle  velocity  and  penetra- 
tion of  the  .25-20  Winchester  model  1892? 

Can  you  tell  me  a  way  to  remove  rust  from 
a  gun  barrel? 

How  is  the  .25-20  for  foxes? 
Compton,  R.  I.  F.  Farrell. 

Reply. — The  .44-40.  None  of  the  calibers 
in  this  model  can  compare  with  the  1894 
model  in  various  calibers  for  the  same  kind 
of  hunting. 

It  is  practical  and  profitable  to  reload  the 
.25-20  or  any  other  low  power  cartridge. 
You  gain  in  accuracy,  cost  and  satisfaction 
and  very  considerably  m  knowledge.  Also 
you  either  gain  or  lose  considerable  patience 
in  so  doing. 

Muzzle  velocity  is  1380  foot  seconds. 
Penetration  8  inches  in  soft  pine. 

With  coal  oil  or  with  Winchester  rust 
remover  and  a  brass  brush. 

The  .25-20  is  a  very  good  rifle  for  foxes  at  not 
over  100  to  125  yards. 

Editor. 


The  .303  British  Winchester. 

Editor,  Guns  Sc.  Ammunition  Dept. 

I  have  purchased  a  .303  British  Winchester 
Just  what  is  this  rifle  capable  of?  What  is 
its  striking  energy,  trajectory,  velocity,  and 
also  what  recoil? 

What  accuracy  could  one  reasonably  expect 
at  200  to  500  yards? 

I  have  shot  my  moose  and  have  taken 
exactly  7  well  placed  shots  to  bring  him  down 
and  on  the  other  hand  I  have  seen  a  moose 
stopped  and  finished  with  a  single  shot  out 
of  the  .38-55.  The  latter  was  out  in  mid- 
stream when  shot  and  he  finished  his  ford, 
lay  down  and  died. 


I  expect  to  go  after  grizzly  bear  in  British 
Columbia  and  do  not  want  to  go  after  such 
game  with  inadequate  tools. 

It  would  simplify  matters  if  you  would 
handle  this  inquiry  on  the  basis  of  use  for 
moose,  deer  and  grizzly  bear.  Its  good 
points  and  its  shortcomings. 

Would  it  be  better  to  have  two  separate 
rifles? 

I  realize  that  you  know  and  will  most 
decidedly  act  upon  your  advice  as  this  is 
your  province  just  as  I  would  act  upon  the 
advice  of  a  good  physician.  Provided  of 
course,  that  your  advertising  columns  do  not 
enter  into  the  matter. 

I  await  with  attention  the  edition  contain- 
ing your  reply. 

Montreal.  J.  R.  Pontley. 

Reply. — This  rifle  is  a  perfectly  reliable  big 
game  hunting  rifle.  Its  one  defect  is  poor 
carrying  qualities  due  to  the  magazine  being 
just  at  the  point  of  balance.  Have  a  receiver 
folding  leaf  and  gold  bead  front  sights  put  on 
and  sighted  in  correctly,  and  you  will  be  well 
fixed  for  any  American  game. 

With  proper  sights  I  would  expect  8  inch 
or  better  accuracy  at  200  yards  and  20  to 
25  inch  20  shot  groups  at  500  yards.  Kick 
is  too  small  to  bother  about.  You  have  a 
good  heavy  rifle.  Bear  and  moose  load  215 
grain  blunt  point  soft  point  bullet.  Muzzle 
velocity  2005  f.s.  Muzzle  energy  1920 
foot  pounds.  200  yards  trajectory  6  inches. 
500  yard  trajectory  52  inches. 

With  the  174  grain  spitzer  bullet,  best  for 
open  country  shooting,  and  deer,  Muzzle 
velocity  2450  f.s.  and  Muzzle  Energy  2320 
foot  pounds.  The  200  yard  trajectory  is  3 
inches  and  over  500  yards  it  is  29  inches. 

I  never  answer  an  inquiry  to  please  one 
particular  advertiser.  When  that  time  comes 
if  it  does,  this  Department  will  have  another 
Editor.    I  say  what  I  believe  to  be  true. 

Editor. 


Rebluing  the  Receirer  of  a  Rifle. 

Editor,  Guns  &  Ammunition  Dept. 

Could  you  tell  me  how  to  reblue  the  receiver 

of  a  rifle? 

Listowel.  J.  R.  Wood. 

Reply. — Send  it  back  to  the  manufacturers 
who  made  the  rifle.  It  will  be  the  cheapest 
and  bestjn  the  end. — Editor. 
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Sportsmen 
Prospectors 
Surveyors 


You  want  a  canoe  that  will  stand  any 
strain — easy  to  handle — light  on  the  por- 
tage, yet  can  carry  big  loads — Over  the 
rapids  is  where  you  test  a  canoe. 


Chestnut  Canoes 

are  built  for  strength  and  beauty. — They  are  finely  shaped,  built  of  the  best  and  strongest  New 
Brunswick  Cedar  and  covered  with  a  seamless,  absolutely  waterproof  and  non-destructible  canvas. 

The  Chestnut  Pleasure,  Sponson,  and  Cruiser  Canoes,  are  comfortable,  roomy,  clean-, 
safe  and  handsomely  finished.  They  are  the  most  suitable  craft  for  the  purposes  for  which 
they  were  designed. 

Chestnut  Canoe  Co.  Limited,  box  445,  Fredericton,  N.  B. 


Fishermen 


and] 


Camp 


ers 


Quick  Relief 

From  the  many 
minor  accidents 
and  bruises  you 
receive  on  your 
vacation  is  afford- 
ed by 

Miiiard's 
Liniment 

Put  a  Bottle  In 
Your  Outfit 


Odorless,  colorless,  clean  to  use, 
unaffected  by;  climatic  changes, 
Nyoil  positively  keeps  rust 
away  from  firearms  and  fish- 
ing tackle  and  makes  itself  so 
generally  useful  as  to  become 
indispensable  to  tbe  outdoor  man. 
The  steady  growth  of  its  popularity 
among  sportsmen  is  due   to  the 
satisfaction  obtained  from  its 
use.  Ask  your  dealer.  Large  handy 
can,  35c.  postpaid.  Trial  bottle  1 5c. 
Wm.  F.  Nye,  New  Bedford,  Mass. 


0 


DECOYS 
THAT 
REALLY 
DECOY. 

"PREMIER"  MA.LLARD.  Reg.  U.  S.  P»b«nt  OfMo« 

On  your  hunting  trip  take  along  Mason's  Decoys — 
perfect  in  shaps  and  coloring.  They  briag  down  the 
game  everytime. 

ASK  FOR  MASON'S  AND  GET  MASON'S. 

We  manufacture  all  species — Crew,  Duck,  Swan, 
Snipe  and  Geese — in  several  grades. 

Write  for  Illustrated  Catalogue — It's  Free. 

Mason's  Decoy  Factory 

5M  Mllford  and  P.  M.  R.  R.  Detroit,  Mich. 
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riunt  Without  Work 


V/fAKE  this  a  different  hunting  season.  Hunt  without 
VJ-  work.  Go  to  that  far  off  hunting  "grounds"  with- 
iut  touching  a  hand  to  oars  or  paddles.    Get  a 

Liberty  Brive 

ROWBOAT  MOTOR 

—attach  it  to  the  stern  of  your  boat.  Be  the  first  on  the 
iring  line.  Bag  your  game.  Then  motor  home.  The 
Liberty  Drive  will  drive  your  boat  anywhere  it  will  float. 
anq  i  k  Goes  through  weeds  like  an  eel. 

JpJjO         iflHflfr      Motor  pivots  on  stern  of  boat. 

Can  be  raised  or  lowered.  Steers 
by  swinging  propeller  to  right  or 
left.  Has  speed  of  5  to  10  miles 
per  hour-    Weighs  about 
70  lbs.     Send  for  details. 

Give  name  of 
your  dealer. 


We  Also  Build 

the  famous  Caille  Five  Speed 
Motor  and  inboard  motors  from 
2j  to  30  H.P.  Ask  for  special  literature.  Give 
length,  beam  and  draft  of  boat.  ' 

Caiile  Perfection  Motor  Go. 
108  Caille  Bldg.  Detroit,  Mich. 

Canadian  Address —  Perfection  Motor  Co. 

380  St.  James  Street,  Montreal 


Hie  B  ays 


=1 


real,  heart  interest  story  of 
fishing  back  in  your  boyhood 
days.    Illustrated  by  Briggs, 
||    the  famous  cartoonist. 
%\  Gives  practical  detailed  methods,  helps 
1  and  hints  on  the  angling  sport  of  today. 
]  Shows  full  line  of  South  Bend  Quality 
Tackle.  Tells  the  "how"  of  bait  cast- 
ing.   Kvery  sportsman  and  dealer 
should  have  it. 

Write  for  it  today.    Sent  FREE. 


SOUTH  BEND  BAIT  CO. 

'  1      8291    Colfax  Ave., 

Illjjgrf^f         South  Bend, 
Indiana 


Moor  Toilet 


Convenient  -  Sanitary  ^l^S 

"The  Comfort  Closet  for  Homes, 
Summer  Cottages  and  Camps. 
Entirely  odorless.  Scientifically  ven- 
tilated. Strong  chemicals  dissolve 
contents;  kills  all  germs.  Easily 
installed.  Convenient  to  move.  Con- 
tents disposed  of  easily  as  garbage. 
Prevents  fly  breeding  and  water 
contamination.  Provides  sanitary, 
odorless  toilet  in  home  protected  from 
cold  and  stormy  weather.  Only  closet 
with  porcelain  container.  Easily 
cleaned.    Approved  bv  U.  S.  Health 

Bureau.  30  days' Free  Trial.  Agent*  mnke  $60  to  $100 

weekly.  Exclusive  territory.    Aek  for  booklet  —  FREE. 

ComforiChemicaiClosetCo.,      Factories Bldg.,Toledo,0. 


J 


Moose  Heads 

j  of  exceptional  size,  as  well  as  deer  and 

j  caribou  are  secured  every  year  in  the  Pro- 

|  vince  of  Quebec,  where  the  best  hunting 

=  and  fishing  in  America  is  to  be  had. 

Non-residents,  equally  with  residents  of 

I  the  Province,  may  lease  hunting  and  fish- 

I  ing  rights  on  unleased  lands  belonging  to 

\  the  Province  at  from  $5  to  $10  per  mile 

z  per  annum.    Applicants  should  definitely 

=  describe  the  location   of  the  rights  so 

5  desired. 

I      Non-resident  fishing  and  hunting  licen- 

|  ses,  tags  for  the  shipment  of  game  killed 

j  in  the  Province,  copies  of  the  fish  and 

i  game  laws,  and  all  information  regarding 
fishing  and  hunting  in  the  Province  may 

.  \  be  obtained  by  addressing 
I 

\       Hon.  Honore  Mercier 

Minister  of  Colonization,  Mines  and 
I  Fisheries 


j 


Quebec 


An  illustrated  guide  to  points 
of  interest  in  and  around  Buffalo, 
including  Niagara  Falls.  Free 
on  request. 

When  in  Buffalo,  stop  at  the 
Hotel  Lenox,  Buffalo's  ideal 
liotel  for  tourists.  Quietly 
situated,  yet  convenient  to 
theatre,  shopping  and  business 
districts  and  Niagara  Falls 
Boulevard.    First-class  garage. 

European  plan.  Fire- 
proof, modern.  Un- 
usual cuisine.  Every 
room  an  outside  room. 
$2.00  up  . 

On  Empire  Tours. 
Road  map  and 
running  directions 
free. 

C.  A.  MINER 

Managing  Director 
North  St.  at 
Delaware  Ave. 


B  U  FT 


I 


May  we  send  you 
this  guide  book? 


The  1918  Tournament  of  the  Nova  Scotia  Guides'  Ass'n 


Albert  J.  Burns 


THE  annual  tournament  of  the  Nova 
Scotia  Guides  held  each  year,  usually 
in  August,  at  Lakeside  Park,  Yarmouth,. 
N.  S.  is  without  a  doubt  the  greatest  sporting 
event  of  its  kind  of  the  Maritime  Provinces. 

The  Guides  Meet  brings  together  each  year 
the  guides  of  this  province  and  neighboring 
provinces,  and  attracts  hundreds  of  sportsmen 
from  Canada  and  United  States;  men  of. the 
great  out-ot -doors  who  enjoy  the  shooting, 
fly-casting,  water  sports  and  good  fellowship 
which  exists  among  such  a  class  of  men, 

Lakeside  Park  is  an  ideal  spot  for  the  sports, 
and  the  large  number  of  tents  pitched  on  the 
grounds  together  with  the  booths,  flags  and 
bunting  add  to  its  attractiveness 

The  meet  for  1918  was  the  most  successful 
ever  held  and  when  you  come  to  know  the  men 
who  are  back  ol  it  you  can  quite  readily  see 
that  it  could  not  be  otherwise  and  each  year 
it  will  be  better  as  new  attractions  are  added. 

In  the  rifle  off  hand  shoot  there  were  over 
one  hundred  and  forty  competitors  whilst 
there  were  quite  as  many  in  the  trap  shooting. 
The  running-deer  target  attracted  much 
attention.  Out  of  the  one  hundred  and  forty 
in  the  rifle  shoot,  twenty  three  tied  on  the. 
highest  score  and  had  to  shoot  off  for  the 
twenty  one  prizes,  so  you  can  readily  see  that 
competition  was  keen. 

In  the  water  sports  the  programme  was 
equally  attractive  and  the  events  held  the 
attention  of  the  crowds  throughout  both 
afternoons.  In  the  canoe  racing  both  the 
doubles  and  singles  were  very  exciting  and  the 
winners  were  roundly  applauded.  The  work 
of  the  Indians,  John  and  Steve  Glode,  in  the 
canoe  rescue  race  showed  remarkable  skill. 

The  canoe  tilting,  log  racing  and  burling 
as  done  by  James  McLeod  of  Brookfield, 
Queens  Co.  and  the  Bower  boys  of  Clyde, 
Shelburne  Co.  kept  the  great  mass  of  spec- 
tators thrilled  with  excitement. 

The  log-chopping  event  was  another  that 
attracted  the  throngs  and  when  Judson  Gray 
of  Kemptville  severed  his  log  in  forty  four 
seconds  fl?+  he  won  the  hearty  applause  of  all 
present. 

The  story  telling  contest  was  held  on 
Friday  evening  at  the  band  stand.  The  com- 
petitors on  an  impromptu  platform  told  their 
stories  to  a  vast  audience  and  the  prizes 
were  awarded  according  \o  the  reception  each 


received.  Here  the  honors  again  fell  to 
Judson  Gray  who  showed  that  he  could  not. 
only  chop  logs  in  record  time  but  could  tell  a 
good  story  as  well.  With  the  assistance  of 
Gordon  Roberts,  a  fellow  guide,  he  very 
vividly  demonstrated  his  story  which'  if  space 
permitted  I  would  endeavor  to  repeat;  but 
if  you  ever  meet  "Jud"  ask  him  to  tell  it;  he 
has  a  lot  more  particularly  about  moose- 
hunting  which  I  imagine  are  worth  hearing 
as  well.  There  are  some  other  star  story 


William  G.  Hill 


tellers  amongst  these  guides.  The  prize  of 
ten  dollars  and  fifty  cents  donated  by  Mr. 
Otis  Wardwell  of  Boston,  Mr.  Gray  divided 
evenly  with  his  assistant  Mr.  Roberts. 

One  of  the  principal  attractions  at  the  meet 
each  year  is  Wm.  G.  Hill  the  Maine  "crack- 
shot"  who  has  built  up  a  reputation  by  won- 
derful feats  with  firearms.  Mr.  Hill  used 
Remington-UMC  arms  and  ammunition  and 
in  the  swift  handling  called  for  in  many  of  his 
"stunts"  he  is  unequalled  by  any  shot  in  the 
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NORTHERN 
ONTARIO 


This  vast  new  land  of  promise  is  one  degree 
South  of  Winnipeg,  and  is  big  enough  to  include 
the  six  New  England  and  four  Middle  States  of 
the  American  Union.' 

Aside  from  its  immense  resources  in  timber,  mineral,  waterpower,  fish,  game  and  scenery,  NORTHERN 
ONTARIO  contains  millions  of  acres  of  fertile,  arable  land  fit  for  mixed  farming  which  may  be  had  by 
returned  soldiers  and  sailors  in  160  acre  blocks  free;  to  others,  18  years  and  over,  50  cents  per  acre. 

Already  there  are  thousands  of  miles  of  colonization  roads  and  steam  railways  spreading  like  a  spider's 
web  over  a  huge  part  of  that  immense  forest-robed  territory. 

For  free  descriptive  literature,  write 
H.  A.  MACDONELL,  Director  of  Colonization,  Parliament  Buildings,  TORONTO,  CANADA 
G.  H.  FERGUSON,  Minister  of  Lands,  Forests  and  Mines. 


Algatek 


COLLAPSIBLE 
MINNOW-TRAP 

— —  A  P*oVen  Success  


"One  of  the. best  anglcii "tricks" 

produced  in  many  seasoivs?. ....  .  New  York 

Oupenpr  to  anything  ot^tt%e  kind 

^  vve  Kj»vc  ever  sttn".  ........  PHILADELPHIA 

tt  «*.rh»inly  catches  the  minnows  and  it* 

compactness  is  an  exceltent^feature.*'  .Toronto 
MADE  OF  CELLULOID -UNBREAKABLE  AND  INVISIBLE 
IN  WATER  THE  ONLY  COLLAPSIBLE  TRAP  ON  THE  MARKET 

£500 

yf^S  •  •   teemi  I-    Money  Order  onl  y 

A.  «J.  A.I.GATE. 

73  E.  ADELAIDE  ST.  TORONTO  -  CAN 


KEEP  YOUR  GUN  CLEAN! 

HOPPE'S 

NITRO  POWDER  SOLVENT 
No.  9 

(Trade  Murk  Registered) 
A  liquid  not  made  with  acids;  thoroughly  \ 
removes  the  residue  of  any  high  power 
powder,  including  black  powder — prevents 
rusting  in  any  climate — removes  metal 
fouling  and  leading.  Nitro  Powder  Sol- 
vent has  been  put  to  the  test  at  National 
Ride  Ranges ;  used  by  U.  S.  Riflemen; 
endorsed  by  prominent  sportsmen;  never 
fails  to  do  all  claimed  for  it.  Sold  by 
dealers  in  suns  and  at  Hardware  dealers. 

FRANK  A.  HOPPE,  2314  IN.  8TH  ST.,  PHILADELPHIA,  PA. 


MIZPAH  JOCK  SUPPORTER 

No.  44 


Y 


SANITO  SUSPENSORY 

No.  50 


Gives  you  a  feel  of  real  com- 
fort and  assurance  of  per- 
fect protection  while  exer- 
cising. Opening  beneath 
patent  flap  A.  Small  amount 
of  material  between  the 
thighs  C.  Perfect  pouch  B. 
Welt-bound  webbing. 

All  Sizes  $1 


All  elastic.  Perfect  fit.  Self- 
adjusting,  will  not  chafe. 
No  buckles.  Pouch  open  in 
rear,  therefore"  more  sani- 
tary. Perfectly  comfortable. 
Need  not  remove  from  scro- 
tum while  at  closet. 

All  Sizes  *1 


PATENTED 
APRIL  1,1913 


This  Jock  and  Suspensory  are  all  elastic  and  self-adjusting.  These  goods  may  be  boiled 
to  cleanse  without  injury  to  the  rubber.  The  Jock  should  be  worn  when  exercising,  and  the  Suspensory  at  all 
other  times,  to  promote  health  and  vigor,  if  your  dealer  will  not  furnish,  send  us  stamps  or  money  order, 
specifying  large,  medium  or  small  pouch,  and  waist  measure,  and  we  will  mail  promptly. 

it  Satisfaction  guaranteed  or  money  refunded 

THE  WALTER  F.  WARE  COMPANY        Dept.  C-2        PHILADELPHIA,  PA,  U.  S.  A. 


OUNDLAND 


A'Country  of  Fish  and  Game.  A  Paradise  for  the  Camper  and  Antler.  Ideal  Canoe  Trips 

"  '  The  country  traversed  by  the  Reid  Newfoundland  Company's  system  is  exceedingly  rich  in  all  kinds  of  fish 
and  game.  All  along  the  route  of  the  Railway  are  streams  famous  for  their  SALMON  and  TROUT  fishing. 
Also  Caribou  barrens.  Americans  who  have  been  fishing  and  hunting  in  Newfoundland  say  there  is  no  other 
country  in  the  world  in  which  so  good  fishing  and  hunting  can  be  secured  and  with  such  ease  as  in  Newfound- 
land. Information  together  with  illustrated  Booklet  and  Folder  cheerfully  forwarded  upon  application  to 
F  £.  PITTM  AN,  General  Passenger  Aft.  Reld  Newfoundland  Company,  ST.  JOHN'S,  NEWFOUNDLAND 


FOLDING   PUNCTURE-PROOF  CANVAS  BOATS 

Light,  easy  to  handle,  no  leaks  orrepairs;  check  as  baggage,  carry  by  handj 
safe  for  family;  all  sizes;  non-sinkable;  stronger  than  wood;  used  by  U.  S. 
and  Foreign  Governments.   Awarded  First  Prize  at  Chicago  and  St.  Louis 
World's  Fairs.   We  fit  our  boats  for  Outboard  Motors.  Catalogue. 
KING  FOLDING  CANVAS  BOAT  CO.  465  Harrison  St.,  Kalamazoo,  Mich. 
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land.  Firing  a  .22  Remington  Repeating 
rifle  he  hit  before  they  reach  the  ground, 
empty  cartridges  ejected  from  the  same  rifle — 
thrown  objects  as  small  as  beans,  peas,  No.  4 
or  5  shot;  in  fact  any  target  that  can  be  seen 
in  the  air.  Using  a  .35  cal.  H.  P.  Remington 
Autoloading  rifle  he  shot  at  five  oranges  flung 
into  the  air  at  one  time,  and  before  they 
reached  the  ground,  smashed  them  all.  Shoot- 
kig  a  Remington  pump  gun  he  ejected  from  it 
two  empty  shells  and  after  hitting  a  target 
thrown  at  the  same  time,  drove  both  empties 
out  of  sight  before  they  reached  the  ground. 
Three  objects  thrown  at  once  were  broken 
with  the  same  gun  turned  upside  down. 
And  the  trick  was  repeated  with  the  high 
power  Remington  Autoloading  rifle  held 
similarly.  Shooting  the  Remington  high 
power  slide  action  rifle  four  eggs  thrown  at  the 
same  time  were  broken  in  midair.  He  per- 
formed, too,  all  sorts  ot  double  mirror  feats 
with  rifle  and  pistol. 

Sheriff  H.  A.  P.  Smith  of  Digby,  N.  S.  also 
did  some  fancy  iifle  and  shct  gun  shooting 
which  was  well  worth  seeing. 

The  professional  trap  shooting  by  W.  G. 
Hill,  Rem.  U.  M.  C.  Co.,  G.  M.  Wheeler, 
Hercules  Powder  Co.  and  W.  N.  Boyleston 
and  R.  N.  Burns,  two  of  the  best  shots  of  the 
United  States  attracted  much  attention. 

Mr.  James  McLeod  of  Brookfield,  Queens 
County,  was  awarded  the  beautiful  silver  cup 
donated  by  Mr.  Wm.  McLaughlin,  for  the 
grand  aggregate.  Mr.  McLeod  was  only  a 
short  time  before  the  meet  invalided  home 
from  the  Western  front  being  wounded  and 
shell  shocked.  As  Mayor  Grant  of  Yarmouth 
who  distributed  the  prizes  announced  to  the 
audience  that  Mr.  McLeod  was  the  winner 
of  such  a  handsome  trophy  and  also  told  of  his 
career  since  the  out-break  of  the  war  he 
received  an  ovation  that  will  long  be  remem- 
bered. 

Xo  doubt  this  year  there  will  be  quite  a 
number  of  guides  returned  from  overseas 
who  will  attend  the  meet  and  who  will  be 
given  a  hearty  welcome  home. 

The  prize  winners  of  the  various  events 
were  as  follows: — 

FANCY  SHOOTING 

A — Exhibition  of  Fancy  Rifle  and  Shotgun 
Shooting  by  Wm.  G.  Hill,  representative  of 
Remington  Arms  U.  M.  C.  Co. 

B — Trapshooting  Event  by  W.  G.  Hill, 
Remington  U.  M.  C.  Co.;  G.  M.  Wheeler, 
Hercules  Powder  Co.;  and  W.  N.  Boyleston 
and  R.  N.  Burns,  two  of  the  best  amateur 
shots  of  the  United  States. 


C — Special  Amateur  Shoot. 

1st  Prize — Sweater,  donated  by  J.  F. 
Seldon,  Liverpool — Brad  Smith;  2nd  Prize — 
Sweater  Coat,  donated  by  A.  Joseph,  Liver- 
pool, Geo.  Skinner;  3rd  Prize — Set  Drinking 
Cups,  donated  by  J.  C.  Hemeon,  Liverpool, 
— Dr.  I.  M.  Lovitt;  4th — Cigarette  Case, 
donated  by  A.  K.  Van  Horne,  0.  J.  Killam; 
Consolation  Prize — Sub.  to  Rod  and  Gun — 
Chas.  Butler. 

RIFLE  SHOOTING 

Judges — G.  H.  Allen,  F.  Sherman,  N.  C. 
Foulis. 

1st  Prize — .35  Cal.  Remington  Rifle,  dona- 
ted by  the  Remington  Arms  U.  M.  C.  Co. — 
Austin  Jones;  2nd  Prize — Pair  Sporting  Boots 
donated  by  the  Robert  Taylor  Co.  Ltd. — 
Brad  Smith;  3rd  Prize — Gillette  Razor  Set, 
donated  by  the  Gillette  Saftey  Razor  Co. — 
Austin  Smith;  4th  Prize — Pair  Pants,  donated 
by  C.  E.  Cann— -Joseph  Sabine;  5th  Prize — 
Pair  Rubber  Boots,  donated,  by  0.  J.  Killam — 
James  White;  6th  Prize — Oil  Stove,  donated 
by  E.  K.  Spinney — Ellison  Gray;  7th  Prize — 
Rifle,  donated  by  E.  K.  Spinney — Harry 
Crowell;  8th  Prize — Auto  Strop  Razor,  dona- 
ted by  C.  C.  Richards— H.  A.  P.  Smith;  9th 
Prize — Box  Tobacco,  donated  by  Imperial 
Tobacco  Co. — George  Skinner;  10th  Prize — 
Box  Cigars,  donated  by  H.  Simonds  &  Sons — 
Bertram  Bower;  11th  Prize — Box  Cigars, 
donated  by  Metropolitan  Clothing  Co. — Bert 
Crowell;  12th  Prize — Electric  Torch,  donated 
by  A.  H.  Miller — Fred  Demoliter;  13th  Prize 
— Box  Cigars,  donated  by  Chas.  Middlemas — 
Matthew  Crowell;  14th  Prize — Box  Cigars, 
donated  by  J.  B.  Stoneman — Dr.  A.  A.  Merrill, 
15th  Prize — $5.00  worth  Dentistry,  donated 
by  Dr.  A.  A.  Merrill — Judson  Skinner;  16th — 
and  17th,  Subs,  to  Rod  and  Gun — Clarence 
Gray  and  John  H.  Smith;  18th,  19th,  20th 
and  21st,  yearly  subs,  to  Yarmouth  Daily 
Post— Ernest  Smith,  Jeff  McKay,  Reggie 
Bowers  and  Leonard  Sabine. 

RUNNING  DEER 

Judges — Same  as  for  Rifle  Shooting. 

1st  Prize— $20.00  Cash,  donated  by  A.  R. 
Richardson — John  McEwan;  2nd  Prize — 
Tent,  donated  by  the  Cosmos  Cotton  Co. — 
William  Muisef  3rd  Prize— $10.00  Cash, 
donated  by  C.  W.  Cann — Joseph  Sabine; 
4th  Prize — Pair  Boots,  donated  by  W.  D. 
Sweeney— Roy  Merritt;  5th  Prize — Case  of 
Canned  Beans,  donated  by  Cain  Bros. — 
O.  J.  Killam;  6th  Prize— Razor  Strop,  donated 
by  Pike  Manufacturing  Co.— Wilfred  Harris; 
7th  Prize — Case  of  Peas,  donated  by  Wm. 
Caldwell— Matthew    Crowell;    8th  Prize— 
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|    YARMOUTH  | 

NOVA  SCOTIA 

]  NO  HAY  FEVER  | 

j      Summer  temperature  averages  70  de-  j 

grees    at   noon;    first-class   hotel;  good  j 

|  board  in  town    and    country;   boating  I 

j   and    bathing,    salt    and    fresh     water  j 

fishing,  hunting,  golf,  charming   drives,  j 

j  excellent  roads,  regular    steamship    ser-  I 

j   vice  from  Boston.    Write    for    booklet,  j 

J.  BOND  GRAY,  Secretary  j 

|  Tourist  Committee,  130  Main  Street 

—PRINCE  GEORGE-^ 

TORONTO        -       -  CANADA 

Magnificiently  Furnished.  Liberally  Conducted. 

Cuisine  unexcelled.     Courteous  and  Prompt  Service. 
European  Plan.    American  Plan. 

SAMUEL  H.  THOMPSON,  Proprietor 


|    BAKER'S  HOTEL  | 

I    GASPE,  P.Q.  NOW  OPEN  ! 

!  Excellent  salmon  and  trout  fishing,  privi-  | 

j  iege  of  private  pools,  streams  and  lakes.  | 

|  Excellent  table  service,  private  baths,  hot  I 

'  and  cold  running  water.    Beautiful  seen-  I 

|  ery,  tennis,  driving,  riding,  sea-bathing,  | 

|  boating,  etc.  j 

!  For  booklets,   rates,   train  connections,  J 

!   Apply  to —  I 

I         The  Jules  Hone  Travel  Agencies, 

I  9  St.  Lawrence  Boulevard,  I 

j    (Corner  St.  James  St.)  MONTREAL,  P.Q.  j 

>j»>  ihmi  (i  ■■  »<mm-»ii-«a»»-«nn)-«» -o  i»iii  »■—►<)■—■<>  mmi  i)<mm»o«B>  )-«M»;«jt 

COME  TO  NEWBORO  FOR  BASS  AND  SALMON  TROUT 

The  Best  Bass  and  Salmon  Trout  Fishing  in  Ontario 

only  two  minutes  walk  from  the  hotel.  Ten  lakes  within 
easy  access  teeming  with  Large  and  Small  Mouth  Black 
Bass,  Salmon  Trout,  Pickerel  and  Pike.  One  42-lb. 
Salmon  caught  here  last  season.  The  very  best  of  hotel 
accommodations.  Experienced  guides,  live  bait,  etc. 
Write  to-day  for  descriptive  booklet  and  references. 

J.  H.  SCOTT,  Prop.  Rideau  Hotel, Newboro,  Ont.,Can. 

On  the  Rideau  Chain  of  Lakes. 


.IB  "ill! 


HOTEL  DEWEY 

^WASHINGTON,  DC 

Fourteenth  and  L  Streets 


Within  5  minutes  walk  of  the  White  House.  A 
hotel  of  distinction.  The  home  of  Senators  and 
others  prominent  in  the  official  life  of  the  Capital. 

Rooms  from  $2  per  day  upwards. 

Excellent  restaurant.  Table  supplied  from  a  famous 
dairy  and  fruit  farm,  the  property  of  the  owner., 


FKANK  P.  FENWICK 

Booklet  with  pictures  mailed 


■ 
■ 


I 
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Shirt,  donated  by  the  Metropolitan  Clothing 
Co. — John  H.  Smith. 

TRAP  SHOOTING 

Judges — G.  Morton  Pettet,  I.  M.  Lovitt, 
Fred  Burrill. 

1st  Prize — Set  of  Pyrex  Dishes,  donated  by 
S.  A.  Crowell  &  Co. — Judson  Gray;*2nd  Prize 
— Set  of  Auto  Strop  Razors,  donated  by  the 
Auto  Strop  Razor  Co. — Fred  Graham;  3rd 
Prize — Smoker's  Stand  and  Tray,  donated 
by  V.  S.  Sweeney — H.  A.  P.  Smith;  4th  Prize 
— Fountain  Pen,  donated  by  R.  F.  Trask — 
Claude  Hemeon;  5th  Prize — Pipe,  donated  by 
R.  H.  Davis  &  Co. — Geo.  Meisner;  6th  Prize — 
Razor  Strop,  donated  "by  the  Pike  Manfg.  Co. 
— Harry  Crowell;  7th — Casserole,  donated 
by  C.  F.  Dyke— John  H.  Smith;  8th  Prize- 
China  Cups  and  Saucers,  donated  by  C.  F. 
Dyke — Frank  Sherman. 

Special  Prizes  for  Longest  Runs — 2  pairs 
Gold  Cuff  Links,  donated  by  Dupont  Pow- 
der Co. — E  G.  White, 

CANOE  RACING— Doubles 

Judges — Ross  Allen,  Geo.  R.  Earle,  L.  C. 
Gardner,  Capt.  Fred  Ladd,  Capt.  Geo.  L. 
Wetmore. 

1st  Prize— $10.00  and  2  doz,  bottles  Min- 
ard's  Liniment,  donated  by  J.  A.  Knight, 
Halifax,  and  Minard's  Liniment  Co. — Jas. 
McLeod,  John  Labrador;  2nd  Prize— $5.00 
and  1  doz.  bottles  Minard's  Liniment,  do- 
nated by  Bernard  Cummings,  Port  Job,  and 
Minard's  Liniment  Co. — John  Glode  and 
Steve  Glode;  3rd  Prize — 2  pairs  Paddles, 
donated  by  the  Chestnut  Canoe  Co.  and 
Oldtown  Canoe  Co. — Jas.  Bower  and  Manus 
Bower. 

CANOE  RACING  — Singles — with  same 
Judges. 

1st  Prize — 30-lb.  box  Fish,  donated  by  the 
Boys  of  Short  Beach — Jas.  McLeod;  2nd 
Prize — 5  gals.  Molasses,  donated  by'  ii.  & 
N.  B.  Lewis — John  Glode;  3rd  Prize — Pair  of 
Shoes,  donated  by  Shane  Bros. — Bertram 
Bower. 

CANOE  RESCUE  RACE — with  same  Judges 

1st  Prize— $10,00  and  2  doz.  bottles 
Minard's  Liniment,  donated  by  J.  Otis 
Wardwell,  Boston,  and  Minard's  Liniment 
Co. — John  Glode  and  Steve  Glode;  2nd  Prize 
— $5.00  and  1  doz.  bottles  Minard's  Liniment, 
donated  by  A.  E.  Ellis,  Yarmouth,  and 
Minard's  Liniment  Co. — Jas.  McLeod,  John 
Labrador;  3rd  Prize — 1  doz.  cans  Beans,  do- 
nated by  S.  P.  Goudey — Jas.  Bower  and 
Manus  Bower. 


CANOE  TILTING — with  same  Judges. 

1st  Prize— $10.00  and  2  doz.  bottles  Minard's 
Liniment,  donated  by  J.  Otis  Wardwell, 
Boston,  and  Minard's  Liniment  Co. — Jas. 
McLeod  and  Manus  Bower;  2nd  Prize — 
Thermos  Bottle  and  Safety  Razor,  donated  by 
F.  B.  Lovitt  and  Auto  Strop  Razor  Co. — 
Bertram  Bower,  Jas.  Bower. 

STORY-TELLING  CONTEST  BY  GUIDES 

Prize,  $10.00  cash,  donated  by  J.  Otis 
Wardwell,  Boston — Judson  Gray. 

SALMON   FLY   CASTING   for  distance. 

Judges — Fred  Graham  of  the  Quaker  Oats 
Co.,  C.  G.  Godfrey  and  others. 

1st  Prize — Reel,  donated  by  L.  C.  Gardner 
&  Co.— Wm.  Muise  (98  feet.);  2nd  Prize- 
Shaving  Set,  donated  by  Geo.  T.  Bain — John 
Labrador ;  3rd  Prize — Hunting  Knife  and  Stone 
donated  by  Dr.  A.  A.  Merrill — Gordon 
Roberts;  4th  *  Prize — Picture,  donated  by 
R.  K.  Smith — John  McEwan. 

TROUT  FLY  CASTING  for  distance,  same 

Judges 

1st  Prize — Case  Canned  Mackerel,  donated 
by  S.  F.  Nickerson— Fred  Graham;  2nd 
Prize — 6  prs.  Socks,  donated  by  M.  P.  Cook  & 
Co. — George  Meisner;  3rd  Prize — Razor, 
donated  by  F.  T.  Burrill — Gordon  Roberts; 
4th  Prize — 1  Year's  Subscription  to  the 
"Yarmouth  Light,"  donated  by  C.  Carey, 
Publisher — James  McLeod. 

TROUT  FLY  CASTING,  same  Judges 

1st  Prize — Cup,  donated  by  W.  L.  Harding 
— John  McEwan;  2nd  Prize — Flash  Light, 
donated  by  Jas.  Croskill — Fred  Fraham; 
3rd  Prize — Cigars,  donated  by  A.  B.  Eldridge 
—Jas.  McLeod;  4th  Prize— 2  lbs.  Tea,  do-* 
nated  by  G.  N.  Kirk — Dr.  Merrill. 

LOG  CHOPPING 

Judges — J.  Arch  Blackadar  and  W.  Seaton 
Annis. 

1st  Prize— $10.00  donated  by  Phillips  Bros. 
— Judson  Gray;  2nd  Prize — $5.00,  donated 
by  F.  B.  Mc Curdy — Jas.  McLeod;  3rd  Prize — 
Axe,  donated  by  E.  K.  Spinney — Jas.  Bower; ' 
4th  Prize — Axe,  donated  by  E.  K.  Spinney, 
Yarmouth — Austin  Jones;  5th  Prize — Axe, 
donated  by  Wm.  Burrill  &  Co. — Wm.  Pictou. 

LOG  BURLING  with  same  Judges. 

1st  Prize— $10.00,  donated  by  J.  Otis 
Wardwell,  Boston — Bertram  Bower;  2nd 
Prize — 1  pr.  Shoes,  donated  by  Crosby  &  < 
Baker — Jas.  Bower;  3rd  Prize — Pair  Sporting 
Shoes,  donated  by  Porter  &  Robbins — Manus 
Bower;  4th  Prize — Shirt,  donated  by  A. 
Kaplan — Lewis  Bower. 
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Nova  Scotia  Guides'  Business  Meeting 


The  annual  business  meeting  of  the  Nova 
Scotia  Guides'  Association  was  held  at  the 
park  and  proved  to  be  the  best  and  most 
progressive  ever  held.  The  president,  Bernard 
Cummings,  of  Port  Joli,  occupied  the  chair 
and  during  the  evening  it  was  learned  that 
one  hundred  guides'  licenses  were  issued  at 
the  park  the  previous  day,  whilst  there  were 
upwards  of  thirty-five  who  had  secured 
licenses  from  the  Chief  Game  Commissioner's 
office,  Halifax,  previous  to  coming  to  Yar- 
mouth, making  a  total  of  nearly  one  hundred 
and  thirty  -five  guides  which,  without  an 
exception,  is  the  largest  number  that  has  ever 
attended  the  annual  meet. 

President  Cummings,  in  calling  the  meeting 
to  order,  spoke  briefly,  expressing  the  plea- 
sure it  gave  him  to  hold  the  honored  position 
that  the  association,  for  the  past  year,  had 
seen  fit  to  bestow  upon  him.  He  reviewed 
the  work  done  during  that  period  and  thought 
that  at  times  although,  to  a  degree,  he  may 
have  failed  in  some  measure  on  matters 
concerning  the  association,  he  had  always 
given  them  his  first  and  careful  consideration. 
In  his  opinion  the  present  meet  was  the 
largest  ever  held  and  considering  its  object 
and  purpose,  to  assist  the  Canadian  Patri- 
otic Fund,  it  would  ever  be  held,  in  that 
respect  if  in  no  other,  as  an  historic  event  for 
Yarmouth  town  and  county,  if  not  for  the 
Province.  He  said,  "we  have  no  greater 
duHy  before  us  to-day  than  to  assist  in  every 
possible  manner  those  men,  and  many  of 
them  our  brother  guides,  who  are  battling 
for  us  in  Flanders." 

President  Cummings  extended  sincere  con- 
gratulations to  one  of  their  number,  James 
McLeod,  who  had  gone  forth,  did  his  best, 
was  wounded,  invalided  home  and  was  in 
Yarmouth  for  the  tournament.  "Our  fellow 
guidesman,"  continued  the  president,  "was  a 
sniper  over  there  and  if  he,  like  the  Indian  of 
old,  could  have  put  a  notch  in  the  stock  of  his " 
rifle  for  every  Hun  he  had  sniped  his  rifle 
would  have  been  in  need  of  a  new  stock  long 
before  the  German  sniper  got  guide  McLeod." 

The  chief  business  ol  the  meeting  was  the 
election  of  officers  and  on  motion  of  Ellison 
Gray,  of  North  Kemptville,  seconded  by 
Forman  Gavel,  of  Gavel  ton,  the  officers  of  last 
year  were  held  in  office  for  the  ensuing  year. 
They  are  as  follows: 

President,  Bernard  Cummings,  Port  Joli; 
Vice-Pres.,  Thomas  Davis,  Upper  Clyde; 
Sec'y-Treas.,  Roy  S.  Kelley,  Yarmouth. 


Council — Ellison  Gray,  North  Kempt- 
ville; John  H.  Lewis,  New  Grafton,  Queens 
Co.;  A.  D.  Thomas,  South  Milford,  Anna- 
polis Co.;  Sheriff  H.  A.  P.  Smith,  Digby. 

The  matter  of  changes  in  the  big  game  laws 
came  up,  but  the  president  did  not  deem  it 
advisable  to  take  any  action  as  nothing  could 
be  done  until  next  spring. 

!  Secretary  Kelley  explained  some  existing 
difficulties  which  now  prevail,  owing  to  the 
international  treaty  governing  migratory 
birds  made  _  between  the  Dominion  and 
United  States  Governments  with  which  the 


H.  A.  P.  Smith,  Former  President, 
Nova  Scotia  Guides'  Association 


local  legislature  could  not  deal.  He  had 
heard  and  knew  of  objections  on  every  hand, 
but  thought  for  the  time  being  or  until  after 
the  war  it  should  be  realized  that  we  must  all 
give  and  take  a  little. 

Mr.  Buchanan,  representing  Chief  Game 
Commissioner  Knight,  gave  a  very  interesting 
explanation  of  the  game  laws  as  governed 
by  that  treaty.  He  also  extended  to  the 
meeting  the  kindly  regards  of  Capt.  L.  D. 
Mitchell,  a  former  president  of  the  association 
from  whom  a  letter  had  recently  been  recei- 
ved from  Saloniki,  in  which  he  particularly 
stipulated  to  be  remembered  to  all  the 
guides  at  this  meet. 

Sheriff  Smith  spoke  regarding  the  treaty 
and  how  it  protected  Canadian  wild  geese. 
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He  was  strongly  ol  the  opinion  that  the 
question  particularly  touching  on  that  fowl 
is  not  thoioughly  understood  by  those  making 
the  game  laws,  for  that  bird  does  not  migrate 
from  Canadian  to  United  States  wateis  and 
back  again.  Last  winter  he  visited  Port 
Joli  and  for  the  first  time  he  fully  realized 
just  how  honest  the  Nova  Scotia  sportsmen 
were.  Whilst  there  he  reckoned  there 
were  one  hundred  and  fifty  thousand  of  those 
birds  quietly  swimming  about  and  living 
right  there  in  Port  Joli  harbor.  Yet  not  one 
was  shot.  He  considered  it  a  great  hardship 
and  at  times  very  trying  for  gunners,  such 
as  exist  in  those  parts,  to  leave  those  geese 
unmolested. 

President  Cummings  showed  the  meeting 
that  the  Canadian  wild  goose  never  goes 
south  but,  he  said,  a  southern  goose  comes  to 
Nova  Scotia  waters  and  a  most  percular  cir- 
cumstance exists  right  here.  The  native 
wild  goose  will  not  mingle  with  the  stranger 
and  he  had  seen  time  and  again  huge  flocks 
of  the  southern  geese  come  into  Port  Joli 
harbor,  but  they  were  distinct  and  absolutely 
apart  from  the  native.  Another  feature 
about  them  was  that  they  were  much  smaller. 
The  native  when  dressed  will  weigh  from 
seven  and  one  half  to  ten  pounds,  whilst 
the  southern  strain  will  only  tip  the  scale 
at  from  five  to  seven  pounds. 

After     considerable  discussion  President 


Cummings,  Sheriff  Smith  and  Fred  Graham 
were  appointed  a  committee  to  draft  a  reso- 
lution asking  the  powers  controlling  the  game 
law  to  make  some  change  which  would  allow 

an  open  season  for  geese. 

The  moose  season  also  came  up  for  consid- 
erable discussion  and  many  expressions  of 
opinion  were  given  as  to  the  best  ways  and 
means  of  preserving  the  moose. 

Ellison  Gray  thought  the  moose  season  was 
too  long  and  he  asked  why  some  steps  could 
not  be  taken  to  have  an  open  season  on  beav- 
ers for,  in  his  opinion,  there  are  at  least  ten 
of  those  animals- about  the  rivers  to-day  to 
one  of  any  other  fur-bearing  animal  to  be 
found  in  our  forests. 

Other  speakers  were  Walker  Andrews 
of  St.  John,  who  gave  a  very  interesting 
*  address  concerning  the  moose  laws  of  New 
Brunswick;  C.  G.  Burrill,  Pres.  Cummings, 
David  Marling,  and  it  was  finally  decided  by 
James  Bower,  seconded  by  M.  Bower  and 
C.  C.  Burrill,  and  passed  unanimously  that  a 
recommendation  be  made  to  the  game  authori- 
ties to  prohibit  the  sale  of  moose  meat. 

Another  motion  by  James  White,  of  Ber- 
wick, secortded  by  E.  Skinner  that  a  resident 
big  game  license  of  $2.00  be  imposed  on  all 
hunters  and  the  returns  from  such  licenses 
to  be  used  for  the  patrol  of  the  forests  and 
protection  of  the  moose  and  other  game  was 
passed. 


Coon  Hunting  With  Dogs 


THE  'coon  is  a  wily  little  animal  and  his 
habits  are  very  interesting   to  note. 
He  is  a  veritable  trickster  compared 
with  which  the  proverbial  cunning  fox  must 
take  a  back  seat.    One  of  the  'coon's  most 


common  tricks  employed  to  fool  the  hound  is 
known  among  hunters  as  "tapping  the  tree  " 
and  which  he  accomplishes  in  this  way: 
When  he  hears  the  hound's  first  note  baying 
on  trail,  he  climbs  up  a  large  tree,  runs  to  the 
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furtherest  extremity  of  one  of  the  largest 
branches  and  doubling  himself  up  into  a  ball, 
leaps  as  far  as  possible  out  from  the  tree. 
This  he  repeats  several  times  on  different 
trees,  then  makes  a  long  run,  only  to  go 
through  the  same  performances  in  another 
place.  Onward  comes  the  hound,  till  he 
reaches  the  first  tree  the  'coon  went  up  and  if 
it  is  a  young  and  inexperienced  hound,  he  will 
give  the  "tree  bark"  until  the  hunters  reach 
the  tree,  fell  it,  and  find  the  game  not  there. 

All  this  time  Mr.  'Coon  is  quietly  fishing x 
and  laughing  in  his  sleeve,  perhaps  a  mile 
away.  But  not  so  with  the  wise  old  'coon 
hound.  The  old,  experienced  'coonei,  with 
seemingly  human  intelligence,  no  sooner 
reaches  the  tree  Mr.  'Coon  has  "tapped" 
than  he  begins  circling  around  the  tree,  never 

opening  his  mouth  —  circling  wider 

and  wider  until  he  strikes  the  trail  again. 
This  he  repeats  every  time  the  'coon  takes  a 
tree,  until  finally,  when  he  has  to  take  a  tree 
to  keep  from  being  caught  on  the  ground,  the 
hound  circles  as  before  and,  finding  no  trail 
leading  away,  he  goes  back  to  the  tree,  and 
with  a  triumphant  cry  proclaims  the  fact  that 
he  is  victorious.  He  is  not  the  least  bit 
doubtful.  He  knows  the  coon  went  up  the 
tree  and  he  knows  he  has  never  come  down  so 
he  reasons  (?)  that  the  coon  is  there,  and  with 
every  breath  he  calls  his  master  to  come 
and  bag  his  game.  When  the  tree  is  felled 
the  fun  begins.  The  'coon  is  game  to  death. 
He  dies  fighting — and  such  a  magnificent 
fight  it  is!  The  uninformed  might  suppose 
there  would  not  be  much  of  a  fight  between 
a  50-pound  ^coon  hound  and  a  20-pound  'coon. 
Well,  there  is  not,  if  the  'coon  hound  is  ex-  * 
perienced  and  knows  his  business.  Of  course, 
the  'coon  will  put  up  a  masterly  fight,  and 
sometimes  help  is  required  to  put  him  out  of 
business;  but  the  old  'coon  dog  will  finally  kill 
any  'coom-  But  if  the  fight  is  between  a 
young  or  inexperienced  dog  and  a  full  grown 
'coon  the  chanees  are  that  you  will  suffer  the 
mortification  of  seeing  your  dog  tuck  his  tail 
between  his  legs  and  make  for  home  at  a  very 
rapid  and  unbecoming  rate  of  speed. 

Killing  a  'coon  appears  to  be  an  art  with  a 
dog,  of  course,  much  more  easily  acquired  by  a 
natural  born  'coon  hound  than  by  a  dog  oi 
any  other  breed,  A  year-old  hound  of  good 
breeding  and  from  good  'coon  hound  parents, 
can  kill  a  'coon  with  less  ado  about  it  than  half 
a  dozen  of  any  other  breed  with  the  exception 
of  an  Airedale  terrier.  The  Airedale  makes 
a  splendid  coon  dog  especially  in  water  work. 
The  best  possible  combination  to  have  is  a 


coon  hound  and  an  Airedale  trained  to  work 
together.  It  is  in  swimming  that  the  'coon 
is  most  difficult  to  handle.  I  h&ve  known 
several  hounds  to  be  drowned  by  'coons  in 
deep  water.  The  dog  goes  for  the  coon,  and 
the  'coon  gets  on  top  of  the  dog's  head. 
Down  they  both  go,  and,  of  course,  the  dog 
and  the  'coon  both  let  go  their  hold  on  each 
other.  Again  the  dog  grabs  the  'coon,  and 
under  the  water  they  both  go.  This  is 
repeated,  until  the  dog  becomes  exhausted,  his 
lungs  fill  with  water,  and  old  Mr.  Coon  seems 
to  understand  the  situation  exactly  and  seats 
himself  firmly  on  the  top  of  the  dog's  head, 
holding  him  under  water,  till  outside  assist- 
tance  is  all  that  will  save  him  from  a  watery 
grave. 

As  there  is  but  little  chance — practically 
none — to  kill  a  'coon  while  he  is  swimming, 
the  wise  old  'cooner  on  to  his  job,  will  seize, 
the  'coon,  strike  a  bee  line  to  the  bank,  and 
kill  him  on  terra  firma. 

Another  of  the  tricks  Mr.  'Coon  uses  to 
advantage  when  clcsely  followed  by  hounds,  is 
to  follow  the  meanderings  of  a  stream  until 
he  comes  to  a  log  reaching  across  to  the  other 
bank;  then  he  runs  to  the  middle  of  the  log 
and  leaps  as  far  as  he  can  out  into  the  water, 
usually  swimming  down  stream,  if  he  is  not 
making  for  £  den  or  a  tree  in  some  other 
direction.  This  ruse  invariably  delays  even 
the  best  of  'coon  hounds,  as,  being  about  full 
speed,  they  will  run  across  the  log,  and  if  the 
dogs  know  their  job  they  will  circle  out  until 
they  again  find  the  trail;  but  during  this 
momentary  bother,  the  'coon  is  not  waiting  to 
see  what  they  are  going  to  do  about  it.  He 
keeps  moving  and  I  want  to  say  that  a  'coon 
is  a  much  swifter  traveller  than  many  persons 
suppose.  He  loses  no  time,  '  but  keeps 
everlastingly  at  it,  and  it  takes  a  speedy  hound 
to  force  him  up  a  tree. 

The  'coon  may  be  defined  as  being  a  dwarf 
bear.  They  have  many  points  in  common. 
The  'coon  can  lie  up  in  his  den  for  weeks  at  a 
time  during  severely  cold  weather,,  without 
food  or  water.  The  only  difference  between 
the  foot  prints  of  the  coon  and  those  of  the 
bear  is  the  size.  In  shape  and  appearance 
they  are  exactly  alike.  The  flesh,  when 
cooked,  tastes  similar,  and  not  one  in  a  thou- 
sand could  tell  any  difference  between  cooked 
'coon  and  cooked  bear,  if  served  in  same  size 
pieces. 

By  nature  the  'coon  is  a  very  selfish  individ- 
ual. He  deserts  Mrs.  'Coon  when  the  children 
are  a  day  old  and  lets  her  provide  for  them  as 
best  she  can.  The  young  'coons  grow  rapidly, 
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and  at  a  tender  age  of  from  six  to  eight  weeks 
old  they  begin  to  accompany  their  faithful 
mother  in  search  of  food.  Fishes,  birds, 
rabbits,  nuts,  acorns,  berries  and  green  corn 
are  the  principal  dishes  on  the  'coon  family's 
bill  of  fare. 

At  first  the  little  coons  stay  close  to  their 
mother's  heels,  but  they  grow  more  venturesome 
as  they  grow  older,  and  soon  begin  to  make 
little  journeys  on  their  own  account.  This 
often  proves  their  undoing  when  dogs  are 
about.  Any  sort  of  an  old  dog  can  tree  or 
catch  on  the  ground  a  baby  'coon,  but  this  is 
an  advantage  no  true  sportsman  will  know- 
ingly take. 

That  a  mother  'coon  will  even  brave  death 
herself  to  save  her  babies  is  evident  to  one 
who  has  studied  the  habits  of  the  'coon. 
When  closely  pursued  by  the  hounds  and  she 
and  her  young  are  all  compelled  to  go  up 
the  same  tree  as  soon  as  the  hounds  begin  to 
bark  fiercely  and  the  hunters  arrive  and  begin 
to  chop  on  the  tree  or  try  to  shine  their  eyes, 
old  mother  'coon  picks  an  opening  and  jumps 
out  of  the  tree  and  is  usually  caught,  or  runs 
up  another  tree  close  by  and  then  caught. 
But  she  has  again  saved  her  young  as  in  all 
likelihood  the  hunters  will  not  go  back  to  the 
tree  where  the  little  coons  arc  seienely  sitting 
on  the  leafy  boughs,  or  never  think  of  there 
being  any  more  coons  there. 

There  are  many  reasons  why  the  'coon 
hunt  is  fast  becoming  one  of  the  most  popular 
of  the  manly  sports.  The  'coon  is  found  in 
many  sections  of  the  country.  Other  game 
is  becoming  very  scarce.  The  wealthy 
business  man,  the  man  of  affairs  who  is  tied 
to  his  desk  six  days  out  of  the  week,  can  own  a 
'coon  hound  and  in  the  stilly  hours  of  the 
night  after  the  day's  turmoil  of  business,  can 
enjoy  a  few  hours  of  the  most  strenuous  sport 


now  left  to  us  and  witness  a  battle  royal  be- 
tween his  faithful  hound  and  the  monarch 
of  the  woods,  the  wily  'coon.  Nothing  that  I 
can  contemplate  is  more  exhilarating  or  more 
soothing  to  the  nerves  than  the  excitement 
of  the  'coon  hunt.  From  the  first  long- 
drawn  note  when  the  trail  is  struck  until 
the  hound's  victorious  cry  at  the  tree,  it  is  one 
round  of  excitement  and  anticipation.  What 
or  whose  hound  is  leading?  What  direction 
will  Mr.  'Coon  take?  What  dog  will  be  first 
to  tree?  And  then  the  fight!  It  is  simply 
great!  And  then  showing  the  hide  to  the  boys 
who  didn't  go  and  telling  them  about  it  for 
days  to  come. 

The  'coon  hunt  calls  for  manhood.  Tender 
weaklings  cannot  endure  the  exertions  necess- 
ary to  enjoy  this  sport.  It  is  too  strenuous 
for  the  lazy  man  or  the  effeminate  man  to 
enjoy.  They  shudder  at  the  thoughts  of 
donning  a  pair  of  heavy  hip  boots  and  tramp- 
ing through  swamps  and  slashes,  crossing 
creeks  and  barbed  wire  fences,  through  briars 
and  thickets  maybe  for  several  miles,  and  the 
probability  of  getting  lost  and  having  to  stay 
all  night.  But  to  the  man  with  nerve  and 
backbone  this  is  one  of  the  enjoyable  features. 
It  affords  great  fun  to  get  a  tenderfoot  to  go 
out  for  the  first  time  and  initiate  him  into  the 
"coon  hunters'  club."  The  tender-foot  will 
use  every  cuss  word  ever  invented  and  will 
coin  new  ones  when  the  supply  of  old  ones 
becomes  worn  out  and  ineffective.  He  will 
cuss  the.  briars,  cuss  the  ditches,  cuss  the 
creek,  cuss  the  fences,  cuss  the  swamps,  cuss 
the  slashes,  cuss  the  man  who  pursuaded  him 
to  go,  and  finally  cuss  himself  for  going.  But 
when  the  excitement  of  the  chase  is  on  and 
when  the  frght  commences  he  becomes  recon- 
ciled; and  if  good  luck  is  had  he  is  very  likely 
to  be  the  next  man  to  propose  another  "coon 
hunt." 


Montreal  Spring  Show 


The  Montreal  Kennel  Association  Spring 
Show  May  23  and  24,  was  a  splendid  all 
round  success  in  the  number  and  quality 
of  dogs  shown;  the  attendance  and  the  hos- 
pitality of  the  Montrealers;  the  judges  and 
their  work;  and  the  M.  K.  A.  Show  Committee 
and  their  work.  There  were  some  who 
found  fault  with  the  way  the  catalog  was 
printed  and  also  with  the  rather  light  and 
cramped  benching  used  but  then  with  the 
enthusiasm  present  at  this  show,  these  defects 


were  easily  remedied  by  those  taking  sufficient 
interest  to  do  so,  for  their  personal  benefit. 

Of  the  400  dogs  in  the  show,  wire  haired 
fox  terriers  were  the  leading  and  most  inter- 
esting entry.  Montreal  fanciers  are  keen  on 
wires  and  classes.  They  are  always  very  inter- 
esting especially  so  this  year  for  some  heavy 
plunges  have  been  made  in  well  bred  U.  S. 
stuff  and  then  there  is  the  good  home  grown 
ones  always  coming  along;  and  the  home  bred 
ones  did  most  of  the  winning,  being  more  the 
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11  2™Lr  uo  KJU  °y  Acciaeni 

They  were  breaking  camp.    Sam  came  hurrying  dow, 
load  of  equipment,  which  included  the  revolver. 

Somehow  it  slipped  and  fell  —  loaded  —  with  a  heav^ 
feet.    But  it  didn't  go  off  —  it  was  an  Iver  Johnson. 

IVER  JOHNSON 

AUTOMATIC  REVOLVERS 

The  Iver  Johnson  can't  go  off  by  accident.  Drop 
it,  thump  it,  bang  it,  throw  it  against  the  wall- 
it  won  t  go  off.  Just  one  way  to  discharge  an 
Iver  Johnson— pull  the  trigger  all  the  way  back. 

Drawn  tempered  piano-wire  springs  keep  the 
Iver  Johnson  permanently  alive  and  alert.  And 
the  perfect  rifled  barrel  speeds  the  bullet  straight 
as  a  streak  of  light. 

Choice  of  three  grips:  Regular,  Perfect  Rubber, 
Western  Walnut. 


Three  Rnnhl+ta  Fr*>» 


"A"— Firearms,  "B"— Bicycles,  "C"-Motor- 
cycles.  All  free  for  the  asking. 

If  your  dealer  cannot  supply  the  Iver  Johnson, 
send  us  his  name  and  address.  We  will  supply 
you  through  him. 

IVER  JOHNSON'S  ARMS  &  CYCLE  WORKS 

157  River  St.,  Fitchbarg,  Man. 
99  Chambers  St.,  New  York  717  Market  St.,  San  Fraaciico 
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proper  size.  The  fox  terrier  must  be  kept 
a  small  dog  or  he  is  not  a  fox  terrier,  i.e.,  he 
can  not  follow  a  fox  to  ground.  Stock  by 
Ch.  Dusky  Bound  is  coming  along  well  and 
was  well  up  in  the  awards.  Mrs.  Webster  of 
Ottawa  with  her  good  little  Lady  Wireboy 
of  Pargntor  took  winners,  bitches  and  reserve 
winners,  also  1st  maiden  and  1st  breeders 
with  the  Lady's  daughter,  Spicey  Lady.  Sam 
Bamford  of  Toronto  took  winners  dpgs  with 
Ch.  Mickeys  Model,  while  Moore  and 
Strachan  of  Montreal  were  reserve  winners  with 
Rigeways  Dark  Boy,  a  noted  U.  S.  dpg, 
a  bit  large  and  lacking  finish. 

Airedale  terriers  were  also  a  large  entry  but 
a  mixed  lot,  large  and  small,  good  coats  and 
bad  coats,  good  ears  and  eyes,  and  poor,  in 
fact  all  the  good  points  and  all  the  bad  points 
which  so  easily  crop  out  in  his  breed  were  to 
be  seen  at  this  show.  If  our  Airedale  breeders 
cannot  learn  by  experience  how  to  breed  good 
ones  they,  should  read  up  and  study  out  how 
the  good  ones  are  bred  and  follow  these 
methods. 

That  great  show  dog  and  sire  Ch.  King 
Nobbler's  Double  who  has  not  been  shown 
much  of  late  years,  easily  took  winner's  dogs, 
looking  as  good  as  ever  and  his  latest  kennel 
mate,  Parkton  Sweet  Olive,  took  winners 
bitches  though  I  thought  her  a  bit  fine  all 
over  and  too  much  of  the  Irish  spirit,  which  is 
not  all  wanted  in  an  Airedale.  Rosecroft 
Jersey  Lightning  was  res.  dog  and  Miss  Rom- 
ulus res.  bitch.  Murby  of  Toronto  took  1st 
puppy  dogs  with  Harvie  Warlock  while  1st 
puppy  bitches  went  to  Colne  Mistress  Oorang, 
Mr.  Robinson  also  of  Toronto.  «£laycliff 
sentry,  Jos.  Russell,  Toronto,  took  1st  novice 
and  1st  junior  and  would  have  won  more  had 
he  been  entered  in  the  other  classes.  This  is 
the  dog  we  spoke  well  of  when  first  shown  at 
the  New  Year's  show  in  Toronto.  The 
Lachine  dog  Bolton  Boy  is  an  attractive 
looking  one,  well  shaped  and  had  he  better 
eyes  and  skull  would  make  a  good  one.  He 
won  well,  beating  Claycliff  Tenacity. 

There  was  just  an  ordinary  showing  of 
Pointers  and  Setters,  the  good  dog  Ch. 
Perdrean  being  best  Pointer.  The  English 
setters  were  all  of  a  large  strong  rough  type 
which  while  certainly  not  classy  looking  may 
be  all  right  for  work  in  certain  country.  The 
Irish  Setters  were  much  better  showing,  the 
results  of  more  careful  breeding  to  type.  We 


had  the  pleasure  of  seeing  one  of  the  best  , 
Irish  setters  in  America,  in  Tyrone  Larry 
bred  and  owned  by  E.  C.  Howard  of  Montreal. 
This  dog  won  very  well  at  the  last  big  New 
York  Show  and  when  shown  there  next  year 
we  venture  to  say  he  will  top  the  lot. 

Cocker  Spaniels  were  just  a  good  ordinary 
showing;  while  there  were  no  real  high  class 
ones  present  still  there  were  some  good  ones. 

Bostons  had  a  large  entry,  including  the 
good  ones  from  Toronto  and  Ottawa.  Irish 
Terriers  were  also  a  good  lot  the  winning 
dog,  Mendon  Mike  being  3rd  best  dog  in 
whole  show.  There  was  also  a  good  showing 
of  Scotties.  Several  variety  of  Toys  were 
shown,  a  good  lot  of  Pekes  and  Poms. 

Some  splendid  English  bulldogs  were 
shown  besides  good  entries  in  bull  terriers, 
French  bulldogs,  and  several  of  the  other 
breeds  including  Russian  wolfhounds.  There 
were  no  fox  hounds  or  beagles  at  this  show. 

The  judging  of  the  breeds  was  finished  Sat- 
urday afternoon,  the  varieties  and  specials 
follow  Saturday  evening  and  by  11  o'clock  - 
the  big  event  of  the  show  came  off,  picking 
the  best  dog  in  all  the  show.  In  this  event 
there  were  two  French  Alsace  police  dogs;  two 
Belgian  police  dogs;  two  Irish  setters;  four 
wire  fox  terriers,  including  ch.  Dusky  Bounce 
and  Ch.  Mickey's  Model;  two  Japanese 
spaniels;  and  one  each  of  the  following  English 
Bull;  Skye  terrier;  Cocker  French  Bull; 
Dalmatian;  Airedale,  and  Pekinese.  With 
the  exception  of  the  two  Alsace  Police  dogs 
they  were  all  good  specimens  as  fine  a  lot  as 
one  would  see  most  anywhere.  The  wire 
fox  terrier  Ch.  Lady  Wireboy  of  Paignton 
was  awarded  best  in  show  and  then  the  two 
judges  had  to  confer  as  to  next  best  or  reserve 
which  finally  went  to  the  Airedale  Ch.  Polam 
Maxim  closely  pressed  by  the  Irish  terrier 
Mendon  Mike. 

The  judges  of  this  show  were  Chas.  Mason 
on  Anglo-American  from  N.Y.  one  of  the  best 
all  round  judges  in  the  world,  a  breeder  and 
Kennel  writer  of  note;  the  other  was  Norman 
Swire  of  Toronto  one  of  our  most  gifted 
young  men  along  this  line. 

While  this  was  a  ribbon  show  yet  the  money- 
offered  for  specials  and  the  silver  cups  and 
trophies  made  the  winning  worth  while.  For 
instance  the  winner  of  the  puppy  Sweepstakes 
gathered  in  some  fifty  dollars. 
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Frostco  Combination  8  in  1  Steel  Rod 


has  reinforced  joints  and  patent  locking  feel  seat.  The  illustration  shows  foin^TonHDmaTTons 
in  a  fly  rod — reverse  the  handle  and  you  have  four  combinations  in  a  bait  rod.  Buy  this  one 
rod  and  you  have  a  bait  or  fly  rod  of  different  lengths  from  4  feet  4  inches  f\ 
to       feet  long  as  desired.    Price  complete..     ijj UiUV 

Rush  Tango  Minnows,  South  Bend  Baits,  Al.  Foss  Pork  Rind  Baits 
Spoons,  Spinners,  Rods,  Reels,  Flies  and  other  Fishing  Necessities 

I   ;  

FISH  NETS 

NETS  AND   NETTING  Of  ALL  KINDS 


SEENES  OR  DRAG  NETS 
DIP  NETS 

TRAMMEL  NETS 


GILL  NETS 
HOOK  NETS 

BROOK  NETS 


GILL  NETS  mounted  with  leads  and  floats  ready  for  the  water,  25  cents  per  yard. 

ordering  give  size  of  mesh,  stretched  measure  desired. 


In 


We  are  distributors  of  the  famous  U.  S.  Cartridge  Company's  line  of  shells  and 

ammunition  including 

Have  you  tried  the  22  N.  R.  A.  rim  five,  long 
rifle  lesmok  cartridge.  Range  250  yards, 
costs  no  more  than  other  similar  cartridges, 
but  gives  longer  range.  We  have  in  stock 
280  Ross  copper  tube  and  metal  patch 
cartridges. 


BLACK  SHELLS 

in  trap  and  game  loads.  These  shells  are 
waterproof  and  are  unexcelled,  for  Range, 
Velocity,  Penetration  and  killing  power. 


BRILLIANT  SEARCHLIGHT 

100  Candle  Power,  with  Flat-Flame  Burner 
and  Interchangeable  Lens  $8.00;  with  Self 
Lighter,  $9.00.  Mailing  weight  3  pounds. 
Traps,  Guns,  Animal  Bait,  Headlights, 
Nets,  Shoepacks,  Marble's  Specialties  and 
hundreds  of  other  articles  for  the  trapper 
and  hunter,  described  and  priced  in 
HALLAM'S  TRAPPERS  AND  SPORTS- 
MEN'S SUPPLY  CATALOGUE-- 

Write  for  your  copy  to-day.  It  is  Free. 
Address  in  full. 


SAVAGE  RIFLES 

We  have  a  shipment  of  .250-3000 
and  .22  High -Power  Savage  Rifles 

WRITE  FOR  PRICES 


i  mi  ted 

951  Hallam  Building,  TORONTO 

THE  LARGEST  IN  OUR  LINE  IN  CANADA 
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A  Real  Clean  Up! 

The  most  conspicuous  successes  at  the  traps  this  year 
have  fallen  to  Remington  UMC.  Every  tournament 
finds  more  and  more  Remington  UMC  winners — more 
enthusiastic  users.    Moral:  get  on  the  band  wagon. 


International  Championship 

St.  Thomas,  Ont.,  June  2,  3,  4,  1919. 
Won  by  F.  S.  Wright,  Buffalo,  with  the 
Canadian  amateur  record-breaking  score 
of  397x400.  REMINGTON  UMC 
NITRO  CLUB  SHELLS  USED. 

"Perfect  from  Primer  to  Crimp" 

F.  S.  WRIGHT 


Grand  International 
Handicap 

St.  Thomas,  Ont.,  June  2,  3,  4,  1919. 
Won  by  A.  A.  Thompson,  Windsor,  Ont., 
breaking  95x100. 

REMINGTON   UMC  NITRO  CLUB 
SHELLS  USED. 

The  splendid,  uniform  high  quality  of  these 
famous  Wetproof  speed  shells  stands  every 
test 

lcsl*  A.  A.  THOMPSON 


HAMILTON  GUN  CLUB  TOURNAMENT,  April  18th,  won  by  S.  G.  Vance,  Tillsonburg, 

with  Remington  UMC  "Nitro"  Clubs",  189x200. 
ST.  HUBERT'S  GUN  CLUB  TOURNAMENT,  OTTAWA,  April  21st,  won  by  Blyth  Beattie, 

Ottawa,  with  "Nitro  Clubs",  113x125. 
MANOR  GUN  CLUB  TOURNAMENT,  CLARKSON,  May  24,  all  important  events  won  with 

Remington  UMC  Pump  Guns  or  "Nitro  Club"  shells. 
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Trap  Triumphs  Galore ! 

Remington  UMC  Nitro  Club  "speed  shells"  are  higher 
in  price  than  others  but  their  superiority  in  materials  and 
in  loading  makes  them  the  shell  for  the  man  who  wants 

Results. 


Eastern  Canada  Trap- 
shooting  Championship 


Toronto,  June  12,  13,  14,  1919. 
Won  by  S.  G.  Vance,  Tillsonburg, 
with  the  remarkable  score  of  290x300. 

REMINGTON  UMC  NITRO  CLUB 
SHELLS  USED. 

Fast  Company  Suits  Remington  UMC 


S.  G.  VANCE 


Eastern  Canada  Handicap 
Championship 

Toronto,  June  12,  13,  14,  1919. 
Won  by  J.  A.  McRobb,  Brantford, 
93x100,  tying  with  three  other  shoot- 
ers, all  using  "Nitro  Clubs,"  Mr. 
McRobb  winning  the  Championship 
in  the  shoot-off,  18x20. 

REMINGTON  UMC  NITRO  CLUB 
SHELLS  USED. 


J.  A.  McROBB 


Other  Remington  UMC  wins  were:-  Two  Man  Team  Championship,  S. 
Vance  and  J.  Vance,  Tillsonburg,  score  50x50;  Nelson  Long,  Hamilton, 
High  professional,  using  Remington  UMC  Pump  Gun;  Court  Thomp- 
son, Hamilton,  wins  Long  Run,  81  straight;  altogether  eight  out  of  nine 
runs  won  with  Nitro  Clubs. 

SHOOT  REMINGTON  UMC— IT  PAYS  OTHERS,  IT  WILL  PAY  YOU 


Remington  U.M.C.  of  Canada,  Limited 

WINDSOR,  ONT. 


Irish  Rifle  Association 


J.  W.  Smith 

AN  attractive  program  has  been  arranged  practice,  and  any  riflemen  interested  should 

by  the  Irish  Rifle  Association  for  this  communicate  with  the  writer  (257  Davenport 

season  at  the  Long  Branch  Rifle  Ranges.  Road,  Toronto)  who  will  be  glad  to  mail  them 

The  usual  competitions  wifl  run  throughout  a  program. 

the  months  of  July,  August,  and  Sept-  The  standard  of  shooting  to  date  has  been 
ember,  with  valuable  prizes  (in  kind)ior  each  poor;  with  two  exceptions,  notably  Mr.  Dean, 
of  the  three  classes,  winners  to  be  decided  by.  who  has  shown  a  very  high  degree  of  marks- 
each  competitor's  ten  best  scores  of  the  four  manship.  Mr.  Dean  was  trained  entirely 
months.  by  this  Association,  and  has  never  shot  at 
On  August  4th,  Civic  Holiday,  the  Associa-  any  of  the  big  Rifle  Association  meets,  and 
tion  will  hold  their  Annual  Matches  open  to  therefore  ranks  as  a  "tyro." 
all-comers,  cash  prizes  only.  Conditions  in  Many  ex-members  have  returned  from 
these  Matches  will  conform  as  closely  as  overseas,  and  are  re-joining  the  I.  R.  A., 
possible  to  those  of  the  approaching  0.  R.  A.  besides  which  there  are  a  number  of  new 
meet,  and  the  program  will  probably  include  members,  some  of  whom  are  beginners, 
snap-shooting  and  rapidt-fire  events.  This  whilst  others  are  old  marksmen  who  desire 
will  provide  a  fine  opportunity  for  those  to  resume  practice.  Judging  from  some 
intending  to  participate  in  the  O.  R.  A.  shoot  record  attendances  in  June,  the  I.  R.  A.  will 
to   avail   themselves   of  some  preliminary  have  an  exceptionally  successful  season. 

The  following  list  shows  the  scores  of  the  last  five  weekly  practices  of  those  who  have 
attended  at  least  three  times  and  whose  average  is  over  90  to  date: 

May  June       June       June         June  Average 

31st.  7th.        14th.        21st.  28th. 

S.  Dean                                        102  103           97          103          100  101 

W.A.Hawkins   101          100           99  100 

Col.  A.  Elliott  <..               101  99                       100  T         94  98.5 

J.W.Smith                                     100  100                         95           96  97.75 

J.Lonsdale   95             98           98           98  97.25 

R.  Clarke  "                              99  99           96           97           95  97.2 

E.J.  Greenway                                 99  92          100           95  96.5 

W.  Reid                                        100  94           97           94  96.25 

A.  Emo                                          96  101           94           95           94  96 

T.  W.  Bull                                        96  95          100           96           93  96 

R.  Storrar   98           94           96  96 

Dr.  J.  G.  Pilkey   97  •         95            94           96  95.5 

R.  Campbell   97           93           96           96  95.5 

J.E.Fitzgerald                                 94  97                         94  95 

T.  W.  Younger                                  96  94           90           99           94  94.6 

R.  Oldfield                                      97  95           95           89  94 

A.R.Humphreys  **   95           95           87           95  93 

W.  Riddle                                       95  92                       91             92  92.5 

R.Hutchinson   94           90           88           90  90.5 

Col.  F.  W.  Brown   96           92           88           86  90.5 


FISH  SANCTUARIES. 

Canada  applies  the  sanctuary  or  reserve 
idea  to  fish,  as  a  means  of  increasing  their 
numbers  and  promoting  better  sport, 

Upon  recommendation  of  the  Victoria 
Fisheries  Protective  Association  of  Baddeck, 
Nova  Scotia,  the  Canadian  Minister  of  Marine 
and  Fisheries  has  ordered  the  setting  apart  of 
one  brook  on  each  of  eleven  different  rivers 
in  Cape  Breton  Island,  for  the  natural  pro- 


pagation of  trout  and  salmon,  and  has  pro- 
hibited angling  in  these  brooks  for  a  term  oi 
three  years. 

As  has  been  proved  in  game  matters,  a 
small  section  left  fully  protected  the  year 
round  as  a  haven,  has  always  benefited  the 
shooting  in  the  adjacent  country.  This  same 
plan  should  improve  fishing  by  allowing  many 
fish  to  spawn  that  otherwise  would  be  caught, 
and  by  making  these  reserve  brooks  serve  as 
nurseiies  and  feeders  for  the  main  rivers. 
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Gillette 

Safety  Razor 

The  Shaving  Service  for  Every  Man 

— Everywhere 


The  Pocket  Edition 
Gillette 
Bound  in 
Seal-Grain  Leather 

The  NEW 
KIT  SET 
No.  20 


LUBSSB 


"If  I  were  buying  another  Gillette  Safety  Razor,"  said  one  enthusiast, 
when  he  saw  the  new  Kit  Set,  pictured  above,  "I  would  certainly  want 
that  one  !  ** 

"It  not  only  preserves  all  the  good  points  of  my  old^  morning  friend, 
but  it  is  as  compact  as  any  razor  set  I  have  ever  seen,  and  takes  the  least 
room  in  the  kit." 

There  is  a  handy  mirror  to  be  hung  on  the  nearest  post  or  tree,  and 
the  whole  set  in  its  black,  seal  grain,  genuine  leather  roll  case,  is  a  delight 
to  the  out-of-doors  man. 

$5.00  the  set 

MADE  IN  -aa~  CANADA 


©iHette> 


MARK 


KNOWN  THE 


WORLD  OVER 


The  Gillette  Safety  Razor  Co.  of  Canada,  Limited 

Montreal,  Canada 


|     Matters  Pertaining  to  Conservation  | 

The  Need  of  Nation- Wide  Effort  in  Wild  Life  Conservation 

C.  Gordon  Hewitt 
Address  Delivered  at  the  National  Wild  Life  Conference  on  Feb.  18th  at  Ottawa 


THIS  National  Conference  marks 
an  epoch  in  the  history  of  the 
movement  for  the  conservation 
of  wild  life  in  the  Dominion.  Con- 
voked as  it  has  been  by  the  Com- 
mission of  Conservation  with  the 
co-operation  of  the  Advisory  Board 
on  Wild  Life  Protection,  it  represents 
the  first  occasion  on  which  an  en- 
deavour has  been  made  officially  to 
bring  together  those  who  through 
their  official  duties  or  public  or 
private  interests  are  concerned  in  the 
protection  of  our  game  and  fur-bear- 
ing animals  and  wild  life  generally. 
All  to  whom  our  wild  life  has  any 
significance  have  been  invited:  offi- 
cials of  Dominion  and  Provincial 
governments,  representatives  of 
sportsmen's  and  game  protective  asso- 
ciations, of  the  fur  trading  companies 
and  of  the  railways.  And  the  inter- 
national significance  of  the  problem 
that  we  are  to  discuss  is  evidenced 
by  the  presence  of  those  of  our 
friends  and  co-workers  from  the 
United  States  who  have  accepted  our 
invitation. 

During  the  last  decade  there  has 
been  in  Canada  an  awakening  to  the 
fact  of  all  our  natural  resources  the 
wild  life  was  the  most  sensitive  to 
human  interference,  and  there  has 
been  a  realization  of  the  responsibility 
that  rests  upon  our  shoulders  as 
trustees  of  the  greater  portion  of 
what  remains  of  the  big  game  ani- 
mals, of  the  breeding  grounds  of  the 
wild  fowl  and  of  the  most  valuable 
fur  bearers  of  this  continent.  The 
manner  in  which  the  wild  life  over 
most  of  the  United  States  has  suffered 
through  lack  of  adequate  protection 
has  furnished  an  object  lesson  that 
Canadians  have  not  been  slow  to 
learn,  and  while  wanton  destruction, 
excessive  and  unwise  killing  have 
taken  place  throughout  Canada,  the 


comparatively  small  population  has 
not  depleted  our  wild  life  so  well 
favoured  in  haunts  by  Nature,  and 
we  are  still  fortunate  in  possessing 
a  fair  proportion  of  our  original  stock 
of  game  and  furbearing  animals  well 
distributed  over  the  country.  We 
have  convened  for  the  purpose  of 
determining  the  best  methods  by 
which  we  can  conserve  our  wild  life 
for  the  use  and  enjoyment  of  the 
people  of  tc-day  and  of  the  future. 

Before  we  commence  our  discus- 
sions I  should  like  to  emphasize  two 
points,  which  are  vitally  important 
in  their  bearing  on  this  subject, 
namely:  The  desirability  of  the 
greatest  degree  of  co-operation  and 
the  necessity  of  foresight. 
Taking  the  last  point  first,  why 
should  we  not  now  resolve  to  use  that 
faculty  which  distinguishes  us  from 
our  fellow  creatures  and  exercise  our 
reason,  which  should  make  us  prov- 
ident? In  the  past  it  has  been  almost 
an  invariable  rule  to  wait  until  serious 
depletion  of  game  animals  has  taken 
place  before  instituting  protective 
measures  which,  had  they  been  in 
effect  earlier,  would  have  prevented 
such  depletion.  Why  should  we  con- 
tinue to  be  so  lacking  in  foresight 
and  those  attributes  that  make  a 
nation  progressive  as  to  be  unwilling 
to  provide  against  contingencies  that 
we  know  from  experience  will  occur. 
Conservation  is  practical  foresight. 
No  natural  resource  needs  the  appli- 
cation- of  greater  foresight  for  its 
conservation  than  our  wild  life  for  it 
cannot  be  replaced  once  it  is  destroy- 
ed, and  its  destruction  can  only  be 
avoided  by  wise  provision.  Let  us 
therefore  resolve  to  look  ahead  of  the 
present  requirements  and  plan  with 
our  eyes  on  the  future. 

But  the  chief  object  of  this  confer- 
ence is  to  secure  as  great  a  degree  as 
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the  rifle  you  asked  for 


WE  take  pleasure  in  presenting  to  our 
friends  the  latest  product  of  the  Savage 
Arms  Corporation,  Utica  Works — the  new 
Model  1919  Bolt  Action  Rifle. 

This  iifle  is  the  result  of  years  of  experi- 
mental work,  guided  and  checked  by  the 
ablest  military  and  civilian  experts. 

It  is  the  most  serious  instrument  of  pre- 
cision that  has  ever  been  manufactured  to 
shoot  .22  rim-fire  ammunition.  Designed 
especially  to  fill  the  exacting  requirements 
of  National  Rifle  Association  small  bore, 
match  shooting. 

The  .22  Savage  N.R.A.  is  a  genuine  mini- 
ature military  rifle.  It  is  a  bolt-action, 
five-shot  repeater,  with  full  length  military 
pistol-grip  stock  and  swivels  for  sling.  It 
can  be  used  in  every  position,  with  every 
time-limit  and  for  every  kind  of  fire  that  the 
.30  Service  rifle  can.  The  only  match  con- 
dition that  need  be  changed  is  length  of 
range.  And  it  will  beat  the  Service  rifle 
at  100  yards. 


A  new  rifling  system  makes  the  barrel  more 
accurate  than  Other  .22  caliber  models  used 
in  this  work — and  Savage  reputation  for 
accuracy  made  the  experts  select  us  to  build 
this  rifle. 

A  new  firing-mechanism — lightened  mov- 
ing parts  with  less  than  half-inch  travel, long, 
husky  mainspring  and  two-point  firing-pin — 
make  ignition  instantaneous. 

The  Marine  Corps  type  front  sight  defines 
clearly  in  any  light,  and  the  simple,  strong 
aperture  rear  sight  has  click  adjustment  for 
elevation  and  windage — one  click  moves 
shot  one-quarter  inch  on  target  at  25  yards. 

25-inch  round  barrel,  full  military  stock, 
oil  finish,  pistol  grip,  sling  swivels,  Marine 
Corps  type  front,  and  wind-gauge  aperture, 
rear  sights.  5-shot  detachable  box  magazine, 
Chambered  for  .22  Long  Rifle  cartridge  only. 
Supplied  in  .22  Short  on  special  order  only. 

* 

And  remember — it's  as  good  for  small 
game  shooting  as  for  target  work. 


Executive  Offices: 
50  Church  Street,  New  York 


UTICA,  N.  Y. 


Sharon,  Pa.     Detroit,  Mich. 
Philadelphia,  Pa. 


25  Yards— 10  Shots,  y24n. 
bull,  by  Marine  Gunner  J. 
L.  Renew,  U.  S.  M.  C. 


50  Yards — 9  Shots,  1  inch 
bull,  by  Marine  Gunner  J. 
L.  Renew,  U.  S.  M.  C. 


25  Yards-10  Shots,  V2 
inch  bull,  by  Gunnery 
Sergeant  Peter  Lund, 
U.  S.  M.  C. 


50  Yards— 10  Shots,  1 
inch  bull,  by  Marine 
Gunner  John  J.  An- 
drews, U.  S.  M.  C. 
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C.  GORDON  HEWITT 
Consulting  Zoologist,  Dominion  Department  of 
Agriculture 

possible  of  co-operation  in  order  to 
further  the  objects  we  all  have  in 
view.  A  significant  change  has  taken 
place  in  our  attitude  towards  wild 
life.  Formerly,  game  laws  were 
framed  more  with  an  eye  to  human 
advantage  than  for  the  benefit  of  the 
wild  life.  Our  wild  life  resources  were 
regarded  as  a  convenient  and  easy 
source  of  revenue  and  the  issuing 
of  game  licenses  was  the  principle 
function  of  the  game  officer;  the  same 
attitude  of  mind  existed  in  regard 
to  our  forest  resources  which  were 
regarded  as  a  valuable  source  of 
public  revenue  in  the  shape  of  lic- 
enses and  stumpage  fees  and  not  as 
an  economic  asset  requiring  wise 
conservation.  But  when  the  limits 
of  the  so-called  inexhaustible  come 
within  the  range  of  our  perception, 
then  the  instinct  of  self-preserva- 
tion comes  into  play  and  we  hasten 
to  make  such  amends  as  may  be 
possible  by  endeavoring  to  save  what 


remains.  The  true  game  officer  to- 
day is  more  concerned  in  protecting 
such  game  as  remains  then  in  issuing 
licenses  for  its  destruction  and  if  we 
are  to  retain  our  game  resources, 
their  conservation  must  necessarily 
constitute  the  main  function  of  the 
game  officer;  he  must  be  truly  a  game 
guardian  or  warden. 

This  broader  conception  of  the 
significance  of  our  wild  life  and  of  our 
attitude  towards  it  has  in  turn 
brought  about  a  greater  sense  of  our 
responsibility  with  regard  to  the 
future  and  a  realization  of  the  fact 
that  the  conservation  of  wild  life  is 
not  a  matter  which  any  one  province , 
state  or  territory  can  undertake 
alone,  but  that  its  successful  prosecu- 
tion demands  neighbourly  co-opera- 
tion and  mutual  assistance.  The 
extent  of  our  success  in  protecting 
our  wild  life  will  depend  on  the  degree 
of  our  co-operation. 

In  every  sphere  of  activity  the 
spirit  of  co-operation  is  growing,  in 
industrial  labour,  agricultural  pro- 
duction or  international  conduct,  co- 
operation is  replacing  separate  effort. 
Similarly,  in  conserving  our  wild 
life  we  are  appreciating  the  necessity 
of  co-operation.  So  long  as  our 
migratory  birds  were  subject  to  ex- 
cessive destruction  during  their 'win- 
ter sojourn  in  the  south  and  their 
spring  migration  northward  our  eff- 
orts to  protect  them  in  their  breeding 
grounds  was  likely  to  prove  unsuccess- 
ful altruism;  the  conservation  of 
these  birds  demanded  international 
action  and  now  we  are  endeavoring 
by  mutual  co-operation  to  protect 
them.  This  conference  will  afford 
an  opportunity  of  discussing  the 
means  whereby  we  may  co-operate 
in  this  problem  to  the  best  advantage. 

Indeed,  there  are  few  phases  of 
wild  life  conservation  which  cannot 
be  promoted  with  a  much  greater 
degree  of  success  by  mutual  co-oper- 
ation between  governments  than  by 
individual  effort.  In  the  regulation 
of  the  fur  trade,  which  we  propose 
to  discuss,  the  enforcement  of  the 
best  laws  that  a  government  can 
devise  may  be  seriously  hampered 
by  the  limitations  that  provincial 
or  national  boundaries  place  upon  the 
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Ready  instantly  — 
when  you  pour  on  the 
water — hot  or  cold. 


Absolutely  pure  coffee — the  coffee- 
ness  of  coffee  with  the  waste  and 
woody  substance  removed.  Its 
flavor  is  exquisite,  and  it  is  ready  for 
instant  use  anywhere,  anytime  with- 
out cooking.  Saves  carrying  a 
coffee-pot  and  Jjulky  packages  of 
old-fashioned,  coffee.  A  little  can 
of  G.  Washington's  Coffee  makes 
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jurisdiction  of  such  governments. 
The  same  difficulty  is  met  where 
contiguous  governments  have  diff- 
erent policies;  for  example  where  a 
provincial  government  such  as  Sask- 
atchewan or  New  Brunswick  pro- 
hibits the  sale  of  game  and  an  adjac- 
ent province  permits  it;  the  absence 
of  uniformity  in  policy  leads  to  in- 
fractions of  the  law  and  trouble  in 
enforcing  it.  While  it  is  too  much 
to  expect  uniformity  in  all  cases,  it 
cannot  be  denied  that  a  much  greater 
degree  of  co-operation  than  exists 
at  present  can  be  secured  and  we 
believe  that  the  best  mode  of  ob- 
taining such  co-operation  is  by  such  a 
conference  as  this. 

The  migratory  tendencies  of  most 
forms  of  wild  life  annul  the  effect 
of  provincial  or  national  boundaries 
and  the  results  may  be  for  good  or  for 
evil;  a  territory  carrying  on  a  wise 
protective  policy  with  regard  to  its 
game  or  furbearing  animals  will  bring 
about  an  overflow  into  the  more 
depleted  contiguous  areas;  or  an  area 
in  which  an  ineffectual  policy  for  the 
control  of  predatory  animals  will 
serve  as  a  source  of  supply  to  neigh- 
bouring territory.  For  good  or  for 
evil  contiguity  has  an  effect  on  the 
wild  life.  In  the  control  of  predatory 
animals  it  is  now  obvious  that  com- 
plete success  can  only  be  obtained  by 
co-operative  effort. 

There  is  abroad  in  Canada  an 
impression  that  the  Dominion  gov- 
ernment concerns  itself  little,  if  at  all, 
with  the  actual  protection  of  wild  life. 
This  impression  may  have  been  justi- 
fied by  apparent  inactivity  in  former 
years,  it  is  not  justified  to-day,  and 
the  proceedings  of  this  conference 
afford  confirmation  of  the  fact. 
While  the  Dominion  government  has 
left  to  the  provinces  the  protection  of 
the  game,  furbearing  animals,  other 
wild  life  within  their  respective  ter- 
ritories', it  is  nevertheless  responsible 
for  the  protection  of  the  wild  life  over 
an  enormous  portion  of  Canada, 
namely,  the  Northwest  Territories, 
the  Yukon  Territory,  and  in  the 
Dominion  Parks.  And  in  order  to 
carry  out  our  national  obligations 
with  respect  to  the  treaty  with  the 
United  States  for  the  protection  of 


migratory  birds,  it  has  assumed  the 
guardianship  of  our  migratory  birds, 
which  is  being  undertaken  with  the 
practical  co-operation  of  the  pro- 
vincial governments.  The  legisla- 
tion governing  these  matters  is  ad- 
ministered by  the  Minister  of  the 
Interior.  In  order  to  supervise  the 
enforcement  of  this  legislation  and 
conservation  of  wild  life  as  might 
be  referred  fo  the  government,  there 
was  appointed  two  years  ago,  on  the 
recommendation  of  the  Minister  of 
the  Interior,  an  Advisory  Board  on 
Wild  Life  Protection,  which  is  com- 
posed of  a  representative  from  each 
of  the  Departments  concerned  in 
wild  life  conservation,  namely,  the 
Departments  of  the  Interior,  Agri- 
culture, Mines  (Geological  Survey) 
and  Indian  Affairs,  and  the  Com- 
mission of  Conservation.  „The  chief 
%  activities  of  this  Advisory  Board  up 
to  the  present  have  been  the  drafting 
of  the  legislation  under  ,  the  Migra- 
tory Birds  Treaty  and  the  revision  of 
Northwest  Game  Act. 

The   policy   adopted   in  respect 

to  the  protection  of  migratory  birds 

serves  to  illustrate  two  points  that  I 
should  like  to  bring  out;  first  the 
possibilities  in  the  way  of  co-opera- 
tion between  the  Dominion  and  pro- 
vincial governments;  and  second,  the 
useful  functions  of  our  Advisory 
Board  as  an  instrument  for  bringing 
about  or  facilitating  co-operation  be- 
tween the  Dominion  and  provincial 
governments,  inter-provincial  or  in- 
ternational co-operation,  all  of  which 
as  we  cannot  insist  too  often,  are 
essential  to  any  policy  for  conserving 
our  Canadian  wild  life.  In  regard 
to  the  first  of  these  points,  the  gov- 
ernment's policy  in  the  administration 
of  the  legislation  carrying  out  the 
Migratory  Birds  treaty  is  to  rely 
on  the  provincial  governments,  so 
far  as  may  be  possible,  for  the  enforce- 
ment of  the  provisions  of  the  treaty 
within  their  respective  territories. 
With  this  end  in  view  most  of  the 
provincial  governments  have  already, 
amended  their  game  laws  to  conform 
with  the  provisions  of  the  treaty. 
Where  assistance  is  necessary  to 
secure  the  adequate  enforcement  of 
the  regulations  it   is  intended  to 
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furnish  such  assistance;  and  where  it 
may  be  necessary  for  the  Dominion 
government  to  enforce  the  regula- 
tions under  the  Migratory  Birds  Con- 
vention Act  owing  to  the  failure 
of  a  provincial  government  to  do  so, 
the  Dominion  Government  will  live 
up  to  its  obligations  under  the  treaty 
which  is  by  no  means  a  "scrap  of 
paper,"  but  the  most  far  reaching 
measure  that  has  been  yet  put  into 
operation  for  the  preservation  of  our 
valuable  bird  life.  A  great  respon- 
sibility rests  upon  the  Dominion 
Government  in  this  matter  in  as 
much  as  it  is  solely  responsible  for 
the  enforcement  of  the  regulations  in 
the  Northwest  Territories  which  now 
constitute  perhaps  the  chief  breed- 
ing grounds  of  the  greatest  number 
of  the  migratory  birds  of  this  con- 
tinent. 

It  may  not  be  out  of  place  to 

discuss  as  briefly   as  possible  the 

conservation  of  the  game,  fur-bearing 
animals  and  wild  life  of  the  North- 
west Territories,  on  which  subject 
I  have  addressed  the  Commission 
of  Conservation  at  previous  annual 
meetings.  The  Commission  recom- 
mended the  revision  of  the  North-west 
Game  Act  in  1916,  and  that  revision 
was  subsequently  undertaken  by  the 
Advisory  Board  on  Wild  Life  Pro- 
tection, a  new  Act  being  passed  in 
1917.  The  new  Northwest  Game 
Act  and  the  Regulations  passed  there- 
under have  two  main  features;  first, 
the  needs  of  the  wild  life  in  the 
Northwest  Territories  are  more  ade- 
quately satisfied;  and  second,  the 
fur  resources  receive  a  greater  degree 
of  protection  by  the  institution  of  a 
licensing  system  for  trappers  and 
traders,  thus  providing  a  safeguard 
against  exploitation  by  unscrupulous 
individuals  or  companies.  The  Can- 
adian people  generally  fail  to  realize, 
chiefly  because  they  lack  the  inform- 
ation upon  which  to  form  an  opinion 
or  do  not  give  the  subject  a  thought, 
what  an  immense  economic  asset 
the  wild  life  and  particularly  the 
fur-bearing  animals,  of  the  North- 
west Territories  constitute.  Reliable 
statistics  of  the  fur  production  of 
these  vast  territories  are  unavailable, 
and  in  passing,  may  I  say  that  we 


hope  that  one  of  the  results  of  this 
conference  will  be  the  development 
of  a  scheme  for  securing  reliable 
statistics  of  one  of  the  country's 
chief  natural  resources,  the  resource 
that  first  attracted  the  outside  world 
to  our  shores.  But  it  is  safe  to  say, 
that  millions  of  dollars  worth  of  furs 
of  the  finest  quality  obtainable  are 
exported  annually  from  our  North- 
west Territories.  Furs  constitute  the 
main  available  resource,  and  capturing 
fur-bearing  animals  is  the  occupation 
of  practically  the  entire  population 
of  those  territories  at  the  present 
time. 

In  an  address  which  I  gave  before 

the  Commission  of  Conservation  two 

years  ago  on  the  conservation  of  our 
Northern  fur  resources,  I  pointed  out 
that  the  Danish  government  admin- 
isters the  fur  trade  of  Greenland  as  a 
government  monopoly  and  has  thus 
been  able  to  exercise  a  great  degree 
of  control  with  a  view  to  ensuring 
the  conservation  of  the  fur  resources, 
and,  what  is  of  still  more  vital  im- 
portance, the  conservation  of  the 
health  of  the  natives  by  protection 
from  foreign  traders.  So  far  as  I 
have  been  able  to  ascertain  this 
policy  has  met  with  success.  Why 
should  not  a  similar  policy  succeed 
when  applied  to  our  Northwest  Ter- 
ritories? The  policy  of  state  owner- 
ship of  public  utilities  has  its  adher- 
ents and  opponents,  but  the  states 
ownership  of  natural  resources  is  not 
in  the  same  category  and  the  state 
ownership  of  certain  resources  such  as 
forests  has  undoubtedly  proved  suc- 
cessful from  both  the  point  of  view 
of  conservation  and  of  revenue.  A 
discussion  of  this  subject  in  these 
introductory  remarks  would  be  out  of 
place  and  I  have  enlarged  upon  it 
elsewhere.  It  is  desirable,  however, 
that  all  who  are  interested  in  the 
conservation  of  our  wild  life,  and  par- 
ticularly the  fur-bearing  and  game 
animals,  should  consider  the  sug- 
gestion that  these  wild  life  resources 
in  the  Northwest  Territories  might  be 
administered  as  a  government  mono- 
poly and  for  three  reasons:  first,  as  a 
means  of  securing  adequate  pro- 
tection for  these  resources;  second, 
as  a  source  of  revenue,  and  third,  in 
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order  to  safeguard  the  native  popu- 
lation which  is  dependent  upon  and  is 
the  chief  means  of  harvesting  the 
crop. 

In  addition  to  the  protection  of 
wild  life  in  the  Northwest  Territories 
and  the  Yukon  and  of  migratory 
birds  under  the  international  treaty, 
the  Dominion  government  is  actively 
conserving  the  wild  life  in  another 
direction,  namely,  by  the  establish- 
ment of  natural  reservations  under 
the  Dominion  Parks  Act.  The  wild 
life  in  all  the  national  parks  is  pro- 
tected and  these  parks  comprise  an 
area  of  nearly  8,000  square  miles. 
But  certain  parks  such  as  the  Wain- 
wright  Buffalo  Park,  the  Foremost 
Antelope  Reserve  and  Elk  Island 
Park  are  maintained  solely  for  the 
conservation  of  native  mammals  that 
would  otherwise  have  been  extermin- 
ated. The  Commissioner  of  Dcm- 
inion  Parks,  who  is  also  charged 
with  the  enforcement  of  the  North- 
west Game  Act  and  Migratory  Birds 
Convention  Act,  will  no  doubt  give 
further  details  regarding  these  Dom- 
inion game  and  wild  life  reserves 
when  he  opens  the  discussion  on 
game  sanctuaries  which  is  one  of  the 
subjects  that  it  is  desirable  to  con- 
sider at  this  Conference. 

In  the  establishment  'and  mainten- 
ance of  wild  life  or  game  reserves 
in  Canada  there  are  unlimited  oppor- 
tunities for  co-operative  action  be- 
tween the  Dominion  and  provincial 
Governments.  In  fact,  the  reserves 
in  the  provinces  of  Manitoba,  Sas- 
katchewan and  Alberta  are  co-opera- 
tive in  character,  inasmuch  as  such 
reserves  are  chiefly  established  by  the 
provincial  governments  in  Dominion 
forestry  reserves.  We  feel,  however, 
that  closer  co-operation  is  both  desir- 
able and  possible,  particularly  in  the 
matter  of  the  appointment  of  war- 
dens for  such  reserves.  A  wild  life 
reserve  fails  in  its  object  to  a  very 
large  extent  unless  it  is  adequately 
patrolled;  there  are  law-breakers 
everywhere,  both  white  and  Indian, 
and  if  a  reserve  lacks  sufficient  pro- 
tection, it  will  be  a  reserve  in  little 
more  than  name.  The  wild  life 
inhabitants  of  a  reserve  must  receive 
protection  both  from  human  enemies 


and  from  the  predatory  animals  that 
will  be  attracted  to  such  an  district 
providing  more  abundant,  food. 

In  the  conservation  of  our  wild  life, 
one  of  the  chief  factors  we  have  to 
consider  is  the  native,  whether  he 
be  Indian  or  Eskimo.  His  attitude 
towards  the  subject  is  naturally 
different  from  ours  and  he  affords 
a  problem  that  demands  sympathetic 
treatment  and  careful  consideration. 
The  Deputy  Minister  of  the  Depart- 
ment of  Indian  Affairs  is  a  member  of 
our  Advisory  Board  on  Wild  Life 
Protection,  and,  in  consequence,  it  is 
possible  for  us  to  give  the  fullest 
consideration  to  questions  arising 
out  of  the  relations  of  natives  to  our 
wild  life  and  to  take  such  action 
as  may  be  deemed  necessary  and 
advisable.  As  this  question  will  be 
discussed  during  the  present  session 
of  the  Conference,  it  is  unnecessary 
to  say  more  in  this  introductory 
statement  than  to  point  out  that  it 
affords,  perhaps  more  than  any  other 
question,  opportunities  for  co-oper- 
ation between  the  Dominion  and 
provincial  governments,  and  one  of 
our  desires  is  that  this  meeting  and 
our  free  discussion  will  result  in  a 
greater  degree  of  mutual  understand- 
ing and  co-operation  in  dealing  with 
the  problem  of  the  Indian  in  the 
future. 

In  the  foregoing  remarks,  govern- 
ment activities  in  the  conservation 
of  wild  life  have  been  chiefly  consider- 
ed. But,  unfortunately  govern- 
ments are  more  apt  to  follow  than  to 
lead  public  opinion  in  questions  of 
this  nature.  Consequently,  the 
creation  of  a  strong  public  opinion 
on  the  necessity  of  conserving  our 
wild  life  is  essential.  It  is  essential 
not  only  from  the  point  of  view  of 
promoting  the  ends  we  have  in  view, 
but  also  in  order  to  carry  out  effec- 
tually such  measures  as  may  be 
established.  The  Commission  of 
Conservation  has  taken  the  lead  in 
educating  public  opinion  in  Canada  as 
to  the  importance  of  conserving  our 
wild  life  resources  and  in  promoting 
measures  to  effect  such  conservation. 
The  work  that  has  already  been 
accomplished  has  only  served  to 
indicate  how  much  greater  an  effort 
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against  defect.    Write  for  prices,  circulars,  etc. 
J.  W.  REYNOLDS  DECOY  FACTORY,  Chicago.U.S.A. 


Crab" 

88% 

Weed! 


Heddon 
Carter-Built  Reels 
Jim  Heddon  2-Piece  Rods 
Baby  Crab  and  Other  Minnows 

"AsK  the  Fish!" < 
Jas.Heddon's  Sons, 

Dowagiac,  Mich. 
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is  necessary.  The  assistance  of  all 
organizations  concerned  in  the  pro- 
tection of  wild  life  is  essential.  In  a 
country  so  rich  in  game  animals,  it 
is  surprisingly  how  few  associations 
there  are  of  those  interested  in  the 
protection  of  such  animals.  There 
are  a  few  associations  of  sportsmen 
scattered  through  the  Dominion, 
but  how  many  of  these  ever  endeavor 
actively  to  promote  wild  life  con- 
servation or  exert  themselves  except 
when  their  immediate  interests  are 
involved?  Such  associations  of 
sportsmen  should  become  active  cen- 
ters of  propaganda  for  wild  life  con- 
servation, not  confining  themselves 
to  merely  selfish  interests  but  dealing 
with  the  subject  in  a  broad  public- 
spirited  manner.  Further,  we  should 
like  to  see  associations  of  persons 
interested  in  wild  life  conservation, 
both  sportsmen  and  nature-lovers, 
organized  throughout  the  country. 
The  effect  of  such  organizations 
would  be  incalculable.  Not  only 
would  they  serve  to  educate  the  pub- 
lic but  they  would  be  able  to  assist 
the  governments  in  the  effectual 
enforcement  of  the  game  laws. 
Where  we  now  have  one  game  pro- 
tective or  sportsman's  association 
there  should  be  at  least  ten.  The 
possibilities  of  mutual  co-operation 
between  such  associations  and  the 
governments  are  infinite.  In  no  way 
could  an  endeavour  to  promote  na- 
tion-wide effort  in  the  conservation 
of  wild  life  meet  with  greater  success 
than  through  the  assistance  of  such 
organizations  of  sportsmen,  of  guides 


and  of  nature  lovers,  in  a  word,  of 
all  who  are  directly  interested  in  the 
adoption  and  carrying  out  of  all 
measures  that  have  for  their  object 
the  preservation  of  our  wild  .life 
resources. 

Time  will  not  permit  a  further 

review  of  the  various  directions  in 

which   our   fur-bearing   and  game 

animals  and  wild  life  generally  may 

be  more  successfully  conserved  by 
co-operative  effort,  not  only  between 
governments  but  between  organiza- 
tions and  governments.  The  need 
of  such  nation-wide  effort  was  never 
so  pressing  as  it  is  to-day.  We  shall 
never  again  have  such  an  excellent 
opportunity  of  attaining  by  mutual 
effort  the  ends  for  which  we  are 
individually  striving,  as  we  have 
now.  Everywhere  ideas  are  in  a 
state  of  flux  and  the  extent  to  which 
they  crystallize  out  in  forms  that  will 
promote  the  welfare  of  the  country 
as  a  whole  will  depend  upon  the 
justice  of  the  cause,  the  weight  of 
public  opinion  behind  it  and  the 
prescience  of  our  governments*  A 
great  responsibility  rests  upon  those 
of  us  who  are  endeavoring  to  form 
and  guide  public  opinion  and  at  the 
same  time  are  called  upon  to  advise 
oh  the  conservation  of  this  and  other 
resources,  but  we  can  discharge  our 
obligations  with  a  greater  degree  of 
success  if  we  work  together  with  the 
same  ends  in  view,  and,  instead  of 
limiting  our  vision  by  regarding  our 
problems  as  local,  make  our  cause 
a  national  one. 


F.  V.  Williams'  cover  painting,  in  June 
issue  of  ROD  A  ND  GUN,  depiciting  a  cat 
with  a  robin  in  it's  mouth  and  standing  in  a 
trio  of  nestlings,  evoked  great  praise  from 
contributors  to  the  magazine.  The  story 
that  accompanies  the  painting  is  entitled 
Nimrod  and  may  be  found  on  page  35.  We 
are  taking  the  liberty  of  publishing  two  of  the 
letters  received,  commending  the  cat  exter- 
mination campaign: 

"FELIDAE  vs.  AVES" 

A  LITTLE  BIRD  TOLD  ME,  in  a  way 
I  will  not  reveal,  that,  if  we  humans  do  not 
co-operate  for  the  protection  against  cats, 
the  awe  inspiring  carol  of  the  Whip-poor-will, 


the  merry  chirping  of  the  Song  Sparrow  or 
the  throaty  warble  of  the  Robin  will  soon  be 
only  memories  of  our  Little  Feathered  Bro- 
thers. 

m 

It  is  estimated  that  there  are  2,500,000 
cats  in  Canada — perhaps  twice  that  many  and 
practically  all  of  these  cats  gain  part  of  their 
living  by  hunting.  Vagrant  cats,  abandoned 
cats,  surplus  cats  and  cats  gone  wild,  form 
probably  the  most  dangerous  destructive 
force,  when  their  numbers  are  considered, 
that  insectivorous  and  game  birds  have  to 
cope  with. 

The  New  York  State  "Cat  Law"  of  1918, 
provides  that  "any  person  over  the  age  of 
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Mr.  U.  E.  Germain,  Mont- 
real, and  42%  lb.  Musky 
caught  with  Rush  Tango 
Minnow  —  "Field  and 
Stream"  and  Rush 
Tango  1918  Prize 
winner. 


4\vuiiiiiiitiiiiiiiiiitiitiiiui<iituimuiiiiiiiiittiiiiiiiMiiiiiiiiiitiiiiimi/^ 


Rush 
Tango  Minnow 

At  your  dealers  or  sent  direct  post-paid — stamps  or  money 
order.   "Regular,"  "Junior,"  "Weedless  Midget  " 
and  "S.  O.  S.  Tango"  models  each  

Set  of  assorted  colors  and  models  

All  models  patented  and  guaranteed. 


Get  'em  Like  This !  1 


You  surely  can.    Thousands  of  =» 

professionals,   amateurs,  women  j= 

and  children  are  making  record  == 

catches  of  all  kinds  of  game  fish  s 

trolling,  or  casting  with  all  models  E: 

of  my  Rush  Tango  Minnow.  s 

They're  the  liveliest  baits  that  ~ 

float.     They  wiggle,   dive  and  2 

swim  like  a  minnow  in  action.  S 

The  Tangoes  get  the  big  ones —  = 

Bass,  Pickerel,  Pike,  Muscailunge,  =j 

Lake  Trout  and  Brook  Trout.  =j 


Rush 

N^Vrade  mark      %*H7,y  ^ 


=   J.  K.  RUSH,  S.  A.  &  K.  Bldg.,  Syracuse,  N.  Y. 

%IU}IIM!IIUHIHi|!t!l!!nM!n(UMMIHMMMniUn!!UMn»!IMim«!lU\" 


A  Wizard  for  casting. 
Swims  On  Surface  with  life- 
like motion.     Can  be  made 
to  wiggle  under  surface. 


THE  INTERNATIONAL 

Kerosene  Gas  Burner 

Makes  Cooking  a  Pleasure  in  Your  Home  or  Camp 
No  Ashes  No  Dirt  No  Wet  Wood  No  Hunting  for  Fuel 

Just  turn  a  valve,  light  a  match,  and  presto,  you  have  a  hot,  concentrated 
flame.  In  five  minutes  you  have  intense  heat  right  where  you  want  it. 
Burns  ordinary  coal  oil.  So  simple  in  operation  a  child  can  use  it  with 
absolute  safety. 

Save  time,  temper  and  money;  Get  a 
stove  that's  always  at  your  service. 


Write  for  Descriptive  Matter  and 
Price  List 


m  National  Burners,  Limited 

r0     Main  1278.         114-16  Jarvis  Street,  TORONTO 


364 


ROD  AND  GUN  IN  CANADA 


21  years  who  is  the  holder  of  a  valid  hunting 
or  trapping  license  may,  and  it  shall  be  the 
duty  of  a  game  protector  or  other  peace 
officer  to,  humanly  destroy  a  cat  at  large 
found  hulnting  or  killing  any  bird  protected 
by  law  or  with  a  dead  bird  of  any  species 
protected  by  law  in  its  possession;  and  no 
action  for  damages  shall  be  maintained  for 
such  killing." 

I  would  suggest,  in  view  of  the  fact  that 
some  people  prize  their  cats,  that  a  small 
tax  be  levied  on  each  cat  and  that  it  be 
compulsory  that  they  have  a  tag  attached 
that  they  have  to  carry  during  the  months  of 
May,  June  and  July,  and  all  cats  not  having 
this  tag  be  "open  season"  for  the  catapulet,  the 
.22  rifle  or  other  means  of  destruction.  This 
will  protect  the  house  cat  or  pet  belonging  to 
people  who  care  for  them  and  at  the  same 
time  get  rid  of  a  lot  of  "strays." 

There  is  no  doubt  that  cats  are  responsible 
for  a  large  part  of  the  destruction  of  our 
feathered  friends — go  out  into  the  country 
any  day  and  roam  the  fields  of  young  grain 
and  verdured  pasture  and  you  will  see  the 

—  — — —  sneaking  through  the  grass  in 

search  of  birds — any  kind  will  do — Bobolinks, 
Orioles,  Thrushes,  Tanagers,  or  a  Ruby 
Throated  Humming  Bird  so  when  it  is  a 
question  of  which  shall  it  be,  birds  or  cats,  I 
would  say  "a  bas  Mr.  Thomas  Cat." 

"Old  Doc.  Hemlock." 

As  an  ardent  supporter  of  Rod  and  Gun,  I 
have  read  with  great  interest,  a  story  in  the 
June  number  written  by  Mr.  F.  V.  Williams. 
His  remarks,  written  as  they  are  in  story  form 
regarding  the  habits  of  the  common  house  cat 
are  only  too  true. 


BIRMINGHAM  SMALL  ARMS  IN  CANADA 

"With  a  view  to  greater  expansion  in  the 
Canadian  field  the  Birmingham  Small  Arms 
Co. Ltd.,  of  Birmingham,  England,  has  opened 
offices  in  Montreal  at  241  Beaver  Hall  Hill 
under  the  management  of  Mr.  F.  E.  Fraser, 
late  Captain  Royal  Air  Force. 

The  B.  S.  A.  will  carry  a  stock  of  rifles  and 
shot  guns  in  Montreal.  The  factory  are  doing 
their  utmost  to  resume  peace  time  production 
and  expect  to  make  delivery  in  July  of  their 
Bolt'  Action  and  Model  12  Target  .22  Rifles, 
as  well  as  B.  S.  A.  Air  Rifles.  These  Rifles 
should  be  available  in  Montreal  the  latter 
end  of  August." 


I  consider  from  my  own  observations  and 
I  have  had  many  chances  of  proving  the 
statements  I  make,  that  the  house  cat  is  the 
worst  enemy  the  birds  have  and  when  a  cat 
has  learned  the  habit  of  climbing. trees,  to 
kill  the  nestlings,  to  satisfy  his  cruel  instinct, 
and  not  necessarily  his  hunger,  (as  a  well  fed 
cat  will  still  continue  the  habit)  he  is  fit  for 
nothing,  and  should  be  mercifully  put  out  of 
the  way.  There  is  not  a  question  of  doubt 
that  our  song  birds  and  others  are  slowly  but 
surely  decreasing  in  numbers,  year  by  year, 
and  I  fear  no  contradiction  when  I  say  that 
the  house  cat  is  mainly  responsible,  as  nearly 
every  country  house  contains  a  cat,  and  in 
many  cases  two  or  three  and  even  more,  and 
while  the  average  cat  is  not  a  success  as  a 
destroyer  of  rats  or  mice  I  would  suggest 
in  order  to  control  the  indiscriminate  breeding 
of  cats,  that  the  Government  tax  them  the 
same  as  dogs.  And  why  not?  This  would 
not  only  give  the  birds  a  chance,  but  would 
help  to  eliminate  the  worthless  cats  which  are 
doubtless  in  the  great  majority. 

R.  M.  Thompson. 

With  all  his  knowledge,  Shakespeare  mis- 
sed the  mark  when  he  spoke  of  the  "harmless 
necessary  cat."  Harmful  and  unnecessary 
would  be  nearer  the  truth.  Dr.  A.  K.  Fisher, 
of  the  United  States  Biological  Survey,  rec-' 
kons  that  the  cats  of  New  York  State  alone 
kill  three  and  a  half  million  birds  every  year; 
another  statistician  figures  the  damage  that 
the  cats  of  the  whole  country  do  as  more  than  a 
hundred  million  dollars'  worth,  They  also 
keep  down  the  number  of  game  birds  by 
catching  their  young,  and  so  interfere  greatly 
with  sport.    Remedy — abolish  the  cat. 


OF  INTEREST  TO  FOX  BREEDERS 

Now  that  the  heroes  of  the  Expeditionary 
Force  have  returned  from  overseas,  re- 
newed interest  is  being  shown  in  outdoor 
life.  This  is  particularly  true  of  fox 
breeding,  both  for  profit  and  pleasure. 
The  well  known  firm  of  fox  breeders'  supplies, 
Messrs.  Brace,  McKay  &  Co.  Ltd.  of  Summer- 
side,  P.E.I,  have  received  numerous  enquiries 
from  all  parts  of  Canada  regarding  fox  netting 
and  sundries.  This  enterprising  firm  claims 
to  be  the  largest  of  its  kind  in  Canada  and 
judging  from  its  high  class  quality  of  goods  and 
service,  it  is  not  hard  to  understand  the  rea- 
son for  this  claim. 
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SAFETY  AXES 

$1.65  AND  UP 

IDEAL  for  setting  tents,  blazing  a  trail,  cutting  firewood,  etc. 
Really  indispensable  in  camp  and  woods — and  on  motoring 
trips.  No.  2  axe,  as  illustrated,  has  steel  handle,  lead-lined 
folding  guard  and  solid  steel  blade — 2%  x  4  inches.  Weighs  but 
20  ozs.    Total  length  11  inches.    Price  $2.75. 

MARBLE'S  HUNTING  KNIVES 

are  famous  the  world  over  for  quality  of  material  and  workman- 
ship. Every  sportsman  needs  one.  Made  in  a  dozen  different 
styles  for  both  amateurs  and  experts.  Curved  blade  knife  at 
right,  with  leather  handle,  is  only  $1.65.  Straight  blade  knife 
has  stag  handle  and  retails  at  $2.25,    Others  up  to  $5.50. 

SOLD  BY  DEALERS  EVERYWHERE.      Write  for  Catalog 

showing  Marble's  60  Specialties  for  Sportsmen. 

MARBLE  ARMS  &  MFG.  CO.  gELSSS^TBSE' 


FOR  SALE    KIT   BAGS    R-A.F.  STORES 


Slightly  used,  but  in  good  condition.    Made  of  heavy  Khaki  Duck,  Cord  and  Gromnett 
fastener.    Size,  10  ins.  diameter  at  bottom,  23  ins.  deep,  top  to  bottom. 

SPECIAL  PRICE  TO  CLEAR,  50  c  DELIVERED 


Discounts  in  Quantities. 


EVERY  SPORTSMAN  CAN  USE  THESE 


THE 


D.PIKE  CO. 

THE  RELIABLE  SPORTING  GOODS  SHOP 
123  KING  ST.  E.,  TORONTO 


LTD. 


HOTEL 

VAN  RENSSELAER 

Eleventh  Street,  by  Fifth  Avenue 
NEW  YOKK 

KNOTT  MANAGEMENT 

Situated  in  the  coolest  and  quietest  part  of  New 
York.    Directly  in  the  Washington  Square  Section. 
Near  the  terminus  of  the   popular  Fifth  Ave.  busses. 
The  town  residence  of  prominent  business  and  pro- 
fessional men  and  their  families. 
MINIMUM  RATES  BY  THE  DAY: 
Single  Room  ( I  person) 

Double  Room  (2  persons)     *  - 


$4.00  with  meals 
$2.00  without  meals 
$7,00  with  meals 
$3.50  without  meals 


Special  weekly  rates  for  families. 
An  interesting  illustrated  booklet  sent  free. 

JOHN  HARRIS 

Manager 


CANADIAN  INDIANS  ON  THE  WAR  PATH  JULY 
1ST  and  2ND. 


Niagara-on-the-Lake    Tournament    a  Brilliant 
Success. 


The  sun  was  slowly  sinking  like  a  ball  of  golden  fire 
into  the  azure  blue  of  Lake  Ontario.  It  was  Dominion 
Day  at  Niagara-on-the-Lake  and  after  a-  day  of  cele- 
bration, all  was  still.  In  the  distance  a  whip-poor-will's 
plaintive  call  could  be  clearly  distinguished  but  this 
only  accentuated  the  silence  of  the  stilly  eventide. 
The  summer  residents  and  tourists  at  the  Queen's 
Royal  Hotel  were  sitting  in  groups  of  twos  and  threes 
on  the  verandah  and  around  the  promenade  when 
suddenly  the  silence  was  shattered  with  a  blood  curd- 
ling yell  that  thrilled  the  silent  listeners.  This  was 
followed  in  quick  succession  by  others  even  more 
blood-curdling  —  "Whoopeeee-  -Whoopeeee-e-e-e-e-e 
Waugh,  Waugh."  The  audience  were  astonished 
to  witness  the  sudden  appearance  of  not  one,  but  a 
score  of  wild,  wild  Indians  in  full  war  paint.  They 
followed  the  lead  of  Iheir  Council  of  Chiefs  and  were 
soon  gliding  towaid  their  encampment  doing  the 
tortuous  Snake  Dance.  The  bewildered  on-lookers 
were  treated  to  some  real  thrills  when  the  braves  spied 
some  "paleface  squaws"  and  proceded  to  make  loving 
advancesin  approved  Indian  fashion. 

For  the  enlightenment  of  the  uniniated  we  might 
explain  that  this  was  annual  costume  event  of  the 
Canadian  Indians  who  each  year  return  to  delightful 
Niagara-on-the-lake  to  "bust"  the  clay  birds,  give  the 
family  an  outing,  and  incidentally  renew  their  youth. 
It  was  a  success  from  the  first  "Pull"  on  July  1st  to  the 
last  "Broke"  on  the  evening  of  the  2nd.  Beautiful 
weather  greeted  the  shooters  and  the  unexcelled  accom- 
odation of  the  Queen's  Royal  Hotel  along  with  the 
splendid  traps  and  the  efficient  work  of  the  Secretary, 
Mr.  George  H.  Cashmore,  made  a  memorable  Tourna- 
ment that  will  long  remain  as  a  pleasing  memory  with 
not  only  the  shooters  themselves  but  the  fortunate 
relatives  and  friends  that  were  in  attendance. 

The  attendance  of  Indians  was  not  as  large  as  in 
former  years  owing  to  the  signing  of  the  Peace  terms 
being  celebrated  in  numerous  places.  However, 
any  deficiency  in  numbers  was  made  up  by  the  en- 
thusiasm displayed  by  the  remainder. 

The  targets  were  perfect  and  the  shooting  was  up 
to  the  average.  In  one  case  however,  the  appearance 
of  some  fair  bathers  in  the  foreground  caused  a  slump 
in  the  official  scores  and  the  shooter  in  question  was 
reminded  of  the  incident  se\  er  al  times  during  the  day. 

George  Vivian  of  Toronto,  of  "Are  you  Red  Eye?" 
fame,  did  some  very  clever  shooting  in  the  doubles. 
Shooting  with  his  English  "barrel  over  barrel'  trap 
gun  he  flinched  on  one  bird,  pulled  over  to  the  other, 
flinched  and  then  smashed  it  and  finally  sighted  the 
first  bird  and  killed  it  as  it  was  dropping  out  of  sight 
into  Lake  Ontario.  The  spectators  showed  their 
approval  of  this  quick  work  in  no  uncertain  fashion. 

When  it  came  to  costumes  W.  Hughes  of  Toronto, 
made  the-  other  Indians  look  like  palefaces.  As  one 
spectator  remarked,  "Billy  Hughes  would  fool  a  Hudson 
Bay  factor  in  that  make-up." 

"Genial  "  George  Dunk  with  the  splendid  Dominion 
Cartridge  Tent  for  spectators  was  on  hand  as  usual  and 
like  Nelson  Long,  the  target  man  was  in  constant 
demand  by  the  shooters.  At  the  annual  meeting 
the  election  of  officers  took  place  with  the  following 
results : 

High  Chief,  Fred  W.  Watson  of  Hamilton;  Vice  High 
Chief,  Walter  P.  Thompson;  High  Scribe,  George  H. 
Cashmore  of  Toronto. 

In  the  Henry  Butt  trophy  open  to  Canadian  Indians 
in  costume,  Jim  Payne  of  Tillsonburg  and  H.  W. 
Cooey  of  Toronto,  tied  at  48.  In  the  shoot-off  Payne 
succeeded  in  winning  the  trophy. 

S.  S.  Hopkins  of  Lewiston,  N.Y.  defeated  Jim  Payne 
of  Tillsonburg  in  a  shoot-off  after  both  had  tied  for  high 
gun  in  the  High  Chief  Special  Handicap. 

The  splendid  solid  silver  trophy  presented  by  the 
Queen's  Royal  Hotel  to  the  best  five  man  team  was  won 
by  Hamilton  this  year. 


S.G.  Vance  of  Tillsonburg,  Eastern  Canada's  repre- 
sentative at  the  American  championships  at  Chicago 

this  month  won  the  Toronto  Cup  as  winner  of  the 
grand  aggregate  in  all  regular  events  breaking  342  out 

of  350. 
The  scores  are  as  follows  : 

1st  Day  2nd  Day 

Shot  at  150  200 

C.  G.  Choate,  Hamilton. ..    135 

F.  C.IIealy,  Toronto,   139  191 

C.D.Henline,  Bradford,  Pa.   141  193 

B.  B.Stroud,  Bradford,  Pa   115  172 

S.  S.  Hopkins,  Lewiston,  N.Y   135  193 

W.  H.  Gooderham,  Toronto   141  195 

Dr.  G.  R.  Crann,  Gowganda   121  174 

E.  Corley,  Welland.   123 

G.  T.  Runchy,  Welland   129  190 

W. H.  Singer,  St.  Catharines. .,  .A.  132  178 

M.E.Goodale,  Hamilton   130  184 

H.  W.  Cooey,  Toronto   87  184 

W.  Fenton,  Toronto   131  179 

R.  W.  Glover,  London   137 

A.  S.  Noteman,  St.  Catharines   123 

A.  K  Wismer,  St.  Catharines   139 

P.  R.  Deal  try,  Dunnville   122 

C  M.  Rogers,  Welland,  Out   122 

James  Stewart,  Niagara  Falls,  On t   Ill 

Frank  Stewart,Niagara  Falls   123 

G.  H.  Smith,  Port  Colborne   72 

P.  J.  Boothe, Toronto.   128  177 

W.  S.  Lansing,  Niagara-on-the-Lake   122 

C.  H.Lloyd,  Niagara-on-the-Lake   122 

R.  G.  Dawson,  Virgil   130 

W.  O.  Niven,  Niagara-on-the-Lake   126 

P.  Morgan,  Toronto   120       173  - 

J.  Payne,  Tillsonburg   138  184 

J.  D.  McCurdy,  Sydney,  N.S..   132  167 

J.  Vance,  Tillsonburg   136  183 

S.G.  Vance,  Tillsonburg   145  197 

A.  Parmeter, Bartonville   HI 

M.  E.  Fletcher,  Hamilton   1 09 

A.  S.  Glover,  Hamilton   89 

A.  Woodruff ,  St.  Catharines   60      .  43 

P.  Friend,  Hamilton.   1 14  166 

J.  Gomph,  Hamilton   139  181 

CO.  Onslau,Niagara-on-the-Lake   116 

A.  J.  Colborne,  Toronto   98 

G.  R.  Galvin,  Youngstown,  N.Y   176 

W.  D.  O'Loane,  St.  Thomas   175  . 

Mrs.  W.  D.  O'Loane,  St.  Thomas   175 

E.  J.  Marsh,  Toronto   146 

E.  Wright,  Buffalo   174 

W.  B.  Elliott,  St.  Catharines. .- .   168 

W.  G.  Pow,  Tillsonburg   124  165 

xG.  M.  Dunk,  Toronto   133  181 

W.  S  Edwards,  Toronto. . .    134 

W.  Hughes, Toronto   131  J/8 

G.  Anstee,  Toronto   135  18o 

D.  McNeil,  Brant  ford  •  135  184 

W.  Barnes,  Hamilton   143  187 

F.  Watson,  Hamilton   129  182 

W.Thomson,  Hamilton...,   140  189 

C.  Thomson,  Hamilton.   131  183 

W.  Root,  Dunnville   136  175 

G.  L.  Vivian,  Toronto   137 

H.  W.  Honsberry,  Jordan  Station   132  180 

H.  H.Connor,  Auburn,  N.Y   130  164 

x  Denotes  professional, 

TRAPSHOOTING  RULE  BOOKS  ARE  READY 

The  revised  trapshooting  rules,  brought  up  to  meet 
present  day  conditions,  have  been  put  in  book  form  by  the 
American  Trapshooting  Association.  These  books  are 
now  ready  for  distribution.  Sportsmen  who  desire  a 
copy  of  the  rules  can  secure  same  by  addressing  the 
American  Trapshooting  Association,  460  Fourth  avenue 
New  York. 

LARGE  REPRESENTATION  TO  GO.TO  CHICAGO 

A  large  number  of  Western  Canata  shooters  have 
signified  their  intention  of  going  to  the  Grand  American 
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NEW 

GOODS 

IN 

STOCK 


.280  Copper  Tube  Ross  Cartridges.    .256  Newton  Cartridges 

We  expect  during  the  next  few  weeks,  SAVAGE  RIFLES,  all  calibres. 
NOW  IN  STOCK— REMINGTON  RIFLES,  Model  12A,  .22  calibre! 

WRITE  FOR  SPECIAL  PRICES 

For  Your  Summer  Outing  Provide  Yourself  With  Pike  Equipment 

THE  RELIABLE  SPORTING  GOODS  SHOP 
^ORDER  YOUR   EXHIBITION  TENT  NOW 


DPIKEGc 


^  1*3  Knt«  St.  B.. 

FISHING  TACKLE,  SPORTING  GOODS  AND  BOAT  HARDWARE 


HAND  CAST  BULLETS 

♦ 

And  hand  loaded  shells  are  almost  invariably  used  by  expert  shooters. 
They  give  more  accurate  results  than  factory  loaded  ammunition  and 
the  saving  in  cost  is  considerable.  Write  to-day  and  send  us  the  name 
and  caliber  of  your  rifle  or  revolver. 

IDEAL  MANUFACTURING  COMPANY 

264  MEADOW  STREET  NEW  HAVEN,  CONN. 


154 


This  is  JOHN  HENRY,  who  borrowed  an  ITHACA  Single  which  im- 
proved his  shooting  so  much  he  won  the  Grand  American  Handicap  in 
1918.   HENRY  PENDERGAST,  with  another  ITHACA,  was  second. 

CHARLES  LARSON  won  the  Grand  American  Handicap  with 
an  ITHACA  the  previous  year.   In  1918 ITHACAS  won  15  State 
championships,  the  amateur  championship  of  all  Canada,  the 
championship  of  the  Philippine  Islands,  amateur  champion- 
ship of  all  New  England,  long  run  record  of  the  United  States 
for  the  past  1 0  years,  long  run  record  of  the  Pacific  coast  for 
all  time  and  many  more  State,  United  States  and  world's 
records.   Any  man  can  break  more  targets  with  an  ITHACA. 

Catalog  FREE.   Singles,  $107.11,  including  war  tax, 
and  up.   Doubles,  $34.78,  including  war  tax,  and  up. 


Address 
BOX  13 

ITHACA  C 


A  marvelous  tonic  for  'dogs  that  are  all  out  of  sorts,  run  down,  thin  and  unthrifty 
with  harsh  staring  coat,  materated  eyes  and  high  colored  urine.  There  is  nothing  to 
equal  them  for  distemper,  mange,  eczema  and  debilitating  diseases .  You  will  notice 
the  difference  after  a  few  doses.  At  druggists  or  by  mail,  fifty  cents.  The  Dent 
Medicine  Company,  Toronto,  Canada  and  Newburgh,  N.Y.  A  practical  treatise 
on  dogs  and  there  training,  160pp.  fully  illustrated  mailed  for  10c  to  all  customers. 


CHAMPION 

DOG  BISCUIT 

Keeps  your  dogs  in  perfect  con- 
dition. A  perfectly  balanced  food  of  meat, 
wheat  and  cereals.  Unexcelled.  50-lb.  con- 
tainers and  bags  for  kennel  use.  Also5-lb. 
cartons  for  individual  owners.  Send  for  sample, 
prices  and  our  book  on  care  and  feeding:  of  dogs. 

CHAMPION  ANIMAL  FOOD  CO.,  Minneapolis,  Minnesota 


"Catch  Fish  Worth  Fishing  For 

Use  the  TEMPTER  Bait 


Patent  Pending 


FREE  TO   EVERY  ANGLER 

who  uses  it,  a  prize,  value  $4.50 
WRITE  For  Full  PARTICULARS 

BAITS,  75c  EACH.   Any  Color. 

J.  W.  REYNOLDS  DECtY  FACTORY 

CHICAGO,  U.S.A. 


E.  C.  T.UA.  Championship,  Toronto ;  and  Canadian  Indians,  Niagara 


1.  Dr.  G.  G.  Gordon,  Pres.,  and  Controller  R.  H.Cameron,  Hon.  Pres.  Toronto  Gun  Club.  2.  Ottawa 
representatives  at  the  E.  C.  T.  A.  championships.  Standing,  left  to  right,  J.  J.  Heney,  Dr.  W.  R. 
Winters,  G.  J.  O'Connor;  sitting,  left  to  right,  George  Easdale,  W.J.  Corby,  H.  Graham,  W.  D.  Monk. 
3.  W.  Barnes  of  Hamilton.  4.  "Genial"  George  Dunk  of  Toronto.  5.  J.  A.  McRobb  of  Brantford. 
6.  Sam  Vance  and  Jim  Payne  of  Tillsonburg.  7.  "Heap  much  braves"  in  front  of  tepee  after  sundown 
dance.  8.  Two  of  the  fair  visitors,  Miss  Watson  of  Hamilton  and  Miss  Healy  of  Toronto.  9.  George 
Vivian  of  Toronto.    10.  Walter  Thompson  of  Hamilton  and  W.  Hughes  of  Toronto. 
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Handicap  Tournament  to  be  held  at  the  South  Shore 
Country  Club,  Chicago,  111.  August  to  15th  inclusive. 
The  name  is  somewhat  of  a  misnomer  as  there  is  only  one 
handicap  event,  that  being  the  Grand  American  Handicap 
which  will  be  shot  on  the  closing  day.  S.  G.  Vance  of 
Tillsonburg,  is  the  Eastern  Canada  champion,  who  along 
with  the  winner  of  the  Western  Canada  championship 
will  officially  represent  the  Dominion.  Some  fifteen 
other  shooters  from  Ontario  have  signified  their  intention 
of  attending  this  great  Tournament  and  when  one  consid- 
ers S.  G.  Vance's  percentage  of  .9300,  breaking  1116  out 
of  1200,  and  Joe  Jenning's  wonderful  score  at  New  York, 
there  is  no  doubt  that  the  Maple  Leaf  boys  will  number 
with  the  high  guns  in  each  event. 


TORONTO  EXHIBITION  SHOOT 

The  Canadian  National  Exhibition  Tournament  will 
be  held  on  August  26,  27,  28,  29  on  the  Exhibition  grounds 
which  rank  among  the  best  in  Canada.  This  Tourna- 
ment always  meets  with  wonderful  success  and  according 
to  the  shooters  that  have  signified  their  intention  of 
attending  this  year,  the  shoot  should  be  even  more  popu- 
ar  than  ever. 


HAMILTON  GUN  CLUB. 
Although  the  attendance  at  the  Hamilton  Gun  Club  on 
Saturday  afternoon  was  smaller  than  usual,  on  account  of 
the  rain,  the  scores  in  the  Merchandise  events  ran  ve  y 
close. 

In  A  class  M.  E.  Fletcher  set  the  pace  with  24  and  won 
the  merchandise  prize,  while  N.  Long  was  right  behind  him 
with  23.  J.  Gomph  and  E.  Harris  were  tied  in  third 
place  with  22. 

A.  Parmenter  and  H.  Smith  tied  for  the  lead  in  B  class 
with  21,  but  owing  to  the  rain  instead  of  shooting  off  the 
tie  they  flipped  the  coin  and  A.  Parmenter  won  the  toss.  * 
J.  H.  Newman,  W.  W.  Lviingstone  and  Dr.  Greene  were 
next  with  20  each . 

N.  S.  Braden  and  A.  Glover  shared  the  honors  in  C 
class,  wtih  20  each,  and  on  the  toss  N.  S.  Braden  was  the 
lucky  one.    P.  Friend  was  next  with  16. 

On  the  afternoon's  shooting  M.  E.  Fletcher  was  high 
with  24  out  of  25.  N.  Long  had  a  very  creditable  score, 
having  broken  102  out  of  110.  M.  E.  Goodale  and  E. 
Harris  each  broke  64  out  of  75. 

The  scores  were: 

Shot  at  Broke. 


P.  Friend   75  53 

E.  Harris   75  64 

J. Gomnh. . .    75  61 

A.  Parmenter   75  54 

J.  Moyer.     75  41 

J.  Hunter.,.     50  42 

M.  E.  Goodale.   75  64 

A.  Glover.   50  41 

N.  Longs   110  102 

H.  Smith. ..    50  35 

J.H.Newman. .  ,   50  36 

N.  S.  Braden   50  41 

W.W.Livingstone,   50  38 

G.Stioud.,   75  53 

Dr.  Greene,   75  61 

A.  Smith   50  30 

M.E.Fletcher   25  24 


INDIANS  DEFEAT  HAMILTON. 

Hamilton,  June  21  .—The  team  race  between  the  Ham- 
ilton Gun  Club  and  Canadian  Indians  for  their  flag, 
proved  of  great  interest,  and  as  a  result  a  bumper 
crowd  of  shooters  and  spectators  were  one  hand  to 
witness  the  contest,  which  was  well  worth  seeing,  as 
some  excellent  scores  were  put  up- 

Six  men  were  picked  from  each  club,  each  man  shoot- 
ing at  50  targets  and  at  the  finish  the  Indians  had  won 
out  with  a  total  of  281,  against  276  for  Hamilton. 
For  the  Indians  F.  W.  Watson  and  George  Cashmore 
were  best,  both  having  broken  49  out  of  50;  E.  Sturt 
being  next  with  47.  W.  Gooderham  and  G.  M.  Dunk 
each  tallied  46,  while  T.  Healey  got  44. 

W.  Barnes  and  Geo.  Beattie  were  high  for  Hamilton 
with  48  out  of  50  and  N.  Long  was  right  behind  with 
47.  C.  Graham  broke  45  out  of  his  50,  while  J.  Hunter 
and  H.  Lennox  each  got  44 

Geo.  Cashmore,  of  Toronto,  had  the  high  average  for 
the  afternoon,  having  hung  up  the  tidy  score  of  97 
out  of  100,  and  W.  Barnes  with  48  out  50  was  next. 
Geo.  Beattie  got  71  out  of  his  75  and  W.  Gooderham, 
of  Toronto,  broke  94  out  of  100. 

The  scores  were: 

Shot  at.  Broke. 


R.  Douglas   50  40 

N.  Long   125  114 

"  M.E.  Goodale,   100  74 

G.  Beattie...    75  71 

B.  Smith   100  91 

N.  Long   50  29 

P.  Friend   50  33 

A.  Glover   50  39 

J.  Moyer   50  28 

N.S.Brader   75  65 

A.  Bates   50  43 

C.  Graham  -   125  109 

H.  Lennox   75  64 

D.  Konkle   50  40 

J.  Crooks  25  21 

J.  Gomph   100  88 

F.  W.  Watson   100  89 

M.  E.  Fletcher   50  43 

J.  Hunter   75  67 

W.W.Livingstone   75  52 

J.J.  Cline     50  44 

E.  Sturt   75  69 

Dr.  Greene   100  86 

E.  Harris  _  100  90 

T.  Gardiner   100  88 

G.  Stroud   150  116 

G.  M.  Dunk   75  69 

W.  Gooderham   100  94 

B.  J.Pearce   100  92 

Geo.  Cashmore   100  97 

J.  Healey   100  87 

R.  H.  Kretchman  .,   150  138 

C.  Syer   50  45 

W.  Barnes   50  48 

A.  Parmenter   75  53 

B.  Horning   50  43 


ROD  AND  GUN  MECHANICS. 

The  winner  of  the  handsome  oil  painting 
offered  for  the  best  contribution  to  Rod  and 
Gun  Mechanics  Department  from  July  1918 
to  July  1919  will  be  announced  in  our  next 
issue.  The  Department  has  been  left  out 
of  the  past  few  issues  on  account  of  lack  of 
space  but  it  is  hoped*  that  commencing 
with  September  the  Department  will  run 
continuously. 


MAKE   GERMANY   HELP   THE  BIRDS 

The  British  Royal  Society  for  the  Pro- 
tection of  Birds  is  behind  a  movement  to 
make  Heligoland,  Germany's  North  Sea 
island  fortress,  a  permanent  bird  refuge. 
Why  not?  The  Allies  will  see  to  it  that  it 
will  be  thoroughly  dismantled  and  will  no 
longer  menace  civilization.  In  contrast, 
what  more  fitting  use  could  be  made  of  this 
island  than  to  give  it  to  the  birds? 


Advertisements  will  be 
inserted  in  this;Department 
at  4c.  a  word.    Send  re- 
mittance with  order .  Copy 
should  not  be  later  than 
the  10th  of  the  month 

lllv     IV  111     XJL       L   11  V      111  VI  11  l  11  • 

FOR  SALE,  WANT  AND 
EXCHANGE  DEPT. 

ANTIQUE  FIREARMS 


Kentucky  rifles,  flintlock,  pistols,  powder-horns,  swords, 
daggers,  Indian  relics,  coins,  stamp  collections.  Lists 
free.    Antique  Shop,  33  South  18th  St.,  Philadelphia. 

7-TF 

BUY,  SELL,  EXCHANGE  old-time  and  modern  Fire- 
arms. Antiques  wanted.  Stephen  Van  Rensselaer,  805 
Madison  Avenue,  New  York.  8  12T 


BIRDS  AND  ANIMALS 


FOR  SALE — Best  quality  ranch-raised  mink,  also 
Canada  wild  geese.  Nelson  Waldron,  Tyne  Valley,  Prince 
Edward  Island.  6  6T 

WILD  ANIMALS— Correspondence  solicited  with 
parties  interested  in  Fox  Ranching  or  in  purchasing  or 
selling  stock.    Blake  Vanatter,  Georgetown,  Ont.  J.t.f 

DOGS 

ENGLISH  BEAGLE— Thoroughly  trained,  two  year 
female,  pedigreed.  Intelligent  worker  and  fine  companion. 
Reasonably  priced  at  $25.00.    L.  Murray,  Harrow,  Ont. 

8  IT 

AIREDALE  PUPS  SIRED  by  Vickery  Vesuvius  (Imp.) 
Clonmell  Master  Crack  and  Ch.  King  Noblers  Double 
strain  on  dam  side.  Also  have  the  large  hunting  strain. 
A.  O.  Underbakke,  Hanley,  Sask.  8  2T 

Canuck  Kennels,  Lindsay,  Ont.  Champion  bred 
Airedales,  Irish  (reg.)  Water  Spaniels,  and  Foxhounds 
occasionally,  of  select  breeding.  8  TF 

Beagle  Pups  from  Field  Trial  and  bench  winners,  ready 
for  the  fall  hunting.  Fifteen  and  twenty  dollars.  Haig 
Kennels,  Kitchener,  Ont.  8  2T 

FOR  SALE — Registered  female  Beagle  and  puppies, 
H.  D.  Atkinson,  Campbellford,  Ont.  8  IT 

Two  black  and  tan  beagle  bitches,  trained.  Four 
beagle  pups,  5  months  old,  genuine  hunting  quality, 
selling  out  cheap.    James  Stock,  Mimico,  Ont 

FOR  SALE. — Splendid  Llewellin,  English,  Irish,  Gordon 
setter  pups  and  trained  dogs,  pointers,  spaniels  and  re- 
trievers in  pups  and  trained  dogs.  Enclose  stamp  for 
description.   Thoroughbred  Kennels, ,sAtlantic,  Iowa.  tf 

THE  BLUE  GRASS  FARM  KENNELS,  OF  BERRY, 
KY.,  offer  for  sale,  Setters  and  Pointers,  Fox  and  Cat 
Hounds,  Wolf  and  Deer  Hounds,  Coon  and  Opposum 
Hounds,  Varmint  and  Rabbit  Hounds,  Bear  and  Lion 
Hounds,  also  Airedale  terriers.  ,  All  dogs  shipped  on  trial, 
purchaser  to  judge  the  quality,  satisfaction  guaranteed 
or  money  refunded.  Sixty-eight  page  highly  illustrated, 
instructive,  and  interesting  catalogue  for  ten  cents  in 
stamps  or  coin.  5-TF 

u_FOR  SALE — Airedale  pups,  registered,  very  choice. 
C.  A.  York,  Ruscomb,  Ont.  6  TF 


America's 
Pieneer 
Dog  Medicines 


BOOK  ON 

DOG  DISEASES 
And  How  to  Feed 

Mailed  free  -to  any  address  by 
the  Author 

H.  CLAY  GLOVER  CO.,  Inc., 
118  We»t  31st  Street,  New  Yerk 


THE  HOMESTEAD  KENNELS,  GREENWOOD, 
MISS. — Have  for  Sale  Trained  Hounds,  for  Fox,  and 
Cat,  Wolf  and  Deer,  Coon  and  Oppoasum  and  Skunk, 
Squirrels  and  Rabbits,  good  as  live.  Fine  lot  of  young 
dogs.  Trained  dogs  sent  on  15  days  trial.  10  cents 
for  illustrated  catalog.  .  5-T.F. 


"FIELD  AND  SHOW  DOG" 

With  All  Breed  Directory  Combined. 

Special  Department  on  all  breeds,  especially  Airedale 
terriers  each  month.     The  best  and  most  popular 
Kennel  advertising  medium  in  America. 
Issued  monthly ;  Price  $1.00  year,  sample  copy  15c. 

Published  by    JOHN  A.  WHITE  &  SON, 
739  W.  Federal  St,  Youngstown,  Ohio,  U.S.A. 


ENGINES  AND  LAUNCHES. 


Row  boat  Outboard  motors  and  others  cheap;  also 
reverse  gears,  rear  starters,  magnetos,  etc.  Send  for  list. 
Guarantee  Motor  Co.,  Hamilton,  Canada.  10-TF 

FOR  SALE — Marine  Engines,  two  cycle,  two,  three  and 
four  cylinder,  also  2  cylinder  4  cycle.  All  new.  Write  for 
further  particulars  stating  horse  power  required,  to  Box  L 
ROD  AND  GUN,  Woodstock,  Ont.  TF 


FOR  SALE — 23  ft.  Semi-speed  launch,  beam  4  feet 
3  inches,  finished  ready  for  engine^  This  is  a  new  launch, 
now  ready  for  delivery.  For  further  particulars,  etc., 
write  Box  F.  ROD  AND  GUN,  Woodstock,  Ont.  TF 

GUNS 


YES— I  WILL  TRADE  GUNS— Send  2c  stamp  for 
complete  list  of  second  hand  and  shop-worn  firearms 
Everything  guaranteed.  Tell  us  what  you  want  in  first 
letter.  Wm.  R.  Burkhard  (Established  in  1855),  143 
East  4th  St..  St.  Paul,  Minn.  "The  Original  and  Old 
Reliable."  *2-TF 

GUNS;  WINCHESTER  32  Special  26  in.  octagon 
nickel  steel  barrel,  9  shots  Take-down.  Never  used, 
$30.00  takes  it.  WINCHESTER  1904  22— extra-long, 
finest  condition  $8.00.  STEVENS  "Crack-shot"  32  rim- 
fire  $4.00.  Rodolph  DeMyre,  484  Rachel  St.  East, 
Montreal,  P.  Q.   8  1T 

FOR  SALE— Maxim  silencer  for  22  high  power  Savage 
rifie,  nearly  new  $7.00  complete.  Apply  I-  Pre1ss> 
Penetang,  Ont.  ■  

BIG  GAME  RIFLE— 35  Winchester,  Model  1895,  new. 
perfect  condition,  beautifully  grained  Walnut  stock. 
Special  gold  bead  and  peep  sights.  Accept  $37. 0U  U.  *\ 
Goodman,  Melaval,  Sask.  8  J  ' 


GUN  REPAIRING 

W.  A.  Brock 
We  make  a  specialty  of  Fine  Gun  Work, 
Restocking,   Barrel  Boring,  Stock-Bend- 
ing, Barrel  Browning,  etc. 

All  work  guaranteed. 

A  SNAP  IN  A 
NEW  STANDARD  MARLIN  TRAP  GUN:  12 
guage,  30  in.  barrel,  bored  especially  for  trap  use. 
Selected  English  walnut  stock  and  forearm,  beauti- 
fully polished  and  checkered. 

It's  the  best  trap  gun  made  for  the  man  who 
likes  a  hammer  gun.        Only  $50.00. 

BROCK'S 

The  Sporting  Goods  Store  of  London,  Ont. 
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Big  game  ammunition  loaded  to  order.  Progressive 
powders  with  copper  jacketed  bullets.  Henry  Bros.  616 
Cordova,  St.,  East.,  Vancouver,  B.C.  5-6T 

SPECIALS 

FOR  SALE — Set  of  Electric  automobile  lamps,  two  side 
and  one  tail.  Never  been  used.  Box  L,  ROD  AND  GUN 
Woodstock,  Ontario.  TF 

Stuffed  Horned  Toads  from  Texas.  Mexican  work. 
Two  curios  in  one.  Toad  mounted  on  spinless  cactus 
$2.50  each.  Unmounted  $1.50  each.  Work  guaranteed. 
Gulf  Curios,  Box  728c,  Houston,  Texas.  8  IT 

Grey  Call  Decoy  Ducks,  crossed  with  grey  and  black 
mallards.  The  finest  callers  produced.  Price  $5.00  per 
pair.    F.  H.  Conover,  Box  47,  Leamington,  Ont.  8-1T 

MARRY  IF  LONELY;  for  results  try  me;  best  and 
most#  successful  "Home  Maker";  hundreds  rich  wish 
marriage  soon;  strictly  confidential;  most  reliable;  years 
of  experience;  descriptions  free.  "The  Successful  Club", 
Box  556,  Oakland,  Calif.  3  IT 

ECZEMA,  PSORIASIS,  SJ^JM.  BE? 

matism,  piles,  cured  or  no  charge.  Write  for  particulars. 
Eczema  Remedy,  Co.,  Dept.  R.  G.,  Hot  Springs,  Ark., 
U.S.A. 

Send  25c  in  stamps  or  coin  for  3  issues  of  National 
Sportsman  Magazine,  devoted  to  Hunting,  Fishing, 
Camping  and  Trapping,  and  containing  more  For  Sale 
and  Exchange  classified  advertisements  of  guns,  rifles,  dogs, 
camping  and  trapping  outfits,  etc.,  than  any  magazine 
published.  National  Sportsman  Magazine,  221  Columbus 
Ave.,  Boston,  Mass.  7-TF 

TAXI  DERM  Y  AND  TANNING 

FOR  SALE — Moose  Head/fine  specimen  excellent  con- 
dition. Apply  Box  L.,  ROD  AND  GUN.  Woodstock, 
Ont.  TF 

Artificial  eyes  and  skulls  for  Taxidermists  and  Furriers. 
Oliver  Spanner  &  Co.,  26  Elm  St.,  Toronto.  We  buy  raw 
furs.  3  12T 
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I  SPECKLED  TROUT 


|  Stock  your  streams  and  ponds  with  brook  trout, 

j  Large  income  from  your  waste  land.  Trappers, 

s  you  can  work  at  this  business.    Demand  is  large. 

|  Free  information  on  trout  culture. 

]   S.  Roberts  -  531  Manning  Ave.,  Toronto 
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OPERATIONS 
UNNECESSARY 

HEPATOLA  removes  Gall  Stones?  cor- 
rects Appendicitis  in  24  hours  without  pain. 
Registered  under  Pure  Food  and  Drug  Act. 
$5.50  Delivered. 

SOLE  MANUFACTURER 

Mrs.  Geo.  S.  Almas 

230  4th  Ave.  S.       Saskatoon,  Sask. 


AMMUNITION 

1  m.  rounds  Mark  VI.  .303  Cordite 
Ammunition  for  sale.  * 

F.  D.  Tolchard,  Board  of  Trade,  Toronto 


Instructions  for  Net  Making 

Fish  Nets  easily 
made  b  y  photo- 
graphs and  print- 
ed instructions. 
Send  to  day  and  learn  how.    Price  25c  postpaid. 


W.  E.  CLAYTON 


Alteona,  Kansas 
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ASK  YOUR  DEALER  OR  P 
A  R  CHISHOLM  CO.  Suite 

MANUfACTUB£«S    -OF    THE  FAMOUS 


FREE! 

A 

Thermos  Bottle 

Keeps  Hot  24  Hours      Keeps  Gold  72]Hours 

Thermos  make  hunters, 
fishermen  and  campers  inde- 
pendent of  stated  meal  hours. 
Hot  coffee,  tea  or  soup,  or  iced 
drinks  can  be  prepared  when 
convenient  and  kept  hot  or 
cold  for  the  morning  start,  the 
all  day  tramp  or  long  hours 
with  the  rod  and  gun.  Thermos 
give  heat  without  fire  and  cold 
without  ice.  Thermos  keeps 
liquid  steaming  hot  for  24 
hours  or  ice  cold  for  three 
days. 

FOR  SIX  NEW  SUBSCRIPTIONS 

we  will  send  a  Thermos  Bottle  all  charges  paid. 


PREMIUM  DEPARTMENT 

ROD  AND  GUN     -     WOODSTOCK,  ONT. 
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FREE  TO  MEN 

Manly  Vigor — Something  New 


Here  is  a  little  free  pocket  compendium  in  book  form, 
illustrated  with  40  half-tone  photo  reproductions,  and  contain- 
ing 8,000  words  of  easy  advice  on  private  matters  which  I 
gladly  send  to  any  man  anywhere  in  the  world  absolutely  free 
of  charge,  and  enclosed  in  a  perfectly  plain,  sealed  envelope,  so 
it  is  received  by  you  like  an  ordinary  private  letter.  I  take  all 
this  special  precaution  in  sending  my  free  book  because,  where 
the  health  is  concerned,  and  especially  with  reference  to  de- 
bility and  nerve  weaknesses,  people  everywhere  prefer  to  keep 
the  matter  entirely  to  themselves.  For  this  reason  I  seal  the 
envelope  and  prepay  full  letter  postage.  I  have  thus  mailed 
over  a  million  of  the  books  to  men  all  over  the  world  who 
requested  them. 

You,  reader,  will  like  this  little  book  immensely,  and  can 
grasp  the  full  meaning  of  its  special  advice  from  one  or  two 
careful  readings.  It  contains  a  great  deal  of  heretofore  un- 
published information  of  interest  to  all  men,  young  or  elderly, 
single  or  married,  and  may  easily  be  of  value  to  you  throughout 
your  entire  lifetime. 

In  one  part  of  the  book  I  describe  my  little  mechanical 
VITALIZER,  which  was  invented  by  me  to  assist  men  to 
regain  lost  vigor.  However,  you  are  not  to  think  of  getting 
this  VITALIZER  at  the  present  time,  but  first  send  for  the 
advice  book  and  read  up  on  the  subject  of  self-preservation 
without  drugs. 

Please  use  the  coupon  below  and  the  book  will  come  to  you 
free,  sealed,  by  return  mail. 

SANDEN,  Publisher. 

Reader,  did  you  ever  stop  to  consider  that  it  is  not  looks 
which  make  the  real  man?  Nor  is  it  necessarily  a  large  man 
who  wields  the  most  power  in  his  community.  However, 
whether  big  or  small,  young  or  elderly,  we  invariably 
find  that  vigorous,  manly  manhood  stands  behind  all 
of  the  world's  greatest  achievements  and  successes. 
In  this  respect,  I  give  it  as  my  honest  opinion,  based 
upon  over  30  years'  experience,  that  no  man  need  lose 
hope  of  himself  restoring  his  full  manly  power,  if  he 
but  be  willing  to  make  a  fair,  square  effort,  and  will 
lead  a  decent,  manly  life,  free  from  excesses  and  free 
from  dissipations.  My  free  book  gives  you  all  the 
desired  information.  According  to  my  belief,  lost 
manly  strength  is  no  real  organic  disease  in  itself,  and, 
for  that  reason,  should  easily  respond  to  any  mode  of 
treatment  which  puts  new  vital  force  into  the  weakened 
nerves  and  blood. 

The  little  VITALIZER  mentioned  above  was  de- 
signed by  me  to  render  natural  aid  to  the  man  who 
really  WANTS  to  get  strong,  and  who  is  willing  to 
make  a  reasonable  effort  to  regain  his  manly  vigor.  To 
the  man  who  persists  in  living  an  unnatural  life  of 
excess  and  dissipation,  no  hope  can  be  offered,  but  for 
the  other  kind  there  is  every  hope  and  encouragement, 
because  in  regulating  his  habits  he  has  taken  the  first 
grand  and  necessary  step,  which  prepares  the  way  for 
the  action  of  any  natural  treatment  which  may  resupply 
his  body  with  the  FORGE  which  it  has  been  drained  of. 


Manly  Men  Are  Always  in  the  Game. 

With  respect  to  my  VITALIZER,  you  simply  buckle 
it  on  your  body  when  you  go  to  bed.  Thus,  while 
you  sleep,  it  sends  a  great,  mysterious  power  (which  I 
call  VIGOR)  into  your  blood,  nerves,  organs  and 
muscles  while  you  sleep.  Men  have  said  it  takes  pain 
or  weakness  out  of  the  back  from  one  application; 
that  60  to  90  day's  use  is  sufficient  to  restore  normal, 
manly  strength. 

With  special  attachments,'' which  carry  the  FORCE 
to  any  parts  of  the  body,  my  VITALIZER  is  used  by 
women  as  well  as  men,  for  rheumatism,  kidney,  liver, 
stomach,  bladder  disorders,  etc.,  and  I  have  had  some 
most  remarkable  testimony  in  respect  to  its  almost 
miraculous  effects  in  individual  cases,  where  every 
known  treatment  had  failed. 

Therefore,  first  get  the  free  book  of  general  advice 
to  men,  which  also  describes  my  VITALIZER.  Then 
if  in  the  future  you  feel  you  would  like  to  use  one  of 
these  little  appliances  in  your  own  case,  I  will  make 
some  special  proposition  whereby  you  may  have  one 
to  wear.  If  you  happen  to  live  in  or  near  this  city.I 
would  be  pleased  to  have  you  call.  Otherwise,  just 
use  the  coupon  and  get  the  free  book  by  return  mail. 
Office  hours,  9  to  6. 


BOOK,  8,000  WORDS  FREE 


Remember  ,1  will  send  you,  as  stated  above,  my  little  book  or  pocket  compendium,  containing  40  illustrations 
and  8,000  words  of  private  advice  free,  sealed,  by  mail. 

This  book  is  meant  to  point  out  to  men  certain  errors  which  are  being  committed  all  over  the  world  to-day  by 
those  who  do  not  realize  the  harm  resulting.    It  gives,  in  a  condensed  form,  and  in  easy  language,  the  truths  that^ 
I  have  learned  from  years  upon  years  of  experience.    It  deals  with  vigor  and  manly  power  as  against  weakness  and 
debility.    One  part  of  the  book  describes  my  little  VITALIZER  so  all  information  is  complete  in  this  one  volume. 
Please  write  or  call  to-day.    Satisfaction  guaranteed  in  every  case.  ! 


R.  G.  SANDEN.CO.,  140  Yonge  St.,  Toronto  Ont., 


Dear  Sirs — Pleas#  forward  me  your  Book,  as  advertised,  free, 
sealed. 


Name. 


Address.. 


» 

•* 


Electric  Starting  and  Lighting 

"^TO  car  has  a  better  starting  and 
lighting  system  than  that  now 
available  to  purchasers  of  Ford  Cars. 

It  is  a  Ford  product,  built  into  the 
motor — 

— a  positive  starter  as  reliable  as 
the  motor  itself: 

— a  powerful  lighting  system, 
uniform  under  all  engine  speeds. 
On  the  open  models— Touring  Cars 
and  Runabouts — it  is  OPTIONAL 
EQUIPMENT. 

On  closed  cars — Sedans  and 
Coupes  — it  is  STANDARD 
EQUIPMENT. 

On  all  models  the  Ford  Standard 
Magneto  also  provides  ignition 
independent  of  the  batteries. 

See  the  Ford  car  with  this  new 
equipment. 


FORD         -         -  ONTARIO 


VOLUME  XXI  NUMBER  4 

Rod  and  Gun  in  Canada 

Woodstock,  Ontario,  September,  1919 

Publishers  are  warned  not  to  reprint  contents,  wholly  or  in  part,  without  full  credit  attached 


SEPTEMBER  CONTENTS 

Canadian  Natural  History  Photos  (No.  1)  Bonnycastle  Dale,  Frontispiece 

Our  Old  Elusive  Friend  The  Black  Duck  Bonnycastle  Dale  373 

Mirror  Duck  Blinds   Edward  T.  Martin  376 

A  Bear  Hunt  In  Town  ;  "Ramrod"  378 

Three  Women  And  Three  Men  M.  Parkinson  381 

The  Scaups  F.  V.  Williams  385 

Ode  To  A  Whip-Poor- Will  Robert  Page  Lincoln  388 

The  Heart  Of  The  North  Helen  Gordon  389 

Fishing  Notes  Department  Robert  Page  Lincoln  390 

Guns  And  Ammunition  Department  C.  S.  Landis  400 

The  Black  Bass  Archie  P.  McKishnie  416 

Conservation  William  T.  Hornaday  417 

Nimrods  M.  Foster  426 

The  Dream  Mink  A.  Bourchier  431 

Fatty's  Luck  ;  Jim  Blea  436 

Pacific  Coast  Hunters  Secure  Albino  Bear  ,   440 

Bird  Dogs  I  Have  Met  Thomas  Hubert  Hutton  442 

A  Vision  Realized  An  Amateur  448 

A  Camp  Fire  Reverie  W.  McCardell  452 

A  Perfect  Day  M.  I.  Taylor  454 

A  D  ay's  Tragedies  i  Iago  458 

Stick  To  It  "Bo"  464 

Duck  Shooting  In  Alberta  Calgarian 

A  Rabbit  Hunt  K.  Lawrence 

Hunting  Ducks  In  By-gone  Days  Robert  H.  McNair  M.D. 

Rod  and  Gun  Mechanics  

Irish  Rifle  Association  

Trap  .'.  


SUBSCRIPTION  PRICE  to  any  address  in  Canada,  Great  Britain  or  in  the  United  States  $1.50, 
foreign  countries  fifty  cents  extra.  Single  copies  fifteen  cents.  All  subscriptions  are  payable  in  advance 

REMITTANCES  should  be  made  by  P.O.  or  express  money  orders,  bank  checks  or  registered 
letters;  if  by  check,  exchange  must  be  included. 

CHANGE  OF  ADDRESS.  When  a  change  of  address  is  ordered,  both  the  new  and  the  old  ad- 
dresses must  be  given. 

THE  ADDRESS  LABEL,  showslthe  date  to  which  subscription  is  paid. 

RECEIPT  FOR  REMITTANCE  will  be  enclosed  in  first  issue  following  receipt  of  money. 

ADVERTISING  RATES  and  sample  copies  sent  on  application. 

Communications  on  all  topics  pertaining  to  fishing,  shooting,  canoeing,  yachting,  the  kennel, 
amateur  photography  and  trapshootmg  will  be  welcomed  and  published  if  possible.  An  communica- 
tions must  be  accompanied  by  the  name  of  the  writer,  not  necessarily  for  publication,  however. 

ROD  AND  GUN  IN  CANADA  does  not  assume  any  responsibility  for,  or  necessarily  endorse, 
any  views  expressed  by  contributors  to  its  columns. 

Published  by  W.J.TAYLOR,  LTD., WOODSTOCK,  ONT. 

— Branch  Offices — 

United  States  London,  England 

373  FourthAve.  16  Regent  St. 

New  York  S.  W.  1 

Entered  as  second-class  matter  at  the  post  offices  of  Woodstock,  Ont.,  and  Buffalo,  N.Y. 


No.  1— Canadian  Natural  History  Photos 

BONNYCASTLE  DALE 

Male  loon  attacking  Laddie  Jr.  and  I.  The  female  and  the  two  babies  were  a 
few  yards  away  watching  him.  He  always  swerved  in  a  curve,  coming  within  about 
a  half  a  canoe's  length  his  great  ruby  eyes  stuck  out  like  lanterns  and  his  green 
head  and  neck  puffed  out  with  rage. 
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Our  Old  Elusive  Friend  the  Black  Duck 

Written  and  Illustrated  by  Bonnycastle  Dale 


WE  have  tried  all  our  lives  to 
classify  this  big  sly  duck.  It 
-  breeds  so  true  to  form  that 
we  long  ago  gave  up  calling  it  an  off- 
shoot from  the  Mallard.  Yes!  It 
is  called  the  Black  Mallard,  but  for 
what  reason?  Did  you  ever  note  a 
female  Black  Duck,  or  a  male  Black 
Duck  in  the  flock  passing  overhead — 
No! — Why?  Because,  it  is  the  only 
duck  of  the  various  thirty  odd  ducks 
that  nest  in  Canada  that  has  no 
sex  distinguishing  marks.  Many 
writers  say  you  can  tell  the  male 
from  the  female  by  the  bill  being 
unclouded.  Others  by  the  general 
look  of  the  bird,  others  again — and 
these  come  nearest  being  correct — by 
the  notes  and  calls.  Truly  the  female 
is  usually  the  garrulous  one,  the  male 
generally  using  only  one  or  two  gut- 
teral  "quacks,"  but  how  about  the 
growing  youngsters?  No  one  can 
fell  the  sexes  by  the  calls  then.  There 
is  only  one  way  to  surely  tell  the  male 
from  the  female  in  this  spurious 
breed — dissect  them. 

Just  by  accident  a  flood  of  light 
was  thrown  upon  the  probable  an- 
cestry of  this  rare  bird,  a  bird  without 
the  male's  gaudy  plumage  in  the 
mating  season.  In  the  Southern 
States  they  have  been  bothered  by  the 
Northern  flight  of  the  Mallard;  and 
also  by  the  Southern  flight  of  the 
Florida  Duck — thus  leaving  many  of 
these  states  without  Mallards  in 
summertime.  To  overcome  this  they 
made  the  experiment  of  breeding  the 


Mallard  with  the  Florida;  and  the 
odd  result  was  a  spurious  duck; 
without  the  full  markings  of  either 
parent ;  but  with  some  of  each — AND 
THE  MALE  MARKED  EXACTLY 
LIKE  THE  FEMALE. 

Only  in  imagination  can  we  see  the 
parents  of  the  Black  Duck,  without 
doubt  the  Mallard  was  one — and  I 
am  utterly  at  sea-  as  to  the  other. 
The  main  breeding  grounds  of  this 
Black  Mallard  seem  to  be  in  Labrador, 
extending  through  all  the  settled 
parts  of  Quebec  and  Ontario  into 
parts  of  the  Prairie  Provinces;  but 
not  crossing  the  Rockies— as  I  have 
shot  in  a  great  many  places  along  the 
Canadian  Pacific  R.  R.  on  the  Coast, 
and  have  never  seen  a  Black  Mallard — 
but  remember  it  will  be  only  a  few 
years  before  it  will  find  its  way  down 
the  rivers  that  empty  into  the  Pacific 
Ocean;  as  the  Canvas  Backs  and  the 
Red-heads  have  within  my  memory. 

It  has  been  our  supreme  delight 
to  hunt  this  wary  chap  in  most  of 
his  widely  scattered  grounds.  This 
is  the  old  tima  "Black  English  Duck" 
of  Florida  long  before  our  time. 
"Black  Mallard"  you  will  hear  it 
called  all  through  the  tier  of  Central 
and  Western  States,  but  "Dusky 
Duck,"  "Dusky  Mallard,"  and 
"Black  Duck"  are  the  prevailing 
names  in  the  North.  Western  writers 
seem  to  ignore  it;  or  to  call  it  "The 
Mottled  Duck."  In  fact  if  you  look 
it  up  you  will  find  modern  writers 
ignore  it  as  too  difficult  to  classify — 
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Leg  amputated,  bird  ready  to  be  released 


Hornaday  m  The  American  Natural 
History  does  not  even  mention  this 
bird  although  its  head  is  pictured — 
the  second  most  widely  distributed 
in  America — of  course  the  daddy  of 
all  our  domestic  ducks — the  Mallard 
— comes  first. 

Again  some  writers  classify  the 
black  Duck  as  divided  into  obscura 
(dusky)  and  rubripes  (red  legged). 
All  I  can  say  on  this  point,  is  that 
among  the  thousands  I  have  observed, 
or  killed  for  the  camp  table,  the  legs 
were  indiscriminately  buffy,  yellow, 
olive  green,  reddish  yellow,  and  quite 
red,  looking  to  me  as  if  in  the  same 
family  several  of  the  youngsters  had 
differently  coloured  stockings.  Men 
familiar  with  the  bird  in  Labrador  do 
not  dwell  upon  its  having  particularly 
red  legs.  I  have  wondered  if  the 
water  they  puddle  around  in  could 
caus3  this  odd  red  shade.  I  know  of 
certain  mineral  pools  that  might  do 
this — but  this  is  only  conjecture — 
Another  thing  we  have  tried  to  study 
all  our  lives  is, — do  the  wild  fowl 
drive  out,  or  ignore,  or  illtreat  in- 
jured wild  fowl? 

I  have  .seen  flocks  of  lordly  Gan- 
vasbacks  and  Redheads  drive  out 
Surf  Ducks,  these  were  uninjured 
birds,  they  drove  them  out  in  a 


regular  run-the-gauntlet-style.  e#ch 
group  pecking  and  flapping  at  the 
passing  flock  of  surviving  surfs.  I 
have  always  found  the  injured  alone 
along  the  bogs  and  in  the  marshes, 
especially  when  they  were  wingtipped, 
or  with  legs  broken:  And,~  to  our 
great  astonishment  we  find  every 
fall,  numbers  of  Redheads  and  a  few 
Canvasbacks  moping  and  hiding 
along  the  edges  of  the  bog.  If  we  by 
mistake  knock  one  of  these  down 
when  it  jumps  we  pick  up  a  perfect 
skeleton,  and  as  these  come  from  the 
early  regular  migration  southward 
of  these  birds,  the  Indians  (Mississ- 
aguas  of  Rice  Lake)  call  these 
"Marsh  Redheads"  or  "consump- 
tives." 

I  have  found  numbers  of  injured 
birds  in  the  great  flocks  that  raft 
in  the  centre  of  the  lake;  but  in 
every  case  these  are  bodystruck 
birds;  making  it  impossible  for  the 
flock  to  distinguish  them  as  cripples 
and  drive  them  away. 

Again,  each  Spring,  we  find  num- 
bers of  Whistle  wings,  many  more 
males  '  than  females,  slowly  dying 
all  along  the  shores  of  Rice  Lake. 
With  these  we  find  a  lesser  number  of 
Bluebills — these  I  place  in  the  natural 
death  rate  column,  but  we  do  marvel 
at  the  great  majority  of  males;  can 
this  be  caused  by  a  greater  number  of 
females  being  killed  on  the  great 
migration?  They  are  more  trust- 
ful and  not  as  wary  as  the  males. 

My  assistant,  Laddie  Jr,  often 
brings  me  in  these  poor  dying  things, 
never  can  we  get  them  to  feed,  just 
a  drink  of  water  is  all  they  crave,  and 
the  pallid  bills  and  inside  of  the 
mouths  tell  me  of  senility.  A  little 
joke  hinges  here.  The  boy  paddled 
away  one  day  on  Natural  History 
thoughts  intent,  aiming  to  pick  up  and 
bring  in  to  me  anything  he  could 
catch,  so  he  sneaked  silently  along 
the  edges  of  the  Indian  Reservation 
pursuing  and  catching  anything  he 
could  come  up  with.  Later  he  saw  a 
little  motor  launch  being  steered  along 
in  the  path  he  had  come.  With 
remarkable  persistency  it  followed 
every  turn  he  took  and  at  last,  with 
a  vicious  "put,  put,  put"  of  the  engine 
arid  a  quick  flashing  of  the  oars,  it 
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started  right  across  a  narrow  bay 
after  him.  The  lad  kept  on  about 
his  business  and  just  wondered.  The 
two  men  were  making  an  awful  spurt 
and  finally  arrived  breathless  at 
the  stern  of  Laddie's  wandering  canoe. 

Now  as  both  the  lad  and  I  are  out 
in  all  seasons  and  not  any  too  careful 
of  just  what  sweaters  or  hunting 
clothes  we  throw  on,  and  as  the 
Spring  Sun  had  given  us  both  an 
excellent — guaranteed  to  wash  0 jib- 
way  tint — the  Game  Warden  with 
the  water  disturber  at  his  stern,  nat- 
urally took  the  youngster  as  a  mem- 
ber in  full  standing  of  the  Indian 
tribe  and  consequently^  a  breaker  of 
the  fish  laws;  "Got  any  fish?"  he 
thundered.  Of  course  the  lad  smiled, 
he  knew  we  always  obey  all  the  game 
laws — just  then  the  eagle  eye  01  the' 
warden  alighted  on  the  lad's  Natural 
history  collection — and  he  was  a  bit 
puzzled;  there  were  the  wild  ducks 
all  right  but  they  were  all  alive; 
sitting  contentedly  in  the  bow — and 
never  a  gun  in  sight.  Soon  I  saw 
th?  little  rowboat  "put-put-put"  away 
from  Laddie,  and  the  boy  had  a 
great  laugh  when  he  got  back  to 
camp.  I  sent  a  nice  note  out  to  the 
warden;  they  all  have  instructions 
not  to  interfere  with  my  work.  You 
see  we  never  take  out  a  collector's 
permit;  as  we  always  return  things  to 
their  native  element,  in  as  good  or 
,  better  shape  than  we  received  them — 
whereby  hangs  a  tale. 

My  assistant  did  a  bit  of  trapping 
in  the  spring  about  our  mid-marsh 
island  and  was  unfortunate,  as  are 
all  the  trappers,  in  catching  a  few 
poor  birds  and  wee  animals  who  will 
get  caught  in  the  cruel  traps.  No! 
I  can  propose  no  remedy  for  this, 
and  I  have  tried. 

"Oh!  I've  caught  a  poor  black 
duck!"  Laddie,  Jr.,  called  out  one 
day  as  he  came  into  camp.  "And 
I've  broken  its  poor  leg,"  he  lamented. 

Together  we  examined  the  tremb- 
ling bird — its  clear  big  brown  eyes 
searched  every  movement.  I  handed 
the  lad  the  knife  and  nodded,  nothing 
for  it  but  amputation  and  as  I  am 
teaching  him  to  do  all  these  things 
unaided  he  turned  to  the  canoe  and 
I  seized  th?  camera.     He  trussed 


You're  free — go  !    Black  duck  leaving  there 
in  a  hurry. 


his  bird  correctly  and  a  few  merciful 
passes  and  the  mangled  leg  was 
severed,  and  a  swift  immersion  in  the 
cold  water  stopped  the  bleeding, 
then  he  held  it  up — and  I  snapped  a 
bit  too  soon  (I  can  catch  a  bird  be- 
tween his  hands  and  the  water  with 
the  focal-plane  shutter)  the  bird 
dived  right  beneath  the  surface  from 
his  hands.  Remember  the  big  fool 
black  ducks  have  at  times  to  live 
on  the  discarded  fragments  from  the 
flocks  of  diving  ducks — because  it 
cannot  dive,  at  least  it  very  rarely 
does,  but  wound  one  and  it  instantly 
becomes  a  past  master  in  the  art  of 
diving. 

This  was  in  April  1918.  All  the 
spring  and  summer  months  we  were 
busy  with  our  cameras  and  our 
war  gardens,  so  it  was  not  until  the 
September  snooting  that  we  returned 
to  our  tight  little  isle  in  the  Indian 
Reservation.  Many  the  glorious 
"shot"  we  saw  arise  out  of  the  wild 
rice  and  snapped  it  with  our  fast 
cameras  instead  of  with  our  guns. 
The  intense  pleasure  of  the  "sneak" 
up  to  birds  is  just  as  thrilling  as  it  is 
if  we  were  going  to  kill  instead  of 
picture  them,  and  I  think  if  my 
camera  was  sentient  it  would  say 
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The  female  of  the  black  duck  with  only  one 
leg — see  the  broken  bone  sticking  up. 

"shoot"  when  I  throw  it  up  to  take  a 
picture,  as  really  I  do  feel  as  if  it 
were  the  gun  sometimes.  You  see 
the  lad  always  has  his  decoys  set  off 
the  point  of  Migration  Camp  and 
even  when  he  is  eating  he  can  get 
his  pictures,  for  a  string  runs  from 
the  trigger  of  the  concealed  camera, 
fifty  yards  distant;  to  our  frugal  table. 
So  one  day  after  the  shooting  season 
had  opened  I  left  him  on  the 
point  and  went  back  to  our  own  little 
private  pondhole  behind  the  island. 
The  wind  blew  towards  me  and  I 
crept  to  the  edge  unheard  and  unseen 
— Yes!  there  was  one!  A  big  black 
duck  sunning  itself  on  the  far  edge 


of  the  pond.  Slowly  I  raised  myself 
erect,  not  fast  enough  though  as 
the  bird  was  in  the  air  before  I  was  up, 
but  I  centered  it  and  down  it  fell.  I 
retrieved  it  in  the  "sieve,"  that  we 
keep  on  the  pond's  edge  and  fondly 
call  a  canoe,  and  walked  back  proudly 
towards  Laddie  Jr. 

I  made  a  motion  to  change  my 
grip  on  the  one  leg  of  the  bird  to  the 
other  and — dropped  it;  there  was  no 
other.  Then  I  sat  down  and  exam- 
ined that  bird.  It  had  only  one  leg. 
I  thought  it  might  be  the  bird  we 
had  caught  in  the  trap  five  months 
ago,  but  there  are  lots  of  other  men 
who  mercifully  amputate  hanging 
legs  of  trapped  birds;  so  I  continued 
my  way  towards  camp  undecided  to 
its  identity.  "  c 

"I  heard  you  shoot."  called  the 
lad,  "what  did  you  get?" 

"A  friend  of  yours  I  think;  come 
and  see."  Together  we  examined 
that  bird  

"Yes,  it's  the  very  same  one,  See 
on  the  other  foot,  in  the  web,  is  the 
gash  where  my  knife  slipped  and 
knicked  it,"  said  the  boy. 

Satisfied  as  to  its  identity  he  step- 
ped on  the  tiny  wharf  where  we  had 
pictured  the  bird  in  April,  when  the 
ice  was  floating  in  huge  fields  all 
about  the  lake  and  again  I  snapped 
it.  I  am  sorry  I  did  not  get  better 
focus,  as  he  stuck  the  stump  of  the 
leg  up  in  the  air. 

Just  one  other  thought — did  the 
semi-crippled  condition  of  that  bird 
prevent  its  mating,  or  rather  prevent 
it  resuming  its  mate,  as  this  breed 
is  mated  in  April.  Its  solitary  posi- 
tion, especially  after  several  days 
of  intense  firing  all  about  the  reserva- 
tion leads  me  think  that  even  birds 
as  slightly  crippled  as  this  one  are 
abandoned  and  shunned  by  the  heal- 
thy members  of  the  flock. 


Mirror  Duck  Blinds 

Edward  T.  Martin 

AS  the  duck  shooting  season  grows  lakes,  the  question  of  blinds  becomes 

old,  and  the  deep  water  birds  an  important  one. 

arrive  from  the  North  and  begin  Where  there  is  a  six  or  eight  foot 

to  show  on  the  bays  and  fresh  water  rise  and  fall  of  tide,  the  usual  form 
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of  timber  blind  seems  hard  to  im- 
prove on.  Yet  it  is  of  a  kind  that 
the  ducks  soon  learn  to  avoid  and 
shy  from — the  motion  of  the  skiff  in 
the  lower  section  of  the  blind  attract- 
ing thsir  notice,  and  its  pounding 
against  the  frame  work  serving  to 
alarm  th^m. 

A  floating  blind  is  too  unsteady  in  a 
sea-way,  and  may  break  from  its 
moorings  and  turn  up  missing  when 
most  needed. 

A  fairly  good  blind  of  this  type  can 
be  made  out  of  old  water  boilers — 
the  galvanized  iron  cylinders  used 
to  heat  water  with  a  kitchen  range, 
for  household  purposes.  They  are 
of  the  right  length  when  set  crosswise 
to  support  the  timbers  of  a  platform. 

When  put  to  the  use  for  which 
they  were  made,  if  a  leak  develops  no 
way  has  yet  been  found  to  make 
repairs  sufficiently  strong  to  stand 
the  pressure,  but  as  a  float  for  use  in 
a  duck  blind  the  leaks  can  be  plugged 
so  that  the  cylinders,  four  or  five  to  a 
blind,  will  answer  admirably,  form- 
ing, with  the  platform  in  place, 
a  regular  life  craft  on  which  a  brush 
blind  can  be  built  roomy  enough  to 
conceal  both  the  hunter  and  his  skiff. 

Of  course  the  correct  way  of  bay 
shooting  is  from  a  battery,  such  as  is 
used  by  gunners  on  the  Chesapeake — 
a  coffin-like  affair,  protected  by  wings 
from  the  wash  of  the  waves,  in  which 
a  gunner  lies  flat  and  shoots  as  the 
ducks  work  to  his  decoys. 

A  contrivance  of  this  sort  has 
rarely  been  seen  on  the  U.  S.  Coast  and 
never  so  far  as  I  know  in  Canadian 
waters. 

Years  ago,  nothing  of  the  kind  was 
needed  to  get  plenty  of  ducks,  and 
later,  it  has  not  paid  to  go  to  so  much 
trouble  and  expense  to  kill  the  twen- 
ty-five which  is  about  the  maximum 
permitted  anywhere. 

The  record  for  one  gunner  in  a 
day,  shooting  from  a  battery,  was 
made  in  Eastern  Maryland,  and  was 
500  ducks,  mostly  canvasbacks. 
These  birds  were  selling  then  at  five 
and  six  dollars  the  pair,  and  brought 
the  gunner  from  eighteen  to  twenty- 
four  dollars  a  dozen  net — a  fair  day's 
work.  But  the  pounding — it  was  in 
the  days  of  black  powder — brought 


on  congestion  of  the  brain,  which 
came  near  proving  fatal  to  the  shooter. 

In  large  lakes,  or  other  bodies  of 
water  that  are  tideless,  a  barrel  staked 
firmly  down  is  used,  although  many 
prefer  a  box,  as  affording  the  gunner  * 
more  room  to  handle  himself.  The 
box  should  be  made  of  half  inch  pine 
lumber,  with  corner  posts  of  two  by 
four  scantling  and  a  bottom  of  inch 
boards.  To  make  it  water  tight,  all 
joints  should  be  white  leaded,  then 
canvas — the  inside  of  which  also 
has  been  painted  with  white  lead — 
tacked  over  the  sides  and  bottom 
below  the  water  line.  This  done, 
zinc  is  nailed  over  the  canvas,  and 
every  joint  soldered,  as  in  a  bathtub. 

If  the  work  is  thoroughly  done, 
this  makes  a  box  that  water  cannot 
penetrate,  but  in  certain  places  along 
the  Gulf  of  Mexico,  a  small  amount 
of  quicksand  will  force  its  way 
through. 

For  a  large  man  the  best  sized  box 
is  thirty-six  inches  wide,  long  and 
deep,  of  whjch  twelve  inches  is  left 
above  the  water  line,  this  part  hung 
with  "drift,"  such  as  seaweed,  or 
leaves  of  wild  celery.  It  is  astonish- 
ing how  much  sea  such  a  box  will 
stand,  the  real  danger  being  that  the 
stakes  will  pull  up  and  the  box  roll 
over  and  dump  the  gunner  out. 

Several  experiments  have  been 
made  with  blinds  covered  with  mir- 
rors. That  is,  boxes,  all  parts  of 
which  above  water  are  masked  by 
mirrors. 

Under  certain  conditions  this  look- 
ing-glass business  is  great  stuff. 

For  example,  stake  a  mirror  blind 
half  a  mile  from  shore,  in  any  body 
of  water  where  ducks  are  feeding,  and, 
sooner  or  later,  curiosity  will  get  the 
better  of  the  webfoots.  From  all 
sides  they  will  swim  to  see  what 
that  shining  thing  is.  When  they 
come  near  enough,  each  will  see  its 
own  reflection  in  the  glass,  and  hurry 
the  more  to  see  what  that  stranger  is 
doing  there. 

They  will  keep  coming  until,  either 
the  man  in  the  box  raises  his  head 
and  frightens  them  away,  or  makes 
a  pot  shot  with  which  he  bags  a 
dozen  or  more.  Then  his  tender 
shoves  off  from  shore,  picks  up  the 
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dead,  chases  the  cripples,  and  in  two 
or  three  hours  is  called  on  to  do  the 
same  thing  over  again. 

On  flight  shooting,  the  glass  does 
not  work  as  well.  The  glitter  and 
shine  of  the  glass  which,  when  the 
ducks  are  swimming,  arouses  curi- 
osity, incites  fear — or  it  may  be 
caution — when  they  are  flying.  They 
circle,  look  down,  see  the  man  and 
go  the  other  way. 

Set  on  a  sand  bar  on  a  cloudy  day, 
when  there  is  no  sparkling  water  to- 
be  reflected,  almost  perfect  results 
are  obtained.  Geese,  ducks,  peli- 
cans, come  within  easy  range,  not 
quickening  their  flight  until  the  gun- 
ner arises  to  shoot — then  acting 
uncertain,  as  if  they  could  not  believe 
what  they  saw,  and  that  a  man  was 
really  there. 

A  glass  blind  is  very  effective  late 
in  the  season  after  the  ducks  have  all 


become  educated.  They  do  not  shy 
from  it  as  from  an  ordinary  bay  blind. 
It  is  a  new  one  on  them,  and  however  . 
skittish  they  may  act  when  flying  over, 
they  certainly  will  swim  in  to  admire 
themselves  in  the  mirrors.  Females 
onjy?  No,  sir!  The  drakes  are  just 
as  vain  as  the  ducks  — perhaps 
more  so.  Just  as  anxious  to  prink 
and  preen  before  a  looking-glass  as 
their  better  halves.  They  travel  on 
their  good  looks,  and  as  anxious  to 
appear  well  as  the  dudes  and  dandies 
of  the  human  race. 

In  Canadian  lakes  though  when 
there  is  snow  around  the  banks  and 
ice  on  the  water,  a  box  painted  white 
inside  aixd  out  is  as  effective  as  a 
looking  glass  blind,  perhaps  even 
more  so.  I  never  used  one  but  once, 
then  nothing  could  have  answered 
better.  The  water  fowl  showed  ab- 
solutely no  fear  for  they  imagined 
it  to  be  a  cake  of  ice. 


A  Bear  Hunt  in  Town 

Ramrod 


THE  summer  was  waning.  The 
sun  cast  longer  shadows  through 
the  woods.  The  maze  of  trees 
was  once  more  resplendent  with  a 
wealth  of  glorious  color  and  the 
beautiful  Indian  summer  air  was 
laden  with  the  perfume  of  the  wild 
flowers.  The  ducks  would  soon  be 
leaving  their  northern  breeding 
grounds  for  more  comfortable  quar- 
ters in  the  south,  long  lines  of  Canada 
geese  would  soon  honk  their  noisy 
way  across  the  sky.  I  sat  and  pon- 
dered on  the  God-blessedness  of 
it  all,  the  sun  was  nearing  its  gorgeous 
setting,  the  maples  standing  out 
against  the  darkening  back  ground 
of  the  forest  in  a  lavish  blaze  of 
glory,  making  an  indescribable  scene 
of  beauty. 

Berry  pickers  had  reaped  a  rich 
harvest,  there  being  an  unusual  abun- 
dance of  the  luscious  fruit  everywhere, 
and  many  were  the  happy  jaunts  we 
took  out  on  to  the  rocky  ledges  and 
the  great  open  spaces,  both  for  the 
berries  and  for  the  added  strength 


that  follows  the  life  of  the  great 
outdoors.  There  had  been  another 
visitor  to  the  berry  patches  that 
particular  summer  in  the  shape  of  a 
large  black  bear.  One  day  the  wom- 
en and  children  came  rushing  back 
to  town  minus  berries  and  pails,  but 
plus  a  good  case  of  nerves;  for  days 
no  one  would  venture  near  the  bush, 
and  a  little  while  later  a  lone  angler 
was  nearly  scared  stiff  upon  awaken- 
ing from  an  afternoon  nap  in  the 
welcome  shade  of  some  bushes,  where 
he  had  gone  for  a  rest  up,  to  see  bruin 
sitting  upon  his  haunches  calmly 
giving  him  the  "once  over"  with  his 
little  beady  eyes  and  not  fifty  feet 
distant.  The  angler,  not  wishing 
for  a  close-up  acquaintance  left  his 
belongings  behind,  arriving  in  town 
in  record  time.  The  news  soon  spread 
and  my  old  hunting  pard  and  myself 
took  sundry  strolls  on  the  off  chance 
of  getting  a  shot  at  his  bearship,  but 
better  prepared  to  give  him  an  appro- 
priate welcome,  or  as  my  pard  would 
say,  "well  heeled."    We  always  re- 
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:urned  with  the  same  hard  luck  story, 
nothing  doing. 

"Harry,  Har-r-ree.  Listen." 
"Who's  that?    Well  for  the  land's 
sake,  it's  Bill.    Wher*  did  you  spring 
from?" 

"Come  on,  get  your  gun,  there'  a 
bear  down  in  the  diamond." 

"There's  a  which?" 

"A  bear  down  in  the  diamond. 
Honest  to  goodness,  a  jim  dandy." 

"Say  now  William,  you  cut  that 
out,  don't  be  throwing  any  of  that 
stuff  around  here.  I  have  hunted 
your  bears  long  enough  and  I  thought 
we  had  passed  the  kid  stage,  but  you 
would  wrastle  with  the  chin  whiskers 
of  a  bobcat  himself  to  start  a  breeze. 
Do  be  quiet  now  and  come  on  in." 

"No,  honest,  listen — mind  that 
big  black  devil  that's  been  around 
Gull's  Lake  all  summer.  Mind  the 
one  that  drove  the  women  *out'n 
the  berry  patch  down  past  the  west 
arm  and  mussed  things  up  most 
almighty  bad  in  Ted  Taylor's  farm 
yard.  Same  hyena,  and  he  is  down 
in  the  diamond  right  now  wid  a 
coat  on  him  that  would  cover  the 
floor  of  Jake  Lawson's  shanty.  Just 
before  "knock  off"  time  two  of  the 
boys  came  running  down  the  track 
to  beat  two  of  a  kind,  all  excited  like, 
and  I  gathers  the  information  that 
old  long  toes  had  been  some  dis- 
turbed at  his  old  tricks  and  had 
took  to  the  diamond.  'We're  beating 
it  for  our  Tirty-Tirty's,'  they  says, 
'and  old  Jake  is  a  holding  on  'im 
in  till  we  gets  back?'  Wid  that  I 
nips  on  the  wheel  and  b^ats  it  home 
and  I  ain't  been  more'n  three  min- 
utes arriving.  She  can't  get  away 
for  they'll  have  her  hemmed  in  on 
all  sides,  for  I  seen  two  or  three 
more  boys  on  the  way  down  and 
they  mean  business.  Come  on  now, 
I've  got  my  old  .32  Special  and  we 
can  make  it  down  the  track  in  no 
time.  You'll  do  just  as  you  are, 
get  your  gun  and  come  on." 

"I'd  like  awfully  well  to  go,  Bill," 
I  answered,  "but — " 

"Go  and  see  anyway,"  said  the 
wife,  "you  can  be  back  before  dark 
anyhow. '.1 

That  settled  it.  I  lifted  the  .30-30 
Winchester  out  of  the  cabinet,  pock- 


eted a  box  of  shells,  grabbed  a  pull- 
through  to  take  the  grease  out  of  the 
barrel  and  we  were  off.  As  a  matter 
of  fact  I  was  highly  elated  at  such  a 
chance  to  try  out  my  rifle  at  some- 
thing worth  while.  She  was  brand 
new  and  I  had  her  beautifully  sighted 
up — Lyman  rear  peep,  folding  middle 
and  ivory  bead  front.  I  had  taken 
great  care  of  her  at  target  during 
the  summer,  and  when  I  had  passed 
her  as  being  O.K.,  could  hit  an  object 
the  size  of  an  orange  five  times  out 
of  six  at  fifty  yards  offhand.  Twen- 
ty-six inch  octagon  barrel  with  full 
magazine — balance — well,  when  I  put 
her  up  i  verily  believe  I  could  hit  a 
squirrel  in  the  head  at  the  above 
mentioned  distance.  What  a  chance! 
Old  Bruin  at  last,  and  a  sure  thing. 

Let's  take  the  track,"  remarked 
Bill. 

We  took  it.  We  had  no  more  than 
started  when  two  more  of  the  boys 
with  guns  at  trail  showed  up  just 
ahead,  and  a  kid  fe|l  in  behind  with 
what  looked  like  a  Stevens  Favorite 
very  much  the  worse  for  wear. 

"Hello,  sonny,  you  going  bear- 
hunting  too?"  I  asked  him. 

"You  bet,"  he  replied,  grinning 
all  over  his  face. 

We  were  soon  approaching  the 
scene  of  action  and  Bill  had  the 
whole  program  mapped  out  to  a 
finish  even  down  to  skinning. 

"I'll  take  the  corner  down  by  that 
clump  of  birches,"  he  remarked,  "you 
hadJ  better  stick  to  the  track  this 
end,  and  don't  be  scattering  too  far 
away  for  he's  a  mighty  slippery 
customer,  I'm  telling  you." 

"Yes,"  volunteered  the  kid,  "and 
she's  got  cubs  wid  her!" 

"Cubs?"  I  asked. 

"Yes,  cubs,  two  of  them,"  replied 
the  kid.  "Young  Taylor  over  to  the 
farm  seen  'em  go  in  there  this  after- 
noon." 

"Gosh,  darn  it!  Bill,  hear  that. 
Holy  doodle,  three  at  a  clip,"  and  I 
stepped  out  a  bit  brisker. 

"Didn't  I  tell  you?"  said  Bill,  "I 
knowed  we  would  get  her  before  fall, 
she  got  too  gol-darned  used  to  the 
place  to  leave  it,  and  she's  as  bold 
as  brass." 

"Look  out,"  cried  the  kid  at  this 
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juncture,  but  it  was  too  late  and  I 
turned  just  in  time  to  see  Bill  to- 
boganning  down  the  steep  side  of  the 
track,  hanging  on  to  his  beloved  .32 
Special  for  all  the  world  as  if  his  life 
depended  on  it.  Sometimes  he  was 
sitting  up,  and  sometimes  he  was 
sitting  down.  Mostly  down.  He 
reached  the  bottom  wrong  side  up  and 
lodged  against  a  stout  wire  fence. 
Suffering  Smokestacks,  d-  -  -m,  or 
something  infinitely- worse  sifted  up- 
wards through  a  clump  of  grass,  and 
I  had  to  sit  down  on  the  track  to 
keep  my  ribs  in  their  right  position. 
I  nearly  died,  it  hurt  so,  and  turning 
round  I  noticed  a  grin  on  the  kid's 
face  much  like  a  chink  wears  when 
he  sells  you  a  meal  ticket. 

"What's  the  matter  with  your  face 
sonny?"  asked  Bill  between  puffs, 
kind  of  peeved  like,  when  he  had 
reached  the  top,  and  although  the 
kid  didn't  answer  I  could  tell  by  the 
look  on  his  face  that  he  was  suffering 
some.  However,  the  tie  Bill  had 
kicked  was  still  in  the  same  place 
so  there  was  no  harm  done. 

"Don't  you  think  she  is  likely 
to  be  ugly  with  cubs?"  I  asked  be- 
tween gasps. 

"Ugly — nix — "  said  Bill,  "and  you 
with  a  new  .30-30  all  dollied  up  with 
peeps  fore  and  aft.  No  danger,  you 
could  hold  for  her  ear  and  get  her 
every  time."  And  somehow  I  felt 
more  confident.  We  were  now  in 
sight  of  the  diamond.  A  large  square 
of  birches,  evergreens  and  shrubs 
of  all  descriptions,  it  lay  in  a 
natural  pocket  between  the  hills, 
guarded  on  two  sides  by  the  railroad 
track  and  on  the  other  sides  with  a 
long  sloping  hill,  bare  of  everything 
but  loose  slide  rock  and  an  old  woods 
road,  By  the  look  of  things  when  we 
arrived  there  was  going  to  be  some 
mighty  interesting  happenings  in  a 
few  minutes,  and  somehow  the  thirty 
odd  dollars  I  had  sunk  in  my  new 
.30-30  did  not  seem  so  much  after  all. 
Gun  barrels  glinted  in  the  sunlight 

here  and  there  as  some  distant  hunter 
changed  his  position,  and  I  thought 
to  myself  we  are  only  just  in  time  to 
get  a  look  in.  And  supposing  the 
bear  took  a  notion  to  make  a  break 


at  the  other  end.  But  I  quit  suppos- 
ing for  just  at  that  moment  Bill 
yelled  out  to  inform  me  that  two 
guns  had  gone  in  the  further  end  and 
were  working  our  way. 

"And  keep  your  eyes  skinned,  and 
don't  get  scared,"  he  cautioned. 

I  opened  the  breech  of  my  rifle  for 
the  second  or  third  time,  I  don't 
remember  which,  to  be  sure  that 
everything  was  in  readiness,  and 
backed  up  against  a  telephone  pole  to 
steady  my  hold,  (or  was  it  my  knees). 
Occasionally  we  could  hear  a  stick 
break  sharply,  and  sometimes  could 
make  out  the  progress  of  the  hunters 
by  the  waving  of  the  bushes,  again 
we  could  hear  a  swish  as  of  the  heavy 
bodies  of  the  bears  squeezing  through 
the  brush.  Crack  again,  and  smash 
— smash.  They  were  coming  all- 
right.  Three  parts  of  the  diamond 
had  now  been  covered,  cheers  and 
advice  began  to  drift  down  the 
breeze  to  where  we  had'  taken  our 
stand  and  the  suspense  was  awful, 
minutes  seemed  like  hours  and  I 
wondered  again  for  the  two  hundredth 
time  where  the  bears  would  choose 
to  make  a  break  for  it.  Suddenly 
pandemonium  broke  loose,  my  hair 
began  to  stiffen,  my  heart  was  within 
two  inches  of  my  head,  and  I  faintly 
heard  Bill's  warning  that  they  were 
coming  my  way.  As  if  I  didn't 
know  it.  I  saw  a  splash  of  black 
fur  pass  like  a  flash  between  the 
shrubs.  Yells  and  cheers  now  sound- 
ed on  all  sides,  the  smashing  grew 
fierce,  and  every  now  and  then  a 
choice  exclamation  greeted  our  ears 
as  some  eager  hunter  took  an  undes- 
irable header  over  a  twisted  root. 
Another  fifty  yards — and  then — now 
here  they  come.  I  could  see  the 
bushes  being  jerked  violently  aside, 
I  remember  making  frantic  efforts 
to  keep  my  gun  muzzle  from  wobbling 
and  with  a  half  whispered  admonition 
to  myself  to  do  my  durndest,  I 
cocked  the  hammer,  and  out  rushed 
a  large  black  retriever  and  a  little 
cocker  spaniel. 

We  scarcely  spoke  going  home. 
My  heart  was  too  full  for  words. 
Bill  sneaked  in  the  back  way,  and  as 
I  neared  the  steps  of  my  own  little 
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shanty  I  heard  the  missus  singing 
something  that  sounded  like  this. 

"Oh,  a  hunter's  life  is  the  life  for  me 
In  the  woodland  aisles  so  wild  and  free 
So  we'll  hunt  the  bear  from  his  moun- 
tain lair, 
And  tan  his  hide  in  the  morning." 

I  carefullyUaid  my  .30-30  in  a 
corner  of  the  outer  kitchen.  For 
the  time  being  I  told  myself,  "It's  too 
warm  to  go  in  just  yet." 

As  I  reached  the  bottom  of  the 
steps  I  could  hear  the  second  stanza  as 


it  floated  dreamily  through  an  open 
window  into  the  quiet  evening  air, 
and  I  wondered  why  the  missus  per- 
sisted in  singing  such  fool  songs. 

"For  the  man  I  love  is  a  hunter 
bold, 

A  stalwart  son  of  the  North  Countree, 
With  trophies  rare  and  a  heart  of  gold 
He'll  return  to  his  bride  in  the  morn- 
ing." 

It  was  many  moons  after  that 
sad  night  before  Bill  and  me  talked 
bear  again. 


"Joan  of  Arc  stood  with  arms  akimbo" 


Three  Women  and  Three  Men 

Being  the  Story  of  a  Day's  Fishing  in  Timagami 

M.  Parkinson 


THEY  knew  they  couldn't  fish. 
Women  never  could  catch  fish. 
Then  the  thought  of  stringing 
a  wriggling  worm  on  a  hook,  and 
pulling  a  flopping  fish  from  a  cruel 
barb;  no,  it  was  altogether  too 
terrible! 

The  three  of  them  had  been  at 
Walsh's  Wigwam  for  a  week.  This 
is  the  way  they  talked  when  they 
came,  but  day  after  day  as  they  saw 
the  laughing  tourists  come  in  at 
night  with  their  catches  of  trout, 
blackbass,  anVl  pickerel,  they  became 
more  and  more  interested  in  fish  and 


fishing.  At  last  they  began  to  talk 
about  trying  it  themselves. 

So  one  evening  on  the  verandah 
of  the  Hudson's  Bay  Store  it  was 
settled  that  we  should  start  in  the 
morning.  Oderick  Perron,  the  six- 
foot-two  French  Canadian  transpor- 
tation king  of  Timagami,  was  to  take 
us  up  the  Obabika  Bay  in  his  swift 
gasoline  launch,  the  St.  Lawrence. 

Then  there  was  the  selection  of  the 
canoes.  The  party  was  to  consist 
of  six.  Three  mere  men  were  to  go 
along  to  see  that  some  big  gray  trout 
did  not  pull  one  of  the  party  out  of 
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"The  beauties  of  Obabika  opened  to  our  delighted  eyes" 


the  canoe  into  the  lake.  In  a  trice 
we  were  all  down  at  the  wharf. 
The  sun  was  just  .setting.  Timagami 
lay  a  sheet  of  burnished  gold  at  our 
feet.  Mr.  Fraser,  the  obliging  Hud- 
son's Bay  Factor,  soon  had  three 
Chestnut  canoes  picked  out,  and  the 
necessary  supplies  and  tackle  for  a 
day's  fishing  selected.  The  women 
became  interested  at  once.  She  who 
had  been  nicknamed  "Joan  Of  Arc," 
because  of  her  true  blue  French 
patriotism  as  expressed  even  when 
the  war  news  had  been  the  most  de- 
pressing, stood  on  the  edge  of  the 
wharf,  arms  akimbo  criticising  every 
minutest  detail. 

At  last  all  was  arranged.  We 
were  to  start  at  eight  next  morning. 
Then  we  sat  on  the  verandah  at  the 
Wigwam  and  discussed  the  morrow's 
programme  down  to  the  last  detail. 
Oderick  was  consulted  as  to  such 
trifles  as  tackle  and  bait  and  concur- 
red in  the  decisions  we  had  made  for 
the  same. 

Soon  all  had  retired  to  sleep  and 
mayhap  to  dream  of  the  morrow. 
Would  it  be  a  fine  day?  Would 
the  fish  bite?  And  all  such  torturing 
problems  swam  through  our  brains. 
But  with  the  morning  light  one  of 
these  problems  at  least  was  favorably 
solved.  It  was  a  glorious  morning. 
From  our  bedroom  window  we  could 
see  the  blue  breast  of  Timagami, 
studded  with  its  innumerable  islets 
of  emerald  green,  just  stirred  with  a 


gentle  breeze,  which  sighed  through 
the  open  shutters  and  touched  our 
cheek  with  cool  fingers  which  brought 
inspiration  and  exhiliration  of  spirit 
and  senses.  A  loud  "Hurrah!  It's 
a  grand  day!"  rang  through  the  hall- 
ways; and  as  if  by  sudden  appoint- 
ment the  dauntless  six  were  ready  for 
the  fray. 

Breakfast  was  soon  negotiated,  and 
the  stroke  of  eight  found  us  at  the 
wharfside.  Oderick  was  there  before 
us.  Already  he  had  the  St.  Lawrence 
primed  and  ready.  One  sweep  of  his 
powerful  arm  and  the  crank  put 
motion  into  the  fly-wheel,  the  six 
cylinders  took  up  their  rhythmic 
pulsations,  the  propeller  churned  the 
water  at  the  stern,  the  St.  Lawrence 
left  the  wharf-side,  turned  her  prow 
to  the  north,  and  gathering  impulse 
at  every  throb  she  was  soon  plunging 
her  way  through  the  pellucid  waters. 

It  was  a  scene  fit  for  the  Gods. 
The  blue  sky,  unflecked  with  clouds; 
the  bluer  lake;  the  deep  green  of  the 
pine  and  fir  clad  islands;  and  the 
magic  vista  of  the  North  West  Arm 
spread  out  before  us,  combined  to 
form-  a  picture  which  we  shall'  never 
forget.  No  one  talked.  All  fell  to 
thinking,  and  to  watching  the  tiny 
globules  of  water,  thrown  off  from 
the  bow  wave,  as  they  scurried, 
rolling  over  the  placid  and  unbroken 
surface  of  the  waters  on  either  side. 

Soon  the  end  of  the  Arm  was  reach- 
ed.   Nothing  appeared  before  us  but 
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pine  clad,  receding  hillsides.  Where 
was  the  Obabika  Bay  in  which  we 
were  to  catch  the  fish?  Onward 
raced  the  St.  Lawrence.  Would 
Oderick  dash  her  on  the  /rocks  now 
but  a  few  hundred  yards  ahead? 
One  sweep  to  the  left,  and  there  hid- 
den hitlr  +o  by  a  jutting  point  lay 
the  opening.  The  St.  Lawrence  sped 
through  the  jaws  of  this  watery  trap, 
great  rocks  showing  their  angry  noses 
on  either  side  only  a  few  feet  away. 
And  as  if  by  magic,  the  beauties  of 
Obabika  Bay  opened  to  our  delighted 
eyes. 

Six  miles  farther  on  the  St.  Lawrence 
sped  with  opened  throttle  and  a 
terrible  roar,  which  awakened  the 
echoes  far  and  near.  She  swung 
around  a  corner,  the  engine  stopped. 
Oderick  cast  out  the  anchor  and  we 
were  at  the  end  of  our  journey. 

The  scene  was  superb.  The  Bay 
was  narrow  and  sinuous.  A  myriad 
of  islands  broke  its  continuity,  and 
sat  like  Emeralds  on  its  blue  breast. 
All  was  still.  The  harsh  rattle  of  a 
Belted  Kingfisher  as  he  winged  from 
point  to  point  was  the  only  sound 
to  break  the  silence.  "Joan  Of  Arc" 
stood  in  the  launch,  and  as  her  eye 
roamed  over  the  scene,  she  slowly 
chanted. 

"Crystal  Timagami,  Wasacsigami, 

Low  waves  that  beat  on  thy  shadowy  shore, 

North  of  the  Nipissing,  up  the  Timiskaming, 
We  will  come  back  and  sing  you  encore; 

Back  to  the  wilds  again  show  me  the  way, 
Make  me  a  child  again,  just  for  a  day." 

And  the  man  we  had  christened 
"Governor"  expanded  his  chest,  took 
in  a  long  drawn  breath  of  the  balsamic 
air,  drew  himself  up  to  a  commanding 
posture,  and  in  a  dramatic  tone  spat 
out,  "Say,  people,  I  now  realize  the 
meaning  of  that  very  wise  and  very 
ancient  saw, 

"'It  is  not  all  of  fishing  to  fish.'  " 

The  canoes  were  drawn  up  along- 
side in  a  jiffy.  Each  Darby  had  his 
Joan,  and  two  by  two  we  slipped 
away  from  the  St.  Lawrence,  each 
pair  comfortably  stowed  in  a  H.  B.  C. 
canvas-covered  Chestnut.  There  is 
no  steed  to  match  the  canoe.  The 
champing  bit,  and  jingling  bridle 
makes  no  music  like  tfr*  rhythmic 
stroke  and  dip,  dip   of   the  paddle. 


The*re  is  no  other  motion  to  compare 
with  the  glide,  glide  of  this  forest  and 
lakeland  water  sprite. 

The  hooks  were  baited.  The  men 
took  the  paddles.  The  women  drop- 
ped their  guilty  lures  into  the  crystal 
depths,  for  a  few  minutes  ail  was 
still.  The  third  canoe  uneasily 
changed  its  position.  The  "Gover- 
nor" who  was  in  charge  put  its  bow 
along  side  a  great  tree  which  had  long 
ago  fallen  into  the  water  and  whose 
barkless  limbs  were  now  shining  down 
some  twenty  feet  below  the  surface. 
This  movement  brought  "Joan  Of 
Arc's"  hook  in  the  neighborhood  of 
the  fallen  tree.  Almost  instantly 
came  a  piercing  scream.  Something 
had  happened  away  down  there  where 
the  naked  limbs  met  the  bottom. 
"Joan's"  reel  was  singing  a  merry 
tune.  Then  came  instructions  from 
the  "Governor."  Under  his  direc- 
tion the  fish  was  played  as  it  dashed 
hither  and  thither  in  frantic  attempts 
to  free  itself  from  this  unexplained 
entanglement.  "Easy  now,"  yelled 
the  "Governor,"  "You've  got  him 
hooked  all  right,  what  you  must  be 
careful  of  is  not  to  let  him  break  your 
line."  "Joan"  seemed  cowed.  This 
was  a  new  experience.  She  did  not 
feel  herself  master  of  the  situation. 
Her  face  settled  down^from  a  picture 
of  excitement  to  one  of  desperate 
determination.  She  obeyed  implicit- 
ly. Little  by  little  the  line  was 
restored  to  the  reel.  All  at  once  the 
fish  broke  the  water,  and  somer- 
saulted into  the  air,  a  flying  leap  of 
a  moment's  duration. 

"By  hokey,"  yelled  the  "Gover- 
nor," "a  black  bass,  and  a  beauty." 
Soon  the  fish  was  alongside.  The 
landing  net  was  ready.  One  swift 
sweep  of  the  "Governor's  "arm  and, 
the  quarry  lay  flopping  in  the  bottom 
of  the  canoe. 

"Let  me  see  him!"  "Let  me  see 
him,"  yelled  "Joan."  The  other 
canoes  were  soon  alongside.  There 
he  lay,  a  real  small-mouthed  black 
bass  (Miscropterus  Dolomiei).  Many 
were  the  guesses  at  his  weight,  but 
all  agreed  it  must  be  over  three 
pounds. 

Now  the  fishing  began  in  earnest. 
A  glad  cry  first  from  one  canoe  then 
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from  another  told  of  strikes  hither 
and  yon. 

"Didn't  I  tell  you  we  could  catch 
fish,"  cried  out  "Joan,"  despite  her 
protestations  of  a  week  before. 

It  was  not  long  before  a  stentorian 
shout  from  Oderick  on  a  near  by 
island  told  us  lunch  was  ready. 
Some  of  the  bass  had  been  transferred 
to  him  earlier  in  the  day  and  now  we 
found  them  browned  and  sizzling  in 
the  boiling  Crisco,  done  to  a  turn. 
Words  would  fail  to  tell  of  that  noon- 
day meal  on  the  flat  rock,  of  the 
heaps  of  bread  and  butter,  of  the 
piles  of  boiled  potatoes  steaming  hot, 


"There  we  stood  in  the  glow  of  the  evening, 
the  fish  dangling  and  shining  in  lhe  sunlight." 


of  the  stacks  of  fried  bass,  fresh  from 
the  bubbling  fat,  of  the  olives  and 
the  pickles,  and  of  the  voracious 
appetites  which  made  the  provisions 
disappear  as  if  by  magic.  All  good 
things  must  come  to  an  end,  soon  the 
meal  was  over  and  Oderick  was 
washing  knives,  forks  and  tin  plates 
in  the  lake. 

The  "Governor"  proposed  that  we 
men  should  have  a  try  at  the  fishing. 
So  we  were  quickly  in  the  canoes 
again,  each  fair  maiden  at  a  paddle. 
Before  five  P.M.  we  were  all  weary  of 


fishing  and  the  cry  for  home  came. 

Then  there  was  the  ride  home  in 
the  launch.  The  pleasures  of  the 
morning  were  repeated.  The  wester- 
ing sun  shed  a  golden  radiance  over 
tortuous  channel,  green  islet  and 
distant  hillside.  Everyone  confessed 
to  having  spent  a  perfect  day. 

The  wharf  at  Bear  Island  was 
reached.  The  fish  were  brought  a- 
shore.  There  they  lay,  60  fine  black 
bass  and  pickerel,  a  confused  heap 
on  the  grass. 

"We  must  have  a  picture"  said 
"Joan,"  "Folks  at  home  will  never 
believe  our  story,  if  we  have  no  photo 
to  back  up  the  tale." 

So  a  long  inch  and  a  quarter 
steam  pipe  was  requisitioned.  Oderick 
and  the  "Governor"  soon  had  the 
fish  strung  on  this  pipe  and  the  march 
to  the  Wigwam  began.  The  "Gover- 
nor" led  the  way  on  the  end  of  the 
pipe.  To  support  it  a  stout  stick  was 
crossed  beneath  in  the  middle,  with 
Oderick  in  his  shirt  sleeves  bearing 
one  end.  Halfway  up  from  the 
wharf  a  halt  was  called  to  photo- 
graph Oderick,  the  fish,  and  the 
dauntless  six.  There  we  stood  in 
the  glow  of  the  evening.  "Joan" 
still  in  her  white  dress  of  the  evening 
before,  the  fish  dangling  and  shining 
in  the  sunlight* 

Oderick  was  still  not  satisfied. 

"By  Gar,"  he  said,  "Fine  catch,  we 
photograph  them  again." 

So  when  we  reached  the  Wigwam 
the  fish  were  suspended  in  front  of 
the  verandah  and  with  Oderick  and 
the  six  standing  in  the  rear  the  camera 
again  registered  the  result  of  our  day's 
fishing  in  Timagami. 

Here  the  writer  must  leave  his 
readers,  hoping  that  in  the  summer  of 
1919  he  may  have  the  opportunity  of 
showing  at  least  some  of  them  the 
marvels  of  dear  old  Timagami. 


COMMERCIAL  HISTC 

Golden  seal  was  commonly  used 
by  the  Indians  and  early  settlers 
of  eastern  North  America  as  a  remedy 
for  sore  mouth  and  inflamed  eyes, 
and  also  as  a  bitter  tonic  in  stomach 
and  liver  troubles,  but  there  was 


Y  OF  GOLDEN  SEAL 

little  commercial  demand  for  this 
root  until  1860,  since  which  time  its 
use  has  become  world-wide,  though 
by  far  greater  quantity  of  the  crude 
drug,  both  wild  and  cultivated,  is 
consumed  in  this  country. — T.  H.  H. 


F.  V.  Williams 


The  Scaup  ducks,  of  which  there  are  two 
species,  big  a'nd  little;  bluebills,  as  they 
are  often  called  by  the  gunners.  The  real  or 
larger  Scaup  has  a  length  of  from  eighteen  to 
twenty  inches  and  a  wing  spread  of  from 
thirty-two  ta  thirty-five  inches. 

In  the  lesser  Scaup  the  male's  head  is  inclin- 
ed to  a  purplish  gloss,  rather  than  the  green 
tint  which  marks  the  larger  fowl,  and  the 
wavy  markings  on  the  flanks  are  more  dis- 
tinct and  more  numerous  on  the  lesser  Scaup. 

The  smaller  fowl  never  reaches,  according 
to  the  best  authorities,  a  length  of  more  than 
eighteen  inches,  generally  about  sixteen  to 
seventeen  and  a  half,  with  the  female  less 
than  seventeen,  with  a  wing  spread  of  from 
twenty-nine  to  thirty-one  inches. 

The  females  of  the  two  species  are  almost 
identical,  although  one  is  much  larger  than 
the  other. 

A  fair  description  would  be  a  duck, — the 
male  with  head,  neck  and  front  of  body  a  deep 
black,  glossed  in  the  one  fowl  with  greenish 
and  in  the  other  purplish  tints,  giving  a 
beautiful  effect.  The  bill  is  broad  and  flat, 
and  has  a  hooked  "nail"  and  is  of  a  slate  blue 


or  bluish  gray,  and  at  the  end  is  decidedly 
wider  than  at  the  base.  Eyes  are  bright 
yellow;  Wing  coverts  and  scapulars,  back  and 
lower  belly,  transversely  waved  with  black 
and  white.  Rump,  lower  back,  tail,  and  tail 
coverts  black.  Belly  white,  and  flank  fea- 
thers or  primaries  brownish  black.  The  feet 
are  dull  blue. 

The  female  scaup  has  white  feathers  around 
the  base  of  its  bill.  The  bill  and  feet  are  the  same 
as  the  male  but  generally  darker  and  where  the 
male  is  black  in  plumage  the  female  is  a  deep 
snuff-brown,  beginning  with  the  head.  The 
"canvas-back"  markings  are  much  subdued 
in  the  female  and  in  some  places  entirely 
absent. 

These  fowl  are  found  on  both  the  Atlantic 
and  Pacific  Coasts  and  also  in  the  interior 
Provinces  and  States,  having  as  wide  a  range 
as  most  of  our  Canvas-back,  etc. 

THE  two  "greenhorns"  sat  in 
the  dining  room  of  the  "Central 
House"  and  looked  gloomily 
out  at  the  British  Columbia  rain 
that  was  coming  down  as  though 
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it  never  intended  letting  up.  One 
proposedgoing  "up  to  the  room"  to 
talk  it  over,  and  they  straightway  did 
that  very  thing. 

Talk  about  your  "Gloomy  Gusses" 
and  "Lonesome  Lukes"  they  had 
nothing  on  this  pair.  About  1000 
miles  from  home,  no  work,  no  money, 
and  no  acquaintances.  "Flat  broke" 
ha!  ha!  great  stuff.  Well,  something 
had  to  be  done  and  that  something  at 
once.  Hotel  bills  could  not  be  paid 
with  empty  purses  and  between  the 
two  they  possessed  the  magnificent 
sum  of  $12.75,  this  to  board  and  lodge 
two  husky  guys  with  healthy  appe- 
tites until  sojme  thing  turned  up. 
"Ever  batch  it?"  queried  one.  "I 
never  did"  came  the  retort.  "Well, 
down  on  the  waterfront  there  are 
some  "cabins,"  they  call  them  up 
here  and  they  rent  mighty  reasonable. 
There's  a  cook-stove,  bed,  table  and  a 
couple  of  chairs  in  each  and  the 
young  fellow  I  was  talking  with 
said  if  I  cared  to  come  down  and 
rent  one  that  I  could  use  his  boat  and 
go  out  and  get  all  the  fish  I  could 
eat  and  if  we  had  time  he'd  take  me 
out  after  ducks."  "You've  got  your 
old  gun  and  we've  got  blankets 
enough  for  bedding,  what  say  if  we 
go?"  And  as  there  was  no  other  alter- 
native the  two  "Lonesome  Lukes" 
went  down  to  the  aforesaid  water- 
front and  rented  a  "cabin. 

The  "cabin"  consisted  of  one  room 
— a  large  one,  furnished  as  has  been 
stated  above,  but  the  part  that 
appealed  to  one  of  the  "pair"  was 
that  this  cabin  was  practically  "on 
the  water"  at  least  the  tide  came  in 
and  flowed  directly  underneath  the 
floor  at  times  of  high  water,  the 
cabin  being  built  on  "blocks"  above 
the  reach  of  the  tide  water. 

At  one  side  of  the  cabin  there  was  a 
goodly  sized  stream  of  fresh  water 
that  flowed  into  the  harbor,  and  about 
the  second  morning  the  two  were  in 
their  new  quarters,  they  gazed  out 
of  the  end  window  at  a  "raft"  of 
"Bluebills"  diving  in  toward  the 
cabin.  They  sat,  these  two  fellows 
and  watched  the  ducks  come  in  to 

within  twenty-five  yards  or  there- 
abouts of  their  abode  and  then  swim 


leisurely  past  on  up  the  little  stream 
and  out  of  sight. 

"Gee,  if  I  had  a  few  loaded  shells, 
hey?"  Don't  worry,  you'll  get  'em, 
ole  top,  we're  both  going  to  get  a  job 
and  we  sure  will  have  some  sport 
with  these  ducks,  then,  wait  and  see" 
answered  his  companion. 

Next  morning  there  was  but  one 
of  the  party  of  two  left  "at  home." 
the  one  having  gone  up  town  early 
to  look  after  a  prospective  job.  The 
breakfast  dishes  had  been  all  put 
away  and  the  "batcher"  was  sitting 
gazing  out  of  the  window  at  the  boat 
moored  not  three  feet  away,  to  the 
shed  adjoining  the  eabin.  It  was  a 
strange  craft  to  his  eyes,  accustomed 
to  looking  at  Eastern  canoes 
andi)oats.  This  one  had  been  a 
"dugout"  canoe,  once  upon  a  time. 
There  had  been  about  six  inches 
added  to  each  gunwhale  and  locks 
built  theron  and  as  a  result  it 
made  a  rather  presentable-looking 
rowboat.  A  commotion  outside  caus- 
ed the  inmate  of  the  cabin  to  glance 
toward  the  harbor  and  there  about 
one  hundred  yards  out  was  a  large 
flock  of  "bluebills"  settling  into  the 
water,  a  few  preliminary  dives  and 
a  flapping  of, wings  and  they  started 
to  swim  steadily  inshore  diving  as 
they  came,  abreast  the  window  and 
past  it,  and  on  up  put  of  sight  be- 
yond the**corner  of  the  old  shed  they 
swam,  and  scarcely  had  the  last  one 
disappeared  from  view  when  there 
was  the  "Bang!"  of  a  shotgun,  fol- 
lowed quickly  by  a  second  report  and 
the  flock  came  like  so  many  black 
headed  comets  hurtling  out  of  the 
stream  toward  the  harbor  leaving 
two  of  their  number  drifting  along 
with  the  current. 

The  watcher  saw  them  drift  farther 
-and  farther  out  and  all  the  stories 
he  had  heard  about  the  gunners 
thereabouts  shooting  nothing  but 
mallards,  geese,  etc.,  for  their  own 
use,  came  to  his  mind.  It  was  the 
work  of  a  moment  to  reach  out  of  the 
window,  pull  the  boat  in,  "flop"  into 
it  and  taking  the  oars  already  at 
hand,  pull  out  after  the  drifting  ducks. 
Say,  some  feed,  wouldn't  it  be  a 
surprise  to  his  partner.  The  fellow  that 
had  shot  these  "bluebills"  had  evi- 
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dently  gone  on  down  town  after 
firing  at  the  ducks  from  the  bridge 
across  the  stream  where  they  had 
been  feeding. 

The  fellow  in  the  boat  picked 
up  the  first  duck,  laid  it  in  the  bottom 
of  his  craft  and  rowed  to  the  second 
one  and  had  just  lifted  it  out  of  the 
water  when  he  heard  some  one  yell 
"Hey,  where  are  you  going  with  my 
ducks?"  Looking  shorewards  he  be- 
held a  shooting  punt,  being  rowed 
toward  him  by  a  very  excited  young 
man.  Talk  about  the  small  boy 
caught  with  his  finger  in  the  jam- 
pot, well,  that  was  a  mild  sensation 
compared  to  the  way  the  fellow  with 
the  ducks  felt  as  he  handed  over  the 
pair  of  fowl.  "Cheap"  is  a  mild  word 
and  although  he  tried  to  explain  why 


he  happened  to  go  after  them,  he  saw 
the  look  of  incredulity  on  the  other's 
face,  which  gave  way  to  a  look  of 
amusement  as  he  saw  the  evident 
sincerity  of  the  speaker's  actions. 

It  was  a  few  days  afterward  that 
the  man  who  rented  the  cabins 
came  round  to  the  boy's  place  and 
told,  between  spasms  of  laughter,  how 
the  newcomers  had  been  deceived  by 
the  stories  told  "round  the  cabins" 
in  the  evening  by  the  fellows  living  in 
the  neighborhood,  that  they  would 
not  eat  "bluebills"  as  there  was  so 
many  better  ducks  to  be  had.  eh? 
The  joke  was  on  the  fellow  who 
picked  up  the  ducks,  of  course,  and 
although  he  still  laughs  about  it,  he  will 
never  forget  the  first  "bluebills"  he 
saw  shot. 


Some  Boyhood  Experiences 

John  Dowswell 


The  following  little  history  is  of  a  boy  whom 
I  have  known  intimately  for  more  than  fifty 
years.  Our  parents'  farms  adjoined  and  we 
grew  up  as  brothers.  This  chum  was  a  born 
hunter  like  Esau  of  old.  One  day  he  came 
over  to  show  me  a  cannon  he  had  made  out  of 
a  piece  of  alder  bush.  There  were  wheels 
on  it  and  it  was  certainly  some  cannon.  He 
suggested  loading  and  trying  at  a  mark. 
Accordingly  he  put  in  a  thimbleful  of  powder, 
wadding  it  well.  Not  having  a  ball  I  loaned 
him  my  glass  alley.  To  be  sure  that  I  would  not 
lose  the  alley  I  went  into  the  milk  house  and 
got  a  new  milk  pail,  putting  the  mark  inside 
on  the  bottom.  -I  then  felt  sure  of  the  alley. 
Everything  ready  he  touched  a  match.  Alas, 
I  was  never  to  see  my  alley  again  but  there  was 
a  hole  you  could  put  your  finger  through  in  the 
bottom  of  the  pail.  Right  here  my  trouble 
began.  Hearing  the  report  my  mother  came 
out  and  took  in  the  situation  at  once.  A  new 
pail  had  been  destroyed!  Being  lleet  of  foot 
I  got  out  of  her  way  and  for  a  time,  like  the 
Kaiser,  I  felt  quite  safe.  That  night  I  will 
never  forget.  I  was  wakened  by  the  touch  of  a 
strong  hand  on  my  arm  and  an  application 
of  a  slipper.  Indeed  it  felt  as  though  a  dozen 
slippers  were  being  used  upon  me.    I  did 


not  sleep  much  more  that  night  and  made' 
up  my  mind  to  run  away.  Next  morning  I 
was  sent  to  do  some  work  at  the  back  end  of 
the  farm.  This  was  my  chance  so  jumping 
the  job  I  put  fully  thirty  miles  between  my 
home  and  me.  I  had  not  a  nickel  in  my 
pocket  and  finally  hunger  drove  me  to  ask  for 
some  food.  After  about  a  week  of  this 
wandering  life  I  returned  to  my  home  a 
sadder  and  a  better  boy.  My  old  chum  when 
the  excitement  caused  by  our  misdeeds  had 
somewhat  subsided  used  to  come  over  to  go 
trout  fishing  with  me.  One  day  he  came 
over  when  I  was  helping  my  father  and  he  had 
an  otter  he  had  just  killed.  He  had  been  at 
the  pond  fishing  when  he  had  noticed  two 
dark  animals  running  along  the  other  side 
of  the  road.  Picking  up  a  limb  he  gave  chase, 
heading  off  the  last  otter  which  ran  down 
the  road  for  the  pond.  He  said  he  had  jumped 
clean  over  the  otter  which  turned  for  fight. 
My  father  gave  him  a  dollar  for  the  otter 
which  was  fully  three  feet  long.  Later  on 
this  chum  took  to  hunting  deer  with  an  old 
Indian  Chief  fowling  piece,  the  barrel  of 
which  was  three  feet  long.  Nevertheless  it 
would  shoot  a  ball  equal  to  any  rifle  up  to 
about  sixty-five  yards. 


Robert  Page  Lincoln 


}»  . . 


Softly  among  the  pines, 

Daylight  to  night  inclines, 
As  in  its  regal  glory  sets  the  gleaming  sun; 

All  in  one  fainting  hour, 

Caught  'neath  a  golden  shower, 
The  darkening  lake  to  Heaven's  gate  is  won; 

As  on  its  quickening  face, 

God  drops  the  kiss  of  grace, 
Breathing:    "Rest  waters,  now  the  day  is 
done!" 

And  moving  now  no  more, 

Silent  from  shore  to  shore, 
Holding  the  sunset  on  its  dimpled  breast : 

The  lake  lies  dreaming  now, 
Unmarred  as  Love's  pure  brow, 
Snowed  in  with  petals  of  enchantest  rest; 

Or  lipping  at  the  sands, 

Of  the  embracing  strands, 
Holds  lovely  Silence  to  its  deep,  caresst! 

As  though  the  mystery, 

Of  Life — Eternity, 
Were  answered  here  in  this  transcending  well; 

As  though  the  falling  tears, 

The  heart-aches  and  the  fears, 
In  this  broad  cup  were  lethe  to  my  knell; 

One  moment  twinkling  bright, 

And  now  the  ebbing  light, 
Shines  up  the  white  flesh  of  my  living  shell! 

0  soul  whence  in  the  dark, 
Lone  in  this  drifting  bark, 
Biddest  thou  go,  to  carry  me,  0  whence? 
Over  what  awful  waste, 
Biddest  thou  go?    O  haste, 


To  shatter  like  a  bubble  this  dead-drear  sus 

pense; 

To  stroke  the  pain  away, 
Into  what  break  of  day, 
Or  purple  Night,  or  Death  of  joy  intense! 

Past  what  horizon  bar, 

Into  what  dim  afar, — 
With  pinions  spread,  0  soul  where  but  to  go ■: 

Into  that  outer  pale, 

Of  Life — above  the  wail, 
And  the  sad  sorrows  in  this  world  of  woe; 

Where  but  to  spend  the  blood, 

Sealed  on  this  limpid  flood, 
And  toss  forever  with  the  winds  that  blowt 

No!    No!    the  Life  is  sweet, 

Falter  not  heart  but  beat, 
0  beat  within  me  heart  of  all  my  heart; 

Curb  all  thy  rivers  loose, 

Be  thou  my  heavenly  muse, 
Tear  not  the  structure  of  my  life  apart! 

Cool  thou  my  fevered  brow, 

Hear  my  soft  spoken  vow- 
Cure  me  of  fret,  the  misery  and  its  smart! 

A  theme!    Great  God  a  theme: 
A  dream,  ethereal  dream, 
A  spark  divine,  that,  flashing,  holds  the  Uni 
verse; 

Some  crystallizing  thing, 

Into  the  air  to  spring, 
Rising  on  high  above  this  livings'  curse; 

In  this  forsaken  wild, 

Unto  my  heart  beguiled, 
A  theme,  great  God  that  shall  my  soul  im 
merse! 
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I  gasp— I  start — I  turn; 

I  tremble  and  I  burn, 
As  on  the  still  night  air  the  answer  wakes; 

Under  the  starry  skies, 

Lifting  its  silvery  cries, 
Until  the  silence  into  melody  breaks; 

Soft-sounding  as  a  bell, 

Shattering  ail  the  spell, 
Until  the  listening  heart  its  weary  cell  for- 
sakes! 

I  gasp — I  start — I  thrill; 

It  is  the  whip-poor-will, 
Hid  in  the  gloom  in  some  mysterious  tree; 

Now  tenderly  and  clear, 

Now  soft  and  sweet  I  hear, 
The  magic  notes  up-rising,  ebbing,  falling 
free! 

Silence  a  little  while, 
And  now  the  mystic  wile, 
The  voice  alluring  calling  out  its  plea! 

I  rise — I  follow,  follow, 
•By  shore  and  bosky  hollow, 
Where  deep  the  wood  fume  hangs  upon  the 
air; 

As  one  who  seeks  a  hope, 

I  stagger  and  I  grope, — 
Or  sink  to  earth  as  one  sinks  down  in  prayer; 

But  though  I  seek,  I  seek, 

Or  pause  to  cool  my  cheek, 
That  bird,  now  here,  is  fled  beyond  my  stare! 

Illusive  as  the  love, 
That  born  of  Heaven  above, 
Yet  lies. upon  my  weary  heart  like  stone; 


Yet  ever  calling  sweet, 

Lures  on  my  plodding  feet, 
To  find  the  meaning  of  this  cry  and  moan; 

With  tender-lifted  note, 

As  in  this  magic  throat, 
Now  within  reach,  and  now  forever  flown! 

Is  this  the  answer  then? 

Sweep  thou  into  my  ken, 
As  sweeps  a  meteor  through  the  gleaming  blue; 

Is  this  the  answer  given? 

Into  what  Hell  or  Heaven, 
Deignest  thou  turn,  0  soul  of  godly  due? 

Deignest  thou  turn,  0  heart, 

Easing  this  awful  smart, 
Bird  then  I  call — bird  then  I  call  to  you!  t 

Love,  Life  and  all; 

You  are  that  call,  that  call; 
And  O,  I  slumber  on  Life's  altar  white; 

But  may  not  ever  know, 

Dawn  and  its  warming  glow, 
But  only  Night,  but  only  shuttest  Night; 

As  the  soft  lids  are  closed, 

To  all  the  weary  host, 
Leaving  but  thee,  0  bird,  the  taper  bright! 

Imperishable  bird, — 

Over  the  darkness  heard, 
Among  the  stars  your  soul  must  ever  gleam; 

'Mid  angel-sounding  choirs, 

And  anthemizing  lyres, 
Shining  upon  the  Earth  a  chastened  beam; 

Not  as  the  human  throng, 

The  poet's  feeble  song, 
But,  O,  more  deathless,  Bird,  0  Bird  of  Dream! 


The  Heart  of  the  North 

Helen  Gordon 


1"  heard  the  heart  of  the  North  one  day 

As  it  beat  'neath  it's  rocky  breast, 
And  it's  steady  throbbing  seemed  to  say 

"Come  unto  me  and  rest. 
If  your  heart  is  weary  and  ill  at  ease 

And  doubts  are  thronging  your  brain 
Give  up  your  world  with  it's  idle  toys 

And  come  back  to  me  again." 

I  heard  it,  yet  hearing,  I  went  away, 
Back  to  my  dull  old  world  of  care, 

Where  life's  but  a  stage  for  a  puppet  play, 
And  Truth  dies,  in  despair. 


But  I  thought,  as  I  passed  on  my  weary  way 
Through  the  land  of  Thus  and  So, 

"Your  heart  is  a  traitor,  make  it  stay 
In  the  paths  where  it's  told  to  go." 

Time  passed,  but  the  Heart  of  the  lonely  North 

Still  called  to  me  softly  and  low, 
Till  the  spirit  that  knows  no  fear  broke  forth 

And  said  that  I  must  go. 
Then  deep  in  the  green  of  the  pine-clad  hills 

I  found  what  I'd  sought  so  long, 
A  place  that  with  glory  my  whole  life  fills, 

And  a  heart  that  can  do  no  wrong. 


Around  the  Round  Table 


Robert 

MR.  J.  W.  Titcomb,  the  Fish  Culturist  of 
New  York  State  took  my  criticism  of 
him  very  much  to  heart,  in  re  the  pois- 
oning of  lakes  preparatory  to  removing  the 
rough  fishes  in  those  lakes  and "  installing 
brook  trout.  In  a  letter  to  me  Mr.  Titcomb 
says: 

"In  a  recent  number  ot  Rod  and  Gun  in  Can- 
ada I  ran  across  your  discussion  of  the  albino 
trout  and  thought  you  would  be  interested  to 
get  some  more  facts  in  regard  to  the  albino 
fish  in  general.  It  has  been  my  good  fortune 
to  rear  albino  brook  trout.  In  all  probability 
there  will  be  one  albino  out  of  a  hatch  of 
50,000  brook  trout,  and  I  sometimes  think 
that  one  freak  appears  in  every  20,000. 
Now  if  these  albinos  are  picked  out  of  the 
school  and  carefully  reared  they  will  breed 
true  when  the  eggs  of  an  albino  female  are 
fertilized  with  the  milt  of  an  albino  male.  I 
have  carried  them  through  for  a  number  of 
years  but  alter  they  get  to  be  three  or  four 
years  old  they  do  not  appear  to  have  the 
endurance  of  the  natural-colored  fish,  or  per- 
haps it  is  their  progeny  which  becomes  weak 
from  inbreeding.  The  ponds  in  which  they 
are  kept  must  be  carefully  protected  because 
these  conspicuous  albinos  are  the  first  to  be 
preyed  upon  by  the  kingfisher  and  other  birds 
of  prey.  I  think  there  is  a  stock  of  the  albino 
fish  hatchery  at  Roxbury  which  came  from 
the  stock  which  I  had  charge  of  in  Veimont. 

"At  the  Caledonia  hatchery  in  this  State 
(New  York),  there  are  a  number  of  large 


e  Lincoln 

albino  lake  trout.  They  are  so  old  that  they 
are  now  blind.  From  these  large  albino 
lake  trout  reared  in  captivity  have  been 
hatched  during  the  last  tew  years  more  or 
less  progeny  so  that  to-day  there  are  in 
stock  at  Caledonia  some  two-year  olds  about 
8  or  10  inehes  long,  and  some  yearlings. 
The  State  Fish  Commission  of  Minnesota  had 
a  beautiful  lot  of  albino  brook  trout  a  few 
years  ago.  They  make  a  most  attractive 
exhibit  in  an  aquarium.  We  seldom,  if  ever, 
encounter  adult  albinos  in  the  wild  stock  of 
other  species  because  they  are  so  conspicuous 
that  they  are  preyed  upon  and  are  the  fust 
to  be  destroyed,  but  I  have  no  doubt  you 
will  find  albinos  occur  in  all  species. 

"I  do  not  know  whether  you  are  interested 
in  what  I  have  said  or  not,  or  what  I  am  going 
to  say.  My  attention  was  called  to  Rod 
and  Gun  through  your  article  criticising  my 
use  of  copper  sulphate  tor  the  destruction  of 
obnoxious  fishes  in  ponds.  I  think  if  you 
had  read  all  of  my  articles,  so  that  you  knew 
what  I  was  aiming  at,  you  would  not  be  so 
critical;  but  it  occurred  to  me  that  you 
would  like  to  see  some  of  my  writings  and  get 
a  general  idea  ot  my  policies  rather  than  to 
take  one  subject  which,  by  itself,  appears  to 
be  very  narrow.  You  will  find  that  I  want  to 
utilize  every  food  fish  as  well  as  game  fish, 
and  make  every  water  as  productive  as  pos- 
sible with  the  particular  species  best  adapted 
to  it.  In  a  natural  trout  pond  you  cannot 
produce  bass  in  satisfactory  quantities,  with 
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a  satisfactory  growth,  because  the  bassos 
find  warmer  waters  more  congenial  and  do  not 
spawn  in  the  colder  waters  until  they  reach 
about  sixty  degrees  ot  temperatuie,  and  the 
young  do  not  grow  very  rapidly.  A  lot 
of  our  smaller  ponds  which  are  natural  trout 
ponds  have  been  stocked  with  perch,  pickerel 
or  some  other  species  which  in  such  waters 
are  not  so  attractive  and  do  not  give  the 
satisfaction  which  the  more  valued  species 
will  give;  and  it  is  such  waters  that  are  treated 
with  copper  sulphate.  It  is  a  matter  of  course 
that  all  fish  which  can  be  removed  are  taken 
out  before  pcison  is  introduced.  Now  if  you 
want  to  see  my  literature  and  get  more  copy 
for  your  magazine  I  will  be  glad  to  send  it  to 
you." 

This  is  a  highly  interesting  letter  and  it  is 
the  kind  we  should  like  to  receive  from  all 
fish  and  game  officials:  What  we  want  most 
of  all  is  the  latest  ideas  on  fish  culture;  how 
to  make  ponds  and  how  to  stock  them. 
There  are  hundreds  of  farmers  and  angling 
enthusiasts  who  write  asking  about  pond- 
culture  ot  fishes.  Our  officials  in  both  Canada 
and  the  United  States  are  well  up  in  this 
subject  and  instead  of  keeping  their  numerous 
ideas  to  themselves  they  should  give  them 
the  widest  puolicity  possible,  and  there  is 
where  a  magazine  such  as  Rod  and  Gun  serves 
a  purpose  that  is  indispensable  to  the  lovers 
of  the  out-of-doors  and  especially  things 
piscatorial.  These  officials  are  of  undisputed 
integrity  and  inestimable  value  as  public 
servants,  but  I  fear,  that,  taken  as  a  whole 
they  rarely  find  outlet  for  the  valuable  things 
they  have  discovered  in  their  ingeniously 
conducted  investigations.  Bulletins  issued 
by  fish  and  game  commissions  are  usually 
small  ones,  and  their  distribution  is  limited 
to  a  narrow  sphere.  They  are  good 
but  they  do  not  serve  as  an  agency  for  a  wide 
and  general  distiibution  reaching  the  people 
it  should  reach.  That  is  where  a  magazine 
such  as  Rod  and  Gun  serves  a  direct  end.  It 
goes  just  exactly  to  the  people  who  desire 
information  on  such  subjects  and  therefore 
does  the  most  good.  Rod  and  Gun  in  the 
years  past  has  attained  to  a  wide  circulation 
not  only  amongst  the  outdoorsmen  of  Canada 
but  increasingly  so  throughout  the  United 
States,  for  it  is  Canada,  the  great  unspoiled 
playground  of  the  North,  that  is  now  claiming 
attention. 

What  are  the  demands  of,  the  immediate 
future?  The  demands  are  for  a  more  general 
knowledge  of  fish  culture  and  the  stocking  of 
depleted  waters.    In  these  two  subjects  are 


embraced  a  woi?a  of  possibilities.  Experk 
mentations  and  investigations  into  both  of 
these  subjects  have  proven  the  unavailability 
of  some  projects,  and  the  usefulness  of  others. 
It  is  in  getting  the  information  regarding 
useful  projects  to  the  greatest  number  of 
people  directly  interested  in  those  things  that 
we  should  give  our  attention  to.  Here  a 
magazine  with  a  wide  circulation  comes  in  as. 
the  proper  medium  of  expression. 

W7ithin  a  certain  sphere  a  fish  culturist  may 
have  an  enviable  reputation,  and  within  that 
sphere,  (locally),  he  may  be  doing  a  mighty 
deal  of  good;  but  usually  many  men  are  lost 
to  the  country  at  large  merely  by  reason  of 
the  fact  that  they  do  not  give  voice  to  their 
findings.  We  have  known  of  cases  where 
men  have  sealed  their  reputations  as  greater 
servants  for  the  public  good  by  contributing 
to  the  magazines,  such  organs  as  are  especially 
given  to  talk  on  certain  subjects. 

It  will  be  remembered  some  time  ago  we 
had  a  discussion  in  Rod  and  Gun  on  the  over- 
stocking of  streams;  the  Brantford  Trout  Club, 
of  Brantford,  Ontario,  had  written  for  in- 
formation. In  this  case  it  was  proven  that 
not  only  the  streams  mentioned  had  been, 
over-stocked,  but  it  was  proven  by  the  heads 
of  this  club  that  other  clubs  and  even  the 
government  had  over-stocked  streams  in, 
their  neighborhood.  Over-stocking  was  dealt 
with  therfore,  and  the  Brantford  Trout  Club 
may  be  glad  to  know  that  I  have  received 
several  letters  from  officials  telling  me  that 
the  discussion  had  taught  them  many  things 
and  that  over-stocking  seemed  to  be  the  rule 
Everywhere.  The  fact  that  one  letter  from 
New  Zealand,  one  from  British  Columbia  and 
one  from  Alabama  proves  that  a  magazine 
with  a  wide  circulation  is  the  medium  for 
releasing  information  tending  to  the  good 
of  the  community,  and  all  communities. 

And  another  thing:  WThat  one  man  thinks 
is  a  commonly  known  fact,  therefore  little 
worth  mention,  turns  out  to  be  a  point  hither-^ 
to  unknown.  It  is  in  sifting  out  the  many 
points  and  getting  the  available  ones  that 
should  be  our  duty. 


Along  the  Pacific  Coast  it  is  generally 
held  by  anglers  that  the  steelhead  trout  and 
the  rainbow  trout  are  one  and  the  same  fish. 
This  has  been  surprising  to  me  and  I  have 
kept  studying  the  proposition  for  a  long  time. 
Barton  Warren  Evermann  and  David  Starr 
Jordan  in  their  book  on  the  fishes  of  North 
America  have  written  against  the  belief  that 
the  two  are  one  and  the  same.    As  follows: 
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"Although  it  is  not  an  anadromous  species 
the  rainbow  trout  frequently  moves  about  in 
the  rivers  and  it  often  enters  the  sea,  large 
sea-run  specimens  being  often  mistaken  for 
steelheads. 

"It  is  thought  by  some  anglers  that  the 
young  fish,  hatched  in  the  brooks  from  eggs  of 
the  steelhead,  remain  in  the  mountain  streams 
from  six  to  thirty  six  months,  going  down  to 
the  sea  with  the  high  waters  of  spring,  after 
which  they  return  to  spawn  as  typical  steel- 
head  trout.  This  view  is  unfounded.  In 
my  experience  the  rainbow  and  the  steelhead 
are  always  distinguishable;  the  steelhead 
abounds  where  the  rainbow  is  unknown;  the 
scales  of  the  steelhead  are  always  smaller, 
(about  150),  than  in  the  typical  rainbow 
trout;  finally  the  size  of  the  head  in  the  steel- 
head is  always  distinctive." 

However,  Dr.  Evermann  abandons  that 
theory  at  this  date  for  he  writes  me  in  a  letter: 

"The  steelhead  -  rainbow  -  cutthroat  -  trout 
question  is  a  very  complicated  one.    I  am 
not  sure  that  I  can,  in  a  few  brief  sentences, 
clarify   the   situation.    It   is   certain  that 
there  are  no  real  structural  differences  sep- 
arating  the   steelhead   from   the  rainbow 
trout.    It  is  also  certain  that  in  some  por- 
tions of  their  range  a  similar  difficulty  exists 
as  regards  the  steelhead  and  the  cutthroat 
trout.    It  is  equally  true  that  there  are  sev- 
eral different  forms  of  each  of  these  series. 
I  think  this  statement  is  a  safe  one  to  make: 
It  a  tiout  hatched  in  the  coastal  streams 
should  remain  there,  never  going  down  to 
salt  water  either  it  or  its  descendents  would 
be  recognized  by  everyone  as  a  rainbow 
trout.    If  it  should  go  down  to  salt  water  it 
would  grow  larger,  lose  some  of  its  bright 
colors,  and  would  then  be  regar  ded  as  a  steel- 
head trout.    Of  the  two  individuals  of  the 
same  spawning  if  one  should  remain  in  fresh 
water,  and  the  other  go  down  to  salt  water, 
we  would  then  have  the  former  as  a  rainbow 
trout,  and  the  latter  as  a  steelhead,  and  it 
would  be  absurd  to  say  that  they  are  different 
species.    It  would  be  the  same  as  if  one  broth- 
er in  a  family  should  remain  in  the  most 
cultured,  civilized  community  where  he  would 
enjoy  and  practice  all  the  conventionalities  of 
civilized  life  and  the  other  brother  should  go 
to  sea  and  remain  away  from  land  for  a  num- 
ber of  years,  never  shaving,  or  having  his  hair 
cut,  or  doing  any  of  those  things  which  are 
considered  the  essential  things  of  civilized 
society;  after  the  lapse  of  a  few  years  the 
two  brothers  would  not  look  very  much  alike, 
nevertheless  they  would  remain  brothers  and 


would  not  be  considered  as  belonging  to  two 
different  species.  This  is  parallel  to  what  has 
happened  to  the  so-called  rainbow  trout  and 
steel-head  trout.  On  the  other  hand,  in 
most  places,  the  individuals  known  as  the 
rainbows  are  easily,  readily  and  properly 
distinguishable  from  the  individuals  known  as 
steelheads,  and  for  practical  purposes  I  am 
inclined  to  think  it  is  just  as  well  to  regard 
them  as  different  species.  Certainly  so  tar 
as  the  angler  and  commercial  fisherman  are 
concerned,  they  are  different.  Of  each  of  the 
three  series,  (steelhead,  rainbow,  and  cut- 
throat), there  are  many  different  forms  as 
distinct  species.  In  a  new  check  list  of  the 
fishes  of  the  North  and  Middle  America, 
which  I  have  in  preparation,  I  shall  so  regard 
them." 


Strange  indeed,  are  the  sea-going  habits 
of  the  fishes  of  the  coastal  streams,  and 
amongst  them  all  perhaps  the  habits  of  the 
salmon  are  the  most  interesting  and  at .  once 
the  most  mysterious.  Truly  it  may  be  said 
of  the  salmon:  /'It's  ways  are  beyond  finding 
out."  The  life  of  the  salmon  is  as  brilliant 
and  romantic  as  it  is  harrowing  and  tragic. 
It  has  its  brief  time  of  existence,  it  fulfills  its 
duty  in  the  eyes  of  Nature,  according  to  the 
natural  laws  by  reproducing  its  kind  and  then 
it  dies.  Its  death  is  not  calm  and  beautiful; 
it  is  terminated  by  agonies ;  it  is  fairly  ground 
to  death  in  the  watery  elements;  fungus  and 
disease  end  it  all  and  the  creatures  that  prey 
for  their  living,  fail  upon  them  as  they  float 
up  to  the  banks,  gorging  themselves  on-  the 
loathsome,  unclean  ones.  But,  while  it  lives 
no  doubt  the  salmon  crowds  a  great  deal  of 
glittering  adventure  into  its  life. 

The  parent  salmon  enter  the  rivers  that 
pour  into  the  ocean;  they  forge  on  to  its 
upper  waters  and  there  cast  their  spawn. 
The  parents  die.  When  the  young  hatch  out, 
they,  in  their  turn  live  in  the  freshwater  of  the 
rivers  for  a  matter  of  months  and  then  down 
they  go  to  the  ocean  and  are  swallowed  up 
in  its  immensity.  Where  do  they  go  to, 
that  is  the  question  that  is  often  asked.  No 
one  is  able  to  tell  where  they  spend  their 
lives  in  the  ocean  till  they  themselves  return 
to  the  freshwater  rivers  to  cast  their  spawn 
and  in  their  turn  die  as  their  parents  died  in 
the  eternal  lound  that  has  gone  on  for  untold 
ages  and  ages.  They  may  pursue  their  way 
down  to  South  America  along  the  coast  or 
they  may  go  far  up  into  thjs  Bering  Sea;  they 
may  even  go  to  the  coast  of  Siberia,  no  one 
knows.    However  it  is  more  likely  that  the 
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salmon  hordes  go  north,  rather  than  south, 
since  the  salmon  is  strictly  a  northern  fish; 
hence  its  inclination  lies  to  northern  waters: 

After  being  away  for  from  three  to  four 
yeais  the  salmon  return,  full-grown,  mature, 
ready  to  spawn.  They  make  their  way  to 
the  rivers  from  whence  they  spring,  so  to 
speak,  and  up  these  they  go,  steeled  by  a  de- 
termination that  now  evinces  itself  as  being 
the  crowning  effort  of  their  life  of  endeavor. 
And  here,  too,  arises  that  strangest  point  of 
all.  A  salmon  never  goes  up  a  stream  save 
the  one  it  was  born  in.  So  unerring  is  this 
instinct  to  come  back  and  go  up  the  right 
river  that  it  is  unfailing;  and  may  be  taken  as 
a  triumph  of  instinct  evidenced  as  a  directing 
element  in  wild  creatures  of  fins,  fur  and 
feathers.  The  fact  remains;  the  salmon 
choose  the  right  river,  the  river  of  their  youth 
and  up  that  river  they  go  to  spawn  in  the 
fulfilment  of  their  duties  of  procreation. 

But  strange  is  the  case  of  the  sock-eye 
salmon;  .  It  is  found  as  spawning  only  in  the 
Fraser  River  of  Biitish  Columbia;  there  it  is 
born  and  to  that  river  it  returns  to  reproduce 
and  die.  Mysterious  as  are  the  lives  of  the 
various  species  of  salmon,  as  an  individual 
member,  as  a  separate  species  the  sock-eye 
is  the  most  mysterious.  They  present  a 
complex  problem  indeed  for  they  are  identified 
with  one  river  alone,  the  Fraser  River  of 
British  Columbia  and  will  go  up  no  other. 
Other  salmon  are  found  in  all  the  northern 
coastal  rivers,  of  course  each  salmon  going  up 
the  river  in  which  it  was  born. 

When  the  spawning  season  is  on  the 
Fraser  River  is  the  objective  point  of  every 
sock-eye  on  the  Pacific  Coast.  And,  says 
a  writer  on  this  subject: 

"The  path  of  the  returning  sock- eye  after 
it  enters  the  straits  of  Juan  de  Fuca,  leading 
to  Puget  Sound  and  the  Inside  Passage,  is 
well  mapped.  From  the  ocean  the  shining 
army  makes  straight  for  the  tip-end  of  Van- 
couver Island,  near  Victoria,  British  Colum- 
bia. Just  touching  Canada  at  this  point 
the  column  makes  for  Rosario  Strait,  the' lane 
between  the  San  Juan  Islands  and  the  Wash- 
ington mainland.  A  small  column  takes 
Strait  Haro,  the  western  passage  between  the 
San  Juan  group  and  Vancouver  Island,  but 
the  two  columns  of  incoming  spawning 
fishes  always  join  again  in  the  Gulf  of  Georgia 
and  swim  on,  always  against  the  tides,  touch- 
ing Point  Roberts,  the  north-west  tip  of  the 
United  States  and  passing  just  aiound  the 
corner  and  thence  into  the  Fraser  River. 
The  men  who  make  their  fortunes  trapping 


salmon  know  these  things  well.  Every  pay- 
ing fish  trap  which  handles  sock-eye  salmon 
is  located  along  this  given  line  of  march." 

Men  who  have  been  interested  in  the  salmon 
from  a  commercial  viewpoint  have  always 
wondered  how  you  could  change  the  nature  of 
the  sock-eye  in  its  instinct  to  return  to  its 
home  river,  the  Fraser  and  have  it,  if  possible, 
to  go  up  some  other  river.  Could  it  be  done? 
One  thing  was  early  discovered  in  the  quest 
for  information  into  the  life  and  habits  of 
the  sock-eye,  that  was:  It  will  cast  its  egg 
only  in  a  stream  which  has  its  source  in  ajresh- 
water  lake.  Fish  Commissioner  L.  H.  Darwin 
of  the  State  of  Washington  knew  of  such  a 
river  in  the  State  of  Washington  and  therefore 
speculated  that  if  he  could  turn  some  of  the 
sock-eyes  up  that  stream  the  deed  would  be 
done.  Acting  upon  this  (in  1915)  the  fish 
traps  in  the  neighborhood  of  the  San  Juan 
Islands  were  kept  open  for  thirty  six  hours 
and  the  captured  fish  were  to  be  used  as 
spawners.  The  spawn-laden  fish  were  now 
towed  in  deep  crates  across  the  Samish  Bay 
to  the  mouth  of  the  Samish  River.  Once  at 
the  mouth  of  the  river  it  was  closed  off  with 
nets  thus  to  prevent  the  fish  from  going  out 
to  sea,  leaving  one  other  alternative,  that  of 
going  up  the  river. 

But  now  the  commissioner  was  delighted 
and  not  a  little  surprised  for  instead  of  turning 
back  the  sock-eye  contingent  forged  right 
ahead  and  went  up  the  stream  to  the  fish 
hatchery.  Here  they  were  prisoned  and 
killed  and  the  spawn  taken  from  the  females. 
The  eggs  were  milted. 

Thus  a  start  was  made.  In  the  autumn  of 
1915  there  were- over  a  million  sock-eyes  at 
this  hatchery.  When  the  fish  were  old  enough 
they  were  released  in  a  freshwater  lake  adjac- 
ent to  the  hatchery.  As  I  understand  it,  in 
the  spring  of  1916  these  salmon  left  the  lake 
and  went  down-stream  to  the  ocean.  And  if 
things  turn  out  as  expected  those  sock-eyes 
reared  in  the  American  waters  will  return  to 
the  waters  they  lived  in.  That  will  happen 
in  the  spring  of  1920  for  then  they  will  be  in- 
coming to  spawn.  But  will  they,  indeed  return 
to  the  waters  they  were  reared  in  or  will  they 
experience  a  reaction  and  follow  the  rest  oj  the 
sock-eye  horde  up  the  Fraser  River,  thus  defeat- 
ing the  best-laid  plans  of  men. 

I  have  heard  nothing  further  in  regard  to 
the  project.  Yet  certain  it  is  that  the  sock- 
eye  specie  must  again  be  brought  up  to 
standard  by  the  hatchery  system  for  the 
specie  has  undergone  an  exacting  depletion 
in  the  years  that  have  gone  by.    As  is  well 
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known  the  sock-eye  salmon  is  sought  by  both 
Canadian  and  American  fishers  for  it  makes 
for  one  of  the  best  of  the  salmon  group  as  a 
tanned  product. 


A  well  known  naturalist  writes  asking  me 
my  opinion  of  the  Biblical  story  ot  Jonah  and 
the  Whale.  Not  feeling  capable  to  deal  with 
the  subject  I  had  Dr.  David  Starr  Jordan  clear 
up  the  matter  following  the  points  given  in 
the  letter.    He  comments: 

"I  believe  that  it  is  commonly  thought  that 
the  story  of  Jonah,  like  the  story  of  Job  and 
ancient  tales  in  the  Bible  is  of  the  nature  of 
poetic  fable,  and  valued,  not  for  its  literal 
truth  but  for  the  lesson  it  may  teach. 

"One  of  the  most  unfortunate  things  in 
religious  history  is  the  literaiizing  of  words  of 
men  who  talked  with  Oriental  figures  of 
speech. 

"In  comparing  religious  truth  to  'the  shade 
of  the  great  rock  in  a  weary  land,'  it  was  not 
meant  that  the  details  of  the  phenomenon 


should  correspond  to  those  of  a  shade  in  a 
desert.  This  is  the  explanation  which  was 
given  by  the  well-known  Israelite,  Rabbi  Voor- 
sanger. 

"The  ordinary  whale  of  the  various  species 
has  only  a  narrow  throat  and  feeds  on  smaller 
organisms.  The  sperm  whale,  which  does 
not  enter  the  Mediterranean  so  far  as  I  know 
has  a  much  larger  throat,  and  jaws  with  strong 
teeth.  According  to  Linnaeus  the  whale 
that  swallowed  Jonah  was  a  great  white  shark, 
(Carcharodon  carcharias)  which  has  been 
known  to  swallow  men —  but  usually  in  pieces. 
I  secured  one  at  one  time  at  Soquel,  California, 
30  feet  long  with  a  partly  grown  sea-lion  of 
one  hundred  (100)  pounds  which  it  had 
swallowed  whole.  But  the  sea-lion,  though 
a  tough  animal  did  not  escape,  and  was  in 
a  rather  poor  condition  when  I  found  him. 

"I  believe  that  it  is  unfortunate  that  the 
great  and  noble  parts  of  the  Bible  should  be 
obscured  by  insistence  on  literalism  in  Oriental 
poetry." 


A  Four  Day  Fishing  Trip 

J.  H.  Rutherford 


IT   was   early   Sunday  morning  that  four 
jolly  fishermen  left  G  for  the  Bruce 

peninsula,  a  trip  of  one  hundred  and 
twenty-five  miles.  Our  tent,  provisions, 
bedding,  etc.,  were  all  packed  into  a  car  with 

Mr.  R  perched  on  top  to  hold  everything 

in  place  and  act  as  lookout,  a  new  kind  of 
periscope  as  one  of  the  fellows  said.  It  was, 
"some  boat"  all  right  and  we  were  bound  for 
Boat  lake. 

H  We  made  the  trip  in  about  eight  hours,  the 
roads  being  excellent.  The  roads  in  the 
vicinity  of  Wiarton  are  an  example  to  road- 
makers  farther  south  as  they  are  put  down 
with  crushed  stone  and  are  very  satisfactory 
to  motorists  who  tour  this  part  of  Northern 
Ontario. 

"There's  the  lake,  boys"  announced  our 
periscope  man  and  everybody  prepared  to  get 
out  and  walk  the  three  quarters  of  a  mile  to 
the  lake  for  we  had  come  to  the  end  of  the 
road  and  had  to  take  to  the  woods.  By  good 
luck  Mr.  Martin  C,  a  very  accommodating 
farmer  had  made  a  drive  through  his  pasture 
and  bush  so  we  could  run  the  car  through 
to  the  camp  ground.  Everything,  we  found,- 
was  in  good  shape.  Supper  over —  and  what 
a  meal  it  was  with  ham  and  eggs,  fried  potatoes 


cheese  and  biscuits,  jam,  etc., — we  had  a  look 
at  the  fishing  grounds  and  then  after  a  short 
time  settled  down  for  the  night. 

Monday  morning  everyone  was  up  early 
and  before  we  had  had  any  breakfast  we  were 
off  to  the  boats.  As  I  was  the  only  one  of  the 
party  who  had  fished  there  before  I  had  to 
locate  the  fish  so  out  to  the  weedy  island  we 
went,  the  island  where  perch  and  pike  had 
never  failed  mo,  and  which  I  looked  upon  as  a 
fisherman's  paradise.  The  boys  started  in  to 
fish  for  perch  but  the  pike  put  a  stop  to  that 
showing  us  that  they  had  first  place  around 
this  portion  of  the  lake.  They  took  worm, 
hook  and  all  the  line  they  could  bite  off. 
Accordingly  we  changed  our  hooks  and  used 
copper  line  and  in  a  very  few  minutes  had 
eleven  large  pike,  The  smaller  ones  we  put 
back.  I  had  now  redeemed  my  promises  made 
to  the  rest  of  the  bunch  as  to  the  good  fishing 
that  was  to  be  found  in  the  vicinity  of  Wiar- 
ton, so  we  went  in  to  breakfast,  adding  fish  to 
our  regular  menu.  After  that  our  fame  as 
fishermen  got  abroad  in  the  neighborhood  and 
we  had  company  every  evening;  so  found  no 
difficulty  in  disposing  of  our  surplus  fish. 

The  first  evening  we  were  in  camp  it  was 
cool  and  as  there  were  no  mosquitoes  visible 
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as  our  boys  had  never  tented  before  we 
were  careless  about  keeping  the  tent  closed  up. 
The  following  day  was  warm  and  bright  and 
brought  out  our  hungry  friends  in  full  force. 
Things  went  all  right  till  we  were  in  bed,  the 
last  one  in  leaving  the  flap  open  about  si>x 
inches.  We  were  all  ready  for  a  good  night's 
sleep  when  in  came  the  hungry  brutes  in 
companies  of  tens  and  thousands.  I  don't 
see  how  they  were  able  to  stand  the  atmos- 
phere of  the  tent  for  the  air  was  blue  with  the 
language  some  of  our  fellows  used.  It  wasn't 
strong  enough  however,  to  drive  them  out  so 
we  had  to  get  up  and  start  a  smudge.  One 
fellow  even  asked  what  time  the  train  left 


in  the  morning.  However,  from  that  night  on 
we  took  proper  precautions  and  had  no  more 
mosquitoes  in  our  tent. 

One  of  the  boys,  a  sort  of  duck,  was  fond  of 
going  into  the  wrater  in  a  very  inadequate 
bathing  suit,  to  put  it  mildly.  He  came  into 
contact  with  poison  ivy  and  there  wrere  dire 
results.  With  the  exception  of  a  few  minor 
incidents  such  as  these  our  fishing  trip  of  1918 
was  most  successful.  The  home  run  was  made 

in  shorter  time  than  it  took  us  to  get  to  the 

fishing  grounds.    All  returned  with  the  hope 

of  being  able  to  go  back  another  year  and 

repeat  the  outing. 


The  Rainbow  Trout  in  Lakes  and  Rivers 
Tributary  to  James  Bay 

Charles  Hanschildt 


BEING  a  rainbow  trout  enthusiast 
I  was  glad  to  refer  to  Robert  Page  Lincoln's 
statement  made  in  Bod  and  Gun  some  time 
ago  in  which  he  says:  "I  will  say  that  I  am 
of  the  firm  belief  that  the  rainbow  trout  will 
be  the  trout  of  the  future  in  Canada  and  the 
States."  I  gladly  endorse  this  statement. 
But,  familiar  as  I  am  with  the  enormous  net- 
work of  Lakes  and  Rivers  draining  into  James 
Bay  untouched  by  destructive  civilization, 
where  the  brook  trout  is  undisputed  king, 
if  you  have  travelled  as  I  have  over  hundreds 
of  miles  of  mighty  rivers  with  its  innumerable 
tributaries,  ideal  homes  of  the  salmo  fontin- 
alis,  it  is  well-nigh  impossible  to  feel  alarmed 
over  the  future  of  our  all-beloved  friend,  the 
brook  trout. 

Very  likely  it  will  surprise  you  to  hear  that 
the  rainbow  trout  can  be  found  in  these 
northern  lakes  and  rivers.  I  was  astonished 
when  I  encountered  my  first  rainbow  trout  in 
1911,  the  year  of  the  big  Porcupine  fire.  My 
partner  and  I  left  South  Porcupine  on  the 
twrenty-fourth  of  June,  1911;  one  of  the 
regular  old-time  gold  rushes  was  on  and  if 
there  is  a  thing  on  earth  which  is  more  attrac- 
tive than  a  fishing  trip  it  is  a  gold  rush,  as  the 
only  way  of  travelling  in  those  days  was  by 
canoe. 

If  the  reader  will  now  take  a  look  with  me 
over  the  map  of  Northern  Ontario,  I  will  show 
him  the  places  where  I  have  caught  rainbow 
trout  and  some  places  where  other  people, 
trustworthy  and  competent,  have  reported 


successful  catches.  When  we  look  at  the 
map  you  will  easily  find  Lake  Superior,  the  so- 
called  inland  ocean  where  rainbow  trout  have 
become  regular  citizens  through  the  stocking 
of  the  tributary  rivers  on  the  southern  and 
western  shore  going  up  to  the  northeastern 
outlet,  the  channel  at  Sault  Ste.  Marie  where 
the  rainbow  trout  is  becoming  quite  common. 
Now  take  a  little  jump  across  the  map  for  100 
miles,  or  so,  northeasterly  from  Sault  Ste. 
Marie  and  we  are  over  the  Height  of  Land  and 
there  you  will  find  without  trouble  the  Mata- 
gami  River  and  its  numerous  tributaries. 
If  you  follow  the  map  you  will  find  about  20 
miles  west  of  Timmins,  the  Kamiscotia 
River  and  a  regular  network  of  lakes  of 
which  the  largest  one  is  appropriately  called 
Trout  Lake.  It  is  a  jewel  of  a  lake  to  look  at, 
with  numerous  small  islands  and  a  water  so 
crystal  clear  that  none  of  the  lakes  of  the 
Alps  can  equal  it,  but  nevertheless  so  deep 
that  you  are  unable  to  see  bottom  a  few 
hundred  feet  from  shore.  It  was  in  this  gem 
of  a  lake  that  I  caught  the  first  rainbow  trout, 
which  weighed  about  five  pounds. 
The  rainbow  colors  being  very  strong,  since 
then  I  have  caught  rainbow  trout  in  the  Red- 
stone River  about  ten  miles  southeast  of 
Timmins.  I  have  also  heard  evidence  from 
reliable  sources  of  the  occurrence  of  rainbow 
trout  in  the  burnt  Bush  River,  a  tributary  of 
the  gigantic  Hurricanaw  R.iver  near  the 
Ontario  and  Quebec  boundary. 

I  have  not  tried  to  trace  the  origin  of  the 
rainbow  trout  in  the  mentioned  places  but  as 
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the  local  places  are  far  from  the  railroad  and 
difficult  of  access  the  onlyjsolution  or  con- 
clusion I  can  draw  is  that  rainbow  trout  have 
been  transplanted  into  the  upper  reaches 
of  the  Matagami  River  and  as  it  is  one  of 
their   tendencies   to   migrate  down-stream 


they  could  easily  transplant  themselves  to 
these  localities.  But  what  puzzles  me  is  that 
I  have  never  seen  or  heard  of  any  rainbow 
trout  in  the  Matagami  River  itself.  Can 
anyone  give  further  enlightenment  on  this 
point? 
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ONE  of  the  most  talented  and  delightful 
prose  writers  among  the  anglers  of  this 
country  is  Levant  Fred  Brown.  But 
not  alone  is  he  a  brilliant  writer  but  he  is  a 
gifted  speaker  and  his  various  after-dinner 
talks  if  collected  would  make  a  book  that 
would  be  placed  among  the  angling  classics. 
Levant  Fred  Brown  is  a  man  of  many  accom- 
plishments, truly,  and  not  only  is  he  a  true 
student  of  Nature  but  he  is  an  angler  with 
hardly  an  equal.  Wherever  he  has  gone  in 
search  of  fishing  pleasure  he  has  inevitably 
brought  back  with  him  a  collection  of  sketches 
that  deserve  preservation.  Charles  Hallock 
once  said  of  Mr.  Brown: 

"Had  I  the  gifted  pen  of  Levant  Fred 
Brown,  who  finds  beauty  in  every  wild  and 
makes  the  woods  and  waters  fairly  gleam  in 
his  descriptions,  eloquent  with  poetry  and 
song,  (so  that  even  the  birds  break  out  re- 
sponsively  to  his  call)  I  would  braid  laurels 
and  eglantines  for  the  heroes  whom  it  is  my 
privilege  to  name  as  sportsmen,  and  whom  I 
have  personally  known  during  the  period  of 
my  lifetime:  Brown  himself  is  one  of  the 
most  charming  in  personality  among  the 
sportsmen,  because  he  is  such  a  nature-wor- 
shipper. He  could  make  the  dreariest  camp 
environment  cheerful  with  firelight  and  a 
genial  presence  when  the  weather  failed  to 
brighten." 

Equally  as  Mr.  Brown  is  well-known  in 
America  so  is  he  known  throughout  Canada, 
having  fished  the  streams  of  the  north  from 
the  Atlantic  to  the  Pacific.  But  it  is  the 
streams  of  Vancouver  Island  that  have  always 
riveted  his  attention,  and  which  hold  his 
heart.  There  may  be  other  streams  else- 
where and  they  may  have  the  most  picturesque 
of  scenery  at  their  command;  the  fishing  may 
be  the  grandest  thinkable;  but  they  do  not 
compare  in  his  estimation  with  the  streams  of 
Vancouver  Island  and  St.  Joseph's  Brook  in 
special.  That  brook  *  he  has  immortalized 
and  as  he  has  stated  it  is  the  greatest  desire 
in  his  life  that  he  may  rest  beside  it  when  the 
last  leaf  of  his  book  of  life  has  been  turned. 
An  example  of  his  after-dinner  speeches  we 
give  herewith  one  delivered  at  a  Canadian 
Camp  Dinner  in  New  York  City.  It  is  as 
follows: 

"Mr.   Toastmaster,   Ladies,   Members  and 
Guests: 

As  the  then  Governor  General  of  Canada, 


Earl  Grey,  spoke  to  our  Canadian  Club,  at 
Victoria,  he  said  that  distances  get  less  as 
comfort  of  travel  and  speed -of  trains  increase. 
He  used  the  same  truism  at  Winnipeg  the 
previous  week  while  introducing  me  to  the 
two  fine  boys  of  the  British  Minister  at  Dar- 
jiling,  Northern  India,  and  added  that  their 
absence  from  the  University  of  Oxford  on 
vacation  meant  for  them  a  trip  around  the 
world.  I  introduced  them  to  a  day  of  trout 
fishing  where  the  Red  River  of  the  North 
enters  Lake  Winnipeg,  that  remote  fresh 
water  ocean  extending  500  miles  into  regions 
west  of  Hudson  Bay. 

Each  of  those  youngsters  landed  beautiful 
trout,  while  scarcely  a  fish  rose  to  my  own 
flies,  and  I  was  rallied  as  the  Canadian  Expert 
and  Yankee  Authority  who  knew  nothing 
about  fishing. 

That  experience  made  me  shy,  and  I  shall 
say  little  here  about  tents.  Their  comforts 
and  healthf  ulness,  and  the  novelty  and  delight 
of  living  in  them  are  well  known.  When  they 
are  pitched  in  a  wild,  sylvan  region,  their 
charm  often  amounts  to  hypnotism — especi- 
ally when  the  anglers  are  like  us — votaries  at 
the  shrine  of  the  trout-rod,  that  talisman  and 
wand  of  delight. 

This  wonderful  Hotel  Astor  gathering  is 
about  the  acme  of  New  York  City  Sport — a 
tremendous  company,  in  a  magnificent  room. 
Yet  would  we  not  have  exchanged  its  daintily 
served  courses  and  the  shining  tableware, 
the  napkins,  and  the  finger  bowls  we  did  not 
have, — yes,  and  the  white  neckties,  dress 
suits  and  choke  collars,  for  an  exquisitely 
fried,  sunny-weather  wild  trout  supper  out  by 
the  tent  and  campfire  under  the  sky — out  in 
the  Hotel  Infinite  where  endless  leagues  of 
blue  ceilings  grow  bespangled  at  night  where 
dadoes  are  mountain  ranges,  where  frescoes 
are  so  often  moving  panoramas  of  changing 
cloud-palaces? 

We  prefer  the  floor  of  the  forest,  the  carpet 
of  brown  pine  needles,  the  rude  board  table,  or 
a  log  with  one  end  in  a  trout-stream  and  the 
other  gray  with  lichens  or  green  with  mosses. 
There,  sir,  the  tent  and  campfire  are  indeed 
Home,  Sweet  Home!  They  spell  happiness, 
health,  room  to  breathe — air  never  breathed 
before,  and  escape  from  the  city's  cooked 
air  and  electric  fan  wind  to  where  a  tired 
body  and  resting  head  find  grateful  sleep  on 
the  rubber  air  mattress  or  spruce  bough  bed, 
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while  the  smell  of  burning  balsam  lingers  in 
the  backlogs.  There,  sir,  is  escape  from  the 
strain  of  business,  with  a  better  chance  for  a 
life  extended  twenty-five  or  even  fifty  years. 

Tent-life  means  being  right  with  nature - 
beauty, — foliage  and  flowers  nodding  wel- 
come, mosses  challenging  admiration.  There 
we  talk  of  it  all  with  our  hearts,  our  love 
clasping  so  hard  that  it  crushes  what  is  hollow. 
We  wear  old  outing  suits,  hats  that  have  seen 
better  days,  and  are  sun-burned,  often  un- 
shaved,  and  always  "loose  an'  free."  There, 
supper  is  not  called  dinner,  and  is  eaten  where 
evening  leaf -shadows  dance  over  table  and 
tent,  and  as  voices  of  owls  and  whip-poor- 
wills  begin  to  come  from  a  wilderness. 

Here  one  must  not  eat  fish  with  a  knife. 
There,  we  often  eat  fried  trout  with  our  fing- 
ers. Far  worse,  sir,  the  tenting  trout-fisher 
takes  himself  seriously,  and  the  wild  conven- 
tionality of  his  camp  does  not  sanction,  as 
we  do  here,  the  placing  and  using  of  little 
wash-dishes  right  on  the  table  at  meals. 

Here,  city  cliff  dwellers  are  above  us,  shut- 
ting out  our  starlight.  We  talk  over  starched 
shirt-fronts,  in  white  hand-cuffs  and  claw- 
hammer coats.  If  we  drink  a  pledge  to  the 
Mysterious  Presence  we  call  nature,  it  is  in  a 
libation  of  Imperial  Brut,  extra-dry,in  saut- 
erne,  moselle,  or  an  after-dinner  cordial,  not  in 
cold  spring  water  from  the  big .  tin  dipper 
soused  into  the  trout  stream  and  brought  up, 
dripping. 

So  the  city  dinner  of  vacation  lovers,  while 
a  great  joy  and  delight,  is  a  makeshift,  a 
mass-meeting  of  blackbirds  longing  to  mi- 
grate. He  who  cannot  follow  this  dinner  with 
a  real  outing,  is  like  the  man  who  married  the 
girl  because  he  could  not  get  her  sister. 
Here  on  Broadway,  the  trout  rod  can  be  no 
more  than  a  delight  of  memory  and  anti- 
cipation. So  there  is  a  vital  sense  in  which 
the  real  trout  fisher  does  not  much  believe  in 
city  dinners  or  speeches;  for  they  may  seem 
to  him  like  dressing  owl,  whip-poor-will, 
squirrel,  partridge  and  loon  in  little  trousers, 
like  taking  a  trout  from  under  a  bank  below 
ferns  to  imprison  him  in  a  glass  tank,  like 
expecting  a  night-flying  wedge  of  honking  wild 
geese,  fresh  from  loose  winds  and  free  waters 
to  be  contented  in  a  nicely  fenced  yard. 

We  are  all  aware  that  words  cannot  des* 
cribe  nature-beauty.  °  If  we  were  told  to  visit 
that  park  and  a  match  should  be  lighted 
whose  illumination  would  show  us  a  moonlit 
night,  that  would  be  no  more  absurd  than 
trying  to  use  the  impotence  of  words  to  dis- 
close nature-beauty.    We  cannot  behold  and 


know  it  until  we  ourselves  can  find  nature  her- 
self even  with  closed  eyes,  ears  and  lips,  and 
by  her  heart-beats  answering  our  own.  We 
must  be  led  through  her  visible  beauty  into 
the  presence  and  source  of  her  vital,  invisible 
beauty  and  know  something  of  the  transfig- 
uration and  glory  in  a  sunset,  of  the  mystery 
of  life  in  each  leaf  and  flower,  and  the  wild- 
ness  in  the  hoot  of  an  owl,  the  drumming 
of  a  grouse,  or  the  call  of  a  whip-poor-will. 

True  nature-love  is  like  the  Kingdom  of 
Heaven  into  which  we  may  not  enter  until 
we  become  as  little  children.  Every  man 
here,  sir,  saw  and  loved  nature  best  before  he 
began  to  shave,  for  he  saw  her  with  a  child's 
heart.  His  best  memories  make  him  a  boy 
again  beside  some  brook,  or  catching  perch 
and  sunfish  from  the  pool  below  the  waste- 
weir,  or  spell-bound  on  some  beach  watching 
whitecaps  and  spray,  or  hunting  wild  pigeons 
with  an  old  shotgun  or  horse  pistol  that 
kicks  so  hard  he  dares  not  shoot.  Or  out  of 
the  past,  glisten  the  wet  sides  of  an  old  boat  or 
canoe  as  it  careens  and  they  rise  into  sunshine. 
We  need  but  a  keyword  to  wear  these  sprays 
of  evergreen,  to  note  a  piece  of  birch  bark  or 
the  song  of  a  free  bird,  and  we  are  with  the 
sights,  sounds  and  joys  of  our  own  especial 
outings  when  country  boys  and  girls.  That 
springtime  was  the  best.  We  should  renew 
and  foster  it  by  revisiting  such  scenes.  They 
beckon  to  us.  And  the  tent  is  their  House 
Beautiful!  Camp,  clear  out!  I  congratulate 
the  man  who  can  spend  even  one  day  and 
night  at  the  tent  of  some  friend.  I  rejoice 
with  him  who  will  camp  a  week,  or  better  yet, 
a  month,  And  I  long  to  go  with  the  man  who 
will  camp  all  summer. 

Every  angler,  camper,  hunter  or  canoeist 
knows  some  very  especial  forest,  stream,  lake 
or  mountain  that  he  feels  is  partly  his  own — 
that  it  was  made  beautiful  for  him.  So  his 
heart  doubly  clasps  and  holds  it.  And  on 
upper  Vancouver  Island,  sir,  is  my  little  trout 
stream,  my  second  love  of  brooks — St.  Joseph 
Greek  running  into  the  warm  but  stormy 
Pacific  waters  of  the  Japan  current  over  which 
the  lights  from  the  wireless  telegraph  station 
on  Triangle  Island  are  struggling  through  the 
fog  as  I  talk.  I  beg  you  will  not  consider  what 
I  tell  you  of  that  brook  as  rhapsody  and 
exaggeration. 

It  is  flowing  now,  over  white  and  gray 
gravel,  talking  to  itself  through  an  almost 
flowering  wilderness  of  great  Douglass  pines 
and  spruces,  cedars  and  hemlocks,  laurels 
and  rhododendrons,  alders,  ferns  and  thorn- 
bush.    I  have  dreamed  of  that  stream  during 
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two  years  of  illness  and  banishment  from  it. 
But  next  June  I  camp  beside  it,  and  during  the 
few  remaining  summers  of  my  life,  I  sometimes 
wonder  if  it  does  not  know  I  am  coming  and 
is  rehearsing  its  music  for  me. 

It  is  four  thousand  miles  away,  but  I  can 
see  its  upper  glen,  as  it  will  appear,  a  canyon 
with  banks  sloping  upward  2,000  feet,  and  all 
thickly  covered  with  flower  snow — great 
thorn  bushes  in  the  white  blossoming  of  early 
June.  I  can  see  all  that  at  three  o'clock  in 
the  June  mornings  as  I  fish  for  big  trout,  while 
every  thorn-flower  will  begin  to  have  its  own 
dewdrop,  and  so  many  of  the  dewdrops  have 
caught  and  hold  faint  glints  of  starlight.  I 
can  smell  that  cool  fragrance  as  the  water 
croons  the  night  song  that  breaks  and  dies 
along  those  pebbled  banks.  God  has  speci- 
ally blessed  that  crystal  voice.  I  am  going 
to  it  soon  to  get  back  and  live  with  my  heart. 
And  how  slowly  the  days  anjl  nights  are 
passing  here!  I  wander  from  Brooklyn  into 
"little  old  New  York?'  and  hear  the  solemn 
bells  of  Old  Trinity  Church  pealing  out : 
"Praise  God  from  Whom  All  Blessings  Flow." 
But  for  me  they  also  chime  the  other  Doxology 
of  "Only  Four  Months  More."  "Only  Four 
Months  More!"  And  as  I  listen,  New  York 
vanishes.  I  am  wading  in  St.  Joseph's 
Brook  long  after  midnight,  casting  white- 
miller  flies  for  big  trout.  I  hear  the  wind  in 
the  tops  of  the  pines.  I  feel  the  breath  of  the 
cascades  and  their  moisture  on  my  face.  Or 
I  see  our  tent  with  its  pine  board  table  and 
two  or  three  extra  tin  cups  and  plates  for 
visitors.  I  can  taste  the  hot  biscuits  baked 
in  the  tin  reflector,  and  the  wild  honey  gather- 
ed by  our  camp-keeper.  Any  sportsman 
passing  there  tired  and  hungry  will  be  asked 
to  stop,  rest,  eat  with  us  and  help  us  fish  along 
our  fifteen  miles  of  the  stream.  It  is  my  heart 
talking  now.  Words,  words  are  cheap! 
It  is  easy  "to  weave  them  into  garlands  to 
festoon  before  a  post-prandial  audience. 
But  to  talk  of  my  little  St.  Joseph  brook  and 
before  my  fellow  anglers?  Words  are  not 
rich  enough! 

And  next  summer,  sir,  I  expect  to  see  the 
chain  fencing  replaced  around  a  little  clump 


of  big  red  cedars  on  the  right  bank  of  that 
glen.  You  can  hear  the  water  rushing  over 
a  series  of  cascades,  and  see  it  in  glimpses, 
winding  among  the  trees  to  where  it  empties 
into  Saint  Joseph  bay  and  is  lost  in  the  Pacific 
ocean.  In  about  forty  years,  sir,  no  sooner, 
I  hope,  I  and  another  old  comrade  already 
there,  will  be  resting  under  those  solemn 
pines  and  cedars.  Mother  Earth  has  no 
other  breast  which  would  be  so  warm  for  me. 
In  all  reverence,  I  say  that  I  hope  my  spirit 
will  start  from  little  Saint  Joseph  river  when  I 
am  summoned  to  cross  the  Dark  River  alone, 
and  must  go  up  to  the  gates,  guarded  by  St. 
Peter  to  beg  of  him  to  let  me  in  because  I 
was  his  fellow  fisherman  on  earth,  and  loved 
my  fellow  men,  and  never  kept  a  trout  under 
eight  inches  long.  And  he,  sir,  cannot  fail 
to  remember  that  morning  when  he  girded 
his  own  rude  fisher-coat  around  his  naked 
body,  cast  himself  from  that  little  ship  into 
blue  Galilee,  and  swam  to  where  his  risen 
and  returned  Master  had  fish  cooking  for 
him,  laid  on  that  fire  of  coals,  and  who  told 
him,  not  once,  but  three  times,  that  as  he, 
Peter,  loved  his  Master,  to  feed  his  Master's 
sheep. 

Sir,  sitting  here  on  my  left  are  two  minis- 
ters of  the  Gospel,  one  at  least  from  the  City 
of  Churches.  I  am  a  poor  sinner.  But 
with  absolute  faith,  with  awe,  with  a  head 
bowed  in  veneration,  I  yet  believe  that  if  I 
am  permitted  to  enter  Paradise,  I  shall  find  my 
little  Vancouver  Island  trout  stream  there 
— that  I  need  only  say:  "Please  give  me  my 
wading  boots  and  trout  rod  and  show  me 
the  way  to  St.  Joseph  brook."  I  long  for  its 
waters,  its  pines  and  thorn  blossoms!  Lead 
me  to  where  that  thin  blue  column  and  wisp 
of  smoke  is  rising  through  the  trees  from  my 
campfire  on  the  bank.  And  show  me  the 
board  table  in  the  tent  with  two  or  three 
extra  tin  cups  and  plates;  for  I  know  several 

old  trout  fishermen  who  must,  very  soon, 

be  coming  this  way  along  the  bank.  And 

they  will  be  tired  and  hungry,  and  will  want 

some  hot  biscuits  and  wild  honey,  and  fried 

trout." 


The  Making  of  a  Shooter 


Edward  T.  Martin 


PERSISTENCE  and  determination  will 
accomplish  almost  anything,  even  to 
the  working  of  seeming  impossibilities. 
I  have  often  been  told  that  shooters,  like 
poets,  are  born,  not  made.  It  isn't  so  at  all. 
Patience  and  hard  work  will  make  a  shooter 
out  of  the  most  discouraging  material.  Pro- 
vided that  a  person  has  the  love  of  the  great 
outdoors  in  his  heart,  no  matter  how  clumsy 
his  hand,  how  slow  his  eye,  he  may  graduate 
from  the  school  of  "learning-how,"  and  become 
an  S.  B.  in  the  0.  A.  S. — Bachelor  of  Science 
in  the  Order  of  American  Shooters — if  he  only 
thinks  he  can,  and  sticks  to  his  work. 

Don't  I  know?  In  my  boyhood  days 
wasn't  I  the  laughing  stock  among  those 
who  could  shoot  a  little  bit  and  thought  they 
knew  it  all?  Only  one  person  had  any  idea 
that  as  the  handler  of  a  shot  gun  I  might 
amount  to  something,  and  that  one  was  my- 
self. 

Many  a  shooter  has  quit  the  game  cold 
because  of  a  poor  score  at  the  traps  or  a  bad 
day  in  the  field,  who,  if  encouraged,  would 
have  persevered  and  in  the  end  become, 
perhaps,  a  bright  and  shining  light  in  the 
art  of  shooting.  This  was  not  the  case  with 
me.  I  would  not  give  up.  I  was  bad — as 
bad  as  one  could  imagine  with  a  gun,  but  was 
sure  I  could  make  a  success,  and  finally  im- 
proved so  much  that  I  was  able  to  out-hunt, 
out-shoot  and  out-stay  nearly  every  one  of 
my  detractors. 

At  first  I  tried  to  learn  with  a  flint-lock 
horse-pistol — this  was  in  my  weanling  days — 
then,  with  ah  army  Enfield  rifle,  a  relic  of 
the  Civil  War,  the  rifling  of  which  had  been 
filled  by  leading  or  maybe  worn  away  by 
much  shooting.    The  way  that  gun  would 


scatter  was  a  caution,  but  this  only  added  to 
its  value  in  my  eyes,  for  wouldn't  its  great 
spread  of  shot  make  a  hit  possible  where 
otherwise  a  miss  would  have  been  scored? 
I  thought  so,  because  it  never  occurred  to  me 
that  there  might  be  many  places  in  the  pattern 
where  a  bird  would  be  entirely  safe. 

After  this  I  took  a  long  step  forward  and 
got  a  regular  shotgun,  a  double-barrelled 
muzzle-loader  of  English  make,  a  Man  ton,  I 
think.  It  would  kill,  too,  in  the  hands  of  a 
person- who  was  able  to  .aim  it  correctly. 

The  gun  had  only  a  single  drawback.  It 
was  overzealous  and  would  shoot  too  often. 
An  opening  had  been  burned  or  rusted  out, 
thereby  connecting  the  two  barrels  just 
above  the  powder  chambers,  so  that,  more 
than  half  the  time,  the  pulling  of  one  trigger 
fired  both  loads.  This  sometimes  had  rather 
a  dampening  effect  on  a  light  boy  in  a  small 
skiff,  but  even  a  header  or  two  into  the  lake 
failed  to  diminish  my  enthusiasm.  I  would 
console  myself  for  my  wet  clothes,  my  black- 
and-blue  shoulder,  and  my  cut  trigger  finger 
by  thinking,  "Two  loads  are  better  than  one, 
anyway — if  one  doesn't  kill,  the  other  may." 

No  one  had  ever  toW  me  that  two  loads 
fired  at  the  same  instant  from  a  light  gun 
would  cause  the  muzzle  to  jump,  and  the  shot 
to  go  eight  or  ten  inches  high. 

I  had  discovered  one  thing — I  wasn't 
getting  any  game,  which  every  one  said  was 
because  of  my  being  such  a  poor  shot.  In 
those  days  I  thought  the  crowd  must  be 
right,  and  what  everybody  said,  as  true 
as  gospel.  I  had  yet  to  learn  that  men  are 
often  like  sheep,  which  follow  the  lead  of  an  old 
bellwether  without  knowing  why  or  where. 

In  due  course  of  time  I  earned  enough 
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oney  to  buy  a  genuine  gun,  a  pin-fire  breech- 
oader.  I  soon  learned  that  if  a  shell  dropped 
out  and  exploded,  when  opening  a  gun  of  this 
kind — as  once  happened  in  the  crowded  sitting 
room  of  a  hunting-house,  while  a  poker  egame 
was  in  progress— there  was  always  a  sensation. 
This  particular  explosion  did  more  than  stir 
up  things  in  the  house  where  it  occurred — it 
had  several  effects.  It  taught  me  never  to 
bring  a  loaded  gun  into  a  house.  It  also 
gave  the  boss  of  the  house  an  injury  from 
which  he  never  recovered,  though,  fortunately, 
his  was  not  bodily,  but  merely  financial.  In 
the  excitement,  the  table,  had  been  over- 
turned and  the  hand  which  the  proprietor 
held,  together  with  the  rest  of  the  deck,  chips 
and  money  fell  to  the  floor  in  on^  mixed-up 
mess.  The  hand  in  question  was  a  set  of 
fours  against  a  big  full. 

Well,  when  I  got  that  pin-fire  and  a  thou- 
sand shells,  I  was  "It."  Not  that  I  killed 
more  game;  rather,  because  I  could  burn  a 
greater  amount  of  powder  and  make  more 
smoke.  There  were  three  of  us  in  camp  on 
this  occasion,  but  the  combined  efforts  of  all. 
were  not  equal  to  providing  sufficient  game 
for  the  table,  although  we  were  not  over 
particular  as  to  what  we  termed  game — 
blackbirds,  rails,  yellowlegs,  sand  snipes, 
as  well  as  mud  hens  and  ducks  passing  muster 
under  that  title.  Ducks,  did  I  say?  No, 
not  ducks.  Just  one  duck —  a  little  one.  I 
had  shot  away  my  entire  thousand  shells,  and 
this  was  all  that  my  thirty-five  dollars'  worth 
of  ammunition  netted  outside  of  sundry 
small  birds,  and  not  too  many  of  them,  either. 

Discouraged?  Not  a  bit  of  it.  I  bought 
more  shells  and  went  to  it  again. 

At  last  I  came  into  my  own.  Shooting  one 
day  on  Cartridge  Point —  so  called  because 
of  the  empty  shells  I  had  left  scattered 
around  the  blind — my  companion,  a  veteran 
shooter,  one  who  often  was  able  to  kill  a  pass- 
ing duck  and  did  not  miss  every  shot— I 
learned  what  some  of  my  mistakes  in  hand- 
ling the  gun  were,  and  corrected  them. 

Previously,  my  style  had  been  to  poke 
my  gun  up  into  the  air  somewhere  in  the 
general  direction  of  the  bird  and  pull  the 
trigger. 

Once  in  awhile  I  would  pitch  ahead  of  my 
object,  move  the  gun  back  until  the  bird 
darkened  over  the  sight  and  then  shoot.  Of 
course  nothing  came  of  such  shooting,  the 
shot  going  several  feet  behind  the  duck. 
Besides,  I  was  always  in  such  a  hurry  to  fire 
that  I  was  not  careful  even  in  my  imperfect 
way. 


On  the  other  hand,  my  companion  was 
cautious  and  deliberate.  I  stood  back  of 
him  so  that  I  could  see  down  his  gun  barrel 
and  watch  his  method.  I  saw  his  line  of 
sight  pass  the  duck's  head  from  behind  and 
noticed  that  as  soon  as  daylight  showed 
between  the  gun  and  the  bird,  he  fired,  often 
mking  a  clean  kill. 

This  solved  the  problem  for  me  of  why  I 
was  such  a  rotten  shot,  and  I  began  immedi- 
ately to  put  into  practice  what  I  had  learned, 
so  that  before  the  final  freeze  came  and  the 
ducks  migrated,  I  had  acquired  something  of  a 
local  reputation  as  a  successful  hunter. 
Years  later  I  reached  high  water  mark  when 
I  killed,  shooting  from  a  blind  in  San  Fran- 
cisco bay,  fifty  ducks  without  a  miss,  and  on 
the  Texas  coast,  225,  mostly  singles — besides 
those  the  hogs  and  alligators  robbed  me  of — 
with  250  shells.  My  two  camping  com- 
panions, on  the  contrary,  discouraged  with 
their  own  poor  work,  and  unable  to  stand 
the  jokes  of  their  friends  at  their  expense,' 
quit  cold,  and  never  succeeded  as  sportsmen, 
either  in  the  field  or  at  the  traps. 

Some  beginners  at  the  game  have  a  very 
quick  eye.  That  is  good,  but  the  hand  should 
be  quicker,  even,  than  the  eye. 

For  two  winters  I  shot  in  the  same  blind — 
a  large,  heavily  timbered  affair — in  company 
with  a  racing  judge  and  a  starter  of  running 
horses,  both  of  nation-wide  reputation. 
Each  of  these  men,  I  think,  had  quicker  sight 
than  mine.  Their  business  required  a  quick 
eye.  They  wished  to  learn  the  ducking  game 
and  asked  me  to  teach  them.  They  would 
stand  behind  me,  watch  how  I  handled  my 
gun  and  try  to  follow  my  example.  They 
could  not  do  it.  Quick  as  was  the  eye,  the 
hand  was  not  quick  enough.  Practice  made 
fair  shots  of  both  men,  and  in  time,  no  doubt, 
they  would  have  reached  the  top,  but  neither 
ever  got  quite  where  his  quick  eyes  entitled 
him  to  be.  They  were  too  old  when  they 
commenced  their  training. 

It  was  about  the  same  way  with  my  two 
sons.  I  began  with  them  when  they  were 
weanlings  for  fair — one  six  years  old,  the 
other  seven.  Before  either  ever  fired  a  shot, 
I  succeeded  in  impressing  on  both  the  need 
of  care  in  handling  firearms,  which  is,  really, 
the  first  lesson  all  shooters  should  learn. 
That  it  is  the  unloaded  gun  which  is  always 
most  dangerous,  should  be  drilled  into  them 
as  a  most  important  part  of  the  lesson. 

I  stood  side  by  side  with  my  boys  in  one  of 
my  bay  blinds,  to  aid  them  in  gauging  dis- 
tance  and   velocity.    The  tendency   of  a 
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beginner  is  to  under-estimate  both.  When  a 
duck  headed  for  the  decoys,  I  explained 
how  to  hold  and  when  to  shoot,  then  would 
kill  after  they  had  missed.  I  paddled  them 
along  the  rice  beds  in  a  little  skiff,  and  had 
them  shoot  at  every  rail,  mud  hen  or  duck  that 
jumped;  on  low  fliers,  pointed  out  how  far 
behind  or  how  much  under  they  had  shot — 
that  is  where  all  beginners  shoot — and  helped 
them  in  every  way.  They  did  well  for  boys, 
improved  as  they  grew  older  and  would 
have  ranked  high  among  shooters  had  not  the 
cares  of  business  shut  off  the  practice  of  one, 
and  the  desire  for  a  first-class  education 
kept  the  other  away  from  the  woods  and 
marshes. 

While  coaching  them,  I  could  not  help 
improving,  too.  He  who  teaches  another 
must  certainly  learn  himself.  Shooting  be- 
came an  instinct.  I  made  many  quick  shots 
that,  if  my  life  depended  on  it,  I  could 
not  tell  where  I  had  held.  When  I  missed, 
it  was  usually  on  a  slow-flying  bird  that  I 
"poked"  after. 

This  shooting  by  instinct  was  made  poss- 
ible, by  my  use  of  the  same  gun  as  long  as  it 
held  together — which  it  did  for  years.  I  came 
to  believe  that  a  skillful  workman  is  worthy 
of  the  best  of  tools — as  good  as  he  can  buy; 
that  after  purchasing  a  high  class  gun,  a 
shooter  should  not  handicap  himself  by  using 
any  and  every  sort  of  ammunition.  Loads 
should  be  uniform;  the  same  make  and 
quantity  of  powder;  the  same  weight  of 
shot  loaded  in  the  same  kind  of  shells.  It  is 
poor  economy,  saving  a  few  cents  on  a  box 
of  cartridges  and  losing  an  important  match 
at  the  traps  or  a  hard-hit  duck,  in  consequence. 

Get  the  best,  which,  with  game  as  scarce 
as  it  is  and  becoming  scarcer,  is  none  too 
good.  To  miss,  or  to  "slobber"  down  a 
bird  that  should  have  been  cleanly  killed,  or 
only  to  chip  a  clay  pigeon,  will  shake  one's 
confidence  in  himself  and  lead  to  poor  work 
all  around  and  in  this  way  the  desire  to 
continue  at  the  game  decreases,  until  a  man 
is  apt  to  quit  entirely  because  of  the  {fre- 
quency of  bad  days,  when  a  slightly  increased 


expense  in  the  quality  of  the  few  boxes  of 
shells  he  had  used  would  have  sent  him  home 
with  a  smile^on  his  face,  money  in  his  pocket 

or  game  in  his  bag. 

There  is  little  difference  of  opinion  among 
shooters  of  experience  as  to  the  using  of  fine 
shot  in  preference  to  coarse,  and  against 
overloading,  particularly  of  shot. 

For  myself,  I  have  killed  well  on  toward 
150,000  head  of  small  game;  have  shot  much 
at  the  traps,  and  have  picked,  helped  pick, 
or  seen  picked — well,  perhaps  50,000  geese, 
ducks,  pigeons  and  plover — ten  thousand 
ducks  in  a  single  winter.  I  have  always  been 
of  an  inquiring  turn  of  mind,  believing  that 
there  must  be  a  reason  for  every  unusual 
happenings  and  never  satisfied  until  I  found 
what  that  reason  was.  Where  had  the  bird 
been  hit,  and  how  far  had  the  shot  penetrated? 
Questions  such  as  these  could  only  be  an- 
swered by  personal  examination  of  the  dead 
bird.  Should  not  information  so  gained 
carry  weight  above  the  opinions  of  theorists 
not  one  of  whom  has  ever  in  his  life  killed  500 
ducks  or  grouse,  nor  picked  a  feather  from 
a  single  bird,  because  by  doing  so  there  was 
chance  of  soiling  his  fingers?  It  looks  reason- 
able that  it  should. 

In  considering  the  size  of  shot  to  be  used, 
one  must  remember  that  some  gims  shoot 
sixes  better  than  sevens,  and  others,  eights 
better  than  either.  As  a  rule,  number  seven 
is  the  best  for  general  use.  A  beginner  should 
make  many  careful  tests  before  deciding,  then, 
when  his  mind  is  made  up,  stick  to  it.  He 
should  pay  no  attention  if  his  friends  shout 
"Too  small!  Too  small!"  Number  sevens 
are  not  too  small  if  the  gun  shoots  well. 
Personally,  I  have  killed  more  Canada  geese — 
big  honkers  weighing  as  high  as  eighteen 
pounds  each — with  nines  than  with  anything 
as  large  as  fours.  Still,  whether  it  is  nines, 
or  sevens,  or  sixes  or  fours,  the  making  of  a 
shooter  is  in  his  own  hands.  If  he  likes  the 
game,  and  perseveres,  all  else  will  come  to 
him,  and  some  day  he  will  be  able  to  kill  his 
share  of  the  game,  to  break  his  share  of  the 
clays. 


Rifles  for  Target  Shooting 

'  K.  PlNNEY 

I HAVE  been  a  reader  of  Rod  and  Gun  for  shot  as  some  call  themselves.    I  am  merely 

sometime,  *\nd  think  it  the  finest  sports-  a  "sod  buster"  or  "hay  seed"  as  some  call 

man's  magazine  published  in  Canada.    I  us  country  chaps,;  but  nevertheless  I  enjoy 

do  not  wish  any  reader  to  think  I  am  a  crack  a  few  shots  when  I  can  squeeze  in  a  few  hours 
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spare  time^as  well  as  any  one  you  ever  heard 
mentioned.  As  there  has  never  been  any 
rifle  association  or  small  bore  club  in  our 
neighborhood,  and  not  being  well  supplied 
with  time,  I  have  not  had  as  much  practice  as 
I  would  like  to  secure,  certainly  not  enough 
to  make  me  an  expert  shot. 

My  two  /brothers  and  I  possess  a  Stevens 
Ideal  No.  47,  shooting  the  .22  long  rifle 
cartridge.  This  rifle  is  fitted  with  a  lovely 
circassion  walnut  stock  and  deep  Schuetzen 
butt  plate,  double  set  triggers  and  palm  rest. 
The  barrel  is  a  No.  3,  and  is  28  inches  long. 
This  makes  it  a  good  heavy  off-hand  rifle. 
We  also  have  a  .25-21-No.  3,  26  inch  barrel  to 
fit  this  same  action. 

Our  second  rifle  is  a  Stevens  Ideal  No.  44 
using  the  .25-20  cartridge.  This  being  a 
plain  model,  it  is  not  so  nice  to  look  at,  but 
is  capable  of  punching  them  in  very  closely. 
It  is  fitted  with  a  twenty  six  inch,  No.  2 
barrel  and,  of  course,  is  much  lighter,  making 
it  a  nice  rifle  for  hunting  "chucks." 

The  third  rifle  is  Stevens  Ideal  No.  52, 
shooting  the  .32-40  cartridge.  It  has  a  fancy 
walnut  stock  with  deep  Schuetzen  butt  plate, 
cheek  rest,  and  pistol  grip.  It  has  a  No.  44  3^ 
silver  finished  action  with  double  set  trigger. 
The  barrel  is  a  No.  2,  30  inch.  This  is  "cer- 
tainly a  beautiful  rifle.  It  is  fitted  with  a 
Pope  peep  sight.  This  to  my  way  of  think- 
ing is  the  finest  peep  sight  on  the  market. 

The  fourth  rifle  is  a  .303  Savage.  This  is 
just  a  plain  model  but  being  fitted  with 
closed  sights  makes  it  a  good  rifle  for  the 
fall  hunt  in  the  Northern  woods. 

I  have  found  that  one-half  of  the  good 
shooting  ability  is  gained  through  practice  in 
making  ammunition,  as  well  as  practice 
in  shooting  it  after  you  have  it  made.  Fac- 
tory loaded  ammunition  is  alright  for  big 
game  and  ground-hog  shooting  or  in  fact  any 
game  shooting,  but  when  it  comes  to  measur- 
ing from  the  tack,  they  are  not  to  be  relied 
upon  so  closely  as  handloads. 

The  .22  R.  F.  cartridges  factory  loaded, 
generally  speaking,  are  very  accurate  at  short 
range,  but  in  shooting  the  .25-20.,  .25-21, 
and  32-40  I  find  them  very  far  out  classed, 
by  the  hand  cast  bullets  and  hand  loaded 
shells. 

I  notice  that  several  writers  speak  of  the 
ordinary  .22  long  R.  F.  or  .22  long  Rifle  R.  F. 
as  a  rifle  for  practice.  Well,  they  are  alright 
for  those  who  care  for  them,  and  are  nice 
boys'  rifles  but  they  are  too  much  chucked 
up  for  a  man  to  shoot  with  comfort.  There 
is  not  enough  room  in  the  stocks  on  the 


ordinary  .22  rifles,  and  I  want  something 
larger.  I  would  rather  shoot  100  and  200 
yards  in  preference  to  the  shorter  ranges, 
although  I  do  a  great  deal  of  short  range 
shooting.  Not  for  five  years  have  I  shot  at 
less  than  a  fifty-yard  target  until  just  a  few 
days  ago,  when  I  made  a  fifteen  shot  target 
at  25  yards.  This  is  target  No.  1  which  is 
published  with  my  letters.  They  are  all 
cutting  into  the  one-inch  spot  while  8  out  of 
15  are  cutting  the  ten  ring,  giving  me  a  score 
of  143  out  of  a  possible  of  150.  This  I  did 
wth  the  .25-20,  using  7  grains  weight  of  F.F.G. 
black  powder  and  the  86-grain  bullet,  seated 
in  the  barrel  just  ahead  of  the  shell. 

This  rifle  is  equipped  with  peep  sights  which 
I  made  myself.  I  have,  made  several  muzzle 
sights  for  different  makes  of  rifle.  '  Besides 
those  on  my  own  rifles  I  made  both  open  and 
closed  types  and  they  are  all  giving  the  best 
of  satisfaction. 

I  have  attended  several  turkey  matches 
this  last  fall,  and  was  very  much  pleased  to 
see  that  several  of  the  winning  rifles  were 
those  with  my  make  of  muzzle  sights. 

I  am  running  away  from  my  story  by  talk- 
ing about  my  sights,  so  I  must  fall  back  to 
that  .22  "stuff"  again.  There  are  some  .22 
rifles  that  I  think  are  all  right.  In  fact 
any  of  them  are,  in  their  place,  but  if  I  were 
getting  a  .22  rifle  to  suit  myself,  I  would  want 
it  in  a  target  model  bored  to  shoot  either  the 
.22-15-60  Stevens,  the  .22-13-45  or  even  the 
.22  W.  R.  .F  cartridges.  These  are  all  good 
fifty-yard  rifles  and  do  some  fairly  good 
work,  at  100  yards,  especially  the  .22-15-60. 
Stevens. 

Another  writer  says  "buying  a  .25-20  or 
any  of  the  special  single  shot  rifles  is  the 
height  of  folly  as  they  are  far  too  expensive 
at  the  present  cost  of  ammunition," 

I  will  give  my  experience  on  this  very 
(Juestion.  Probably  this  gentleman  does 
not  fall  in  line  with  my  shooting  ideas  at  all, 
and  I  do  not  declare  that  mine  are  right. 
But  as  I  have  said  before,  we  use  all  hand- 
loaded  ammunition  with  the  exception  of  the 
.22  caliber.  Take  the  .25-20.  Loading  this 
shell  with  the  20  grains  weight  of  F.  F.  G. 
black,  1  lb.  of  powder  will  load  $50  shells. 
The  No.  1  or  1%  primers  cost  me  .35  cents 
a  box,  there  being  100  in  a  box.  Powder  at 
.75  cents  a  pound,  making  my  actual  cost  of 
reloading  350  cases  about  $2.00.  As  to  the 
bullets,  I  will  cast  enough  in  a  couple  of 
nights  to  last  me  for  some  time.  Having 
had  a  quantity  of  scrap  lead  given  to  me, and 
mixing  one  part  tin  to  30  parts  lead,  my 
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Target  No.  1. 
143  out  of  a  possible  150  at  25  yards 

bullets  cost  me  very  little.  Now  350  .22 
long  rifle  cartridges  would  cost  at  least  $2.45. 
So  I  figure  that  after  I  get  my  cases,  which 
are  the  highest  cost,  but  which  last  indefinite- 
ly where  one  never  crimps  them,  that  I  can 
load  my  .25-20  shells  with  a  full  charge  of 
powTder  just  as  cheaply  as  I  can  purchase  the 
factory  loaded  .22  long  rifle.  I  have  a  far 
more  accurate  cartridge  and  it's  accuracy  will 
last  up  to  200  yards.  To  load  them  with 
miniature  loads,  such  as  7  or  10  grains  of 
powder,  they  are  much  cheaper. 

I  will  then  meet  another  gentleman  who 
will  say  that  the  repeating  rifles  are  just  as 
accurate  as  the  single  shot  rifles,  and  he  may 
also  say,  that  they  are  capable  of  shooting 
a  great  deal  better  than  the  average  man  can 
hold  them.  Well,  now  if  you  or  I  enjoy 
shooting  (that  is  target  shooting)  and  we 
are  both  poor  shots,  we  need  the  most  accur- 
ate rifle-we  can  obtain  or  at  least  that  is  my 
way  of  viewing  it.  As  to  repeaters  being  as 
accurate  as  the  various  single  shot  models  is 
another  great  mistake.  There  may  be  ex- 
ceptions but  take  them  on  the  whole,  there 
is  no  comparison,  as  the  single  shot  will  trim 
them  hands  down.  I  have  seen  fellows 
trying  to  fire  100  yard  target  shooting 
with  a  .32-40  repeater,  a  .303  Savage  and  a 
.280  Ross  and  many  other  types  of  repeating 
rifles.  You  might  as  well  try  to  turn  a  Ford 
car  into  a  ten  ton  truck  as  to  turn  such  rifles 
into  target  rifles.  Remember,  dear  reader, 
I^am  talking  about  target  shooting  alone, 


and  not  game  shooting,  and  do  not 
condemn  repeaters  in  the  least  when 
in  their  class. 

What  I  mean  to  say  is  this:  that 
every  rifle  and  cartridge  have  been 
designed  for  a  certain  purpose.  The 
high  power  repeaters  have  been 
designed  for  big  game  shooting. 
The  smaller  repeaters  for  small  game 
shooting  and  the  various  single  shot 
target  models  for  target  shooting  and 
that  alone.  When  any  of  these 
are  used  for  what  they  were  not 
intended,  the  best  results  can  not  be 
obtained.  I  do  a  bit  of  hunting  my- 
self and  with  my  brother  have  hunted 
in  the  Northern  woods  several  years 
with  great  success.  Our  .303  Savage 
is  the  one  for  that  work.  This 
rifle  is  never  put  in  company  with 
our  target  rifles  as  it  appears  very 
much  out  of  place. 

I  know  some  writers  on  target 
work  with  high  power  rifles,  and 
I  have  also  talked  with  them.  I  have 
heard  them  say  "I  have  a  .250-3000 
Savage,  a  .22  high  power,  a  .280  Ross  or 
a  .256  Newton."  "I  can  group  my  shots 
on  a  2  in.  bull  at  100  yds."  This  is  a 
little  more  than  I  can  grasp,  no  matter  if 
they  use  a  rest  or  not  as  I  cannot  see  how  such 
shooting  can  be  done,  using  high  power 
ammunition,  light  Spitzer  bullets,  bottle 
necked  shells,  along  with  quick  twist  rifling. 
We  have  shot  nearly  all  makes  of  rifles,  and 
have  never  happened  to  run  across  any  of 
these  rifles  that  will  do  such  work  as  is  here 
above  mentioned.  It  may  be  possible, 
yet  it  is  not  at  all  probable.  I  truly  believe 
that  if  any  person  has  one  of  these  rifles  that 


Target  No.  2 

20  shots  at  50  yards  with  my  own  make  of  closed 
sights     Stevens  .25.20  rifle  No.  44J^ 
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Target  No.  3 

18  shots  in  succession  at  50  yards  with  my  own 
make  of  sights.    Stevens  .25-20  rifle  No.  44^ 


will  do  this  kind  of  work,  they  had  better 
keep  it  for  I  am  positively  sure  that  they  will 
never  get  another. 

I  am  very  much  in  favor  of  the  Savage  rifle 
as  a  game  rifle  and  I  believe  the  others  men- 
tioned to  be  good  rifles,  but  I  do  not  think 
their  manufacturers  ever  intended  them  for 
suc^h  remarkably  fine  work.  I  know  there  are 
some  high  power  rifles  doing  some  excellent 
shooting  at  long  range.  I  think  it  was  Mr. 
Landis  who  published  some  long  range 
targets  made  by  a  .30  Springfield  that  were 
exceptionally  nice  targets.  He  published 
them  in  the  November  1918  issue  in  one  of  his 
items  on  guns  and  ammunition. 

I  am  very  much  interested  in  the  items  writ- 
ten by  Mr.  Landis.  I  consider  that 
he  gives  the  sportsman  some  infor- 
mation on  high  power  rifles  of  the 
very  best  kind.  This  talk  I  am 
giving  you  to-day  may  not  corres- 
pond exactly  with  what  I  have  read 
of  his  writings,  yet  if  I  should  ex- 
press my  opinion  on  high  power 
rifles,  they  would  be  very  much  the 
same.  I  wish  Mr.  Landis  would  give 
us  a  talk  on  target  rifles  as  I  believe 
he  surely  must  have  taken  up  a 
course  of  this  sport  sometime  during 
his  experiments  with  guns.  Yet 
there  is  no  doubt  the  talks  on  the 
high  power  stuff  will  take  much 
better,  for  there  is  no  doubt  that 
there  is  a  larger  per  cent  of  big 
game  hunters  thamthere  is  of  target 
shooters. 

I  remember  reading  a  few  items 

written  probably  a  year  or  so  ago 

by  a  Mr.  King  on  single  shot  target 
rifles  and  the  ammunition  for  the 


same.  I  have  this  gentleman  pictured  in  my 
mind  as  a  real  target  shot. 

Now  as  to  our  ammunition  which  is  all 
hand-loaded  in  the  .25-20,  we  use  the  .86 
grain  ball,  and  20  grain  weight  of  F.  F.  G. 
Black  or  Kings  Semi-smokeless  powder.  1 
do  not  indulge  in  priming  charges  to  any  great 
extent  although  there  is  no  doubt  that  some  oj 
them  are  very  good.  In  the  .25-21  we  use  the 
96  grain  bullet  and  it  seems  very  accurate. 
In  the  .32-40  we  use  the  168  grain  ball  and 
40  grains  weight  of  powder. 

There  are  various  ideas  on  the  different 
charges  of  powder  used  in  perfecting  ammuni- 
tion for  target  shooting,  also  great  variations 
in  the  ideas  of  bullets  such  as  narrow,  deep 
groves  to  hold  more  lubricant,  very  wide 
banded  bullets,  or  the  two  front  bands  being 
narrow  and  the  back  ones  wide.  I  prefer 
the  No.  .257320  as  illustrated  in  the  Ideal 
hand-book,  for  the  .25-20  and  .25-21.  As  the 
.32-40  is  a  favorite  caliber  among  the  larger 
percent  of  target  shooters,  of  course,  there  is  a 
greater  variety  of  bullets  for  this  rifle.  We 
have  two  sets  of  moulds,  moulding  two  diff- 
erent shaped  bullets  in  the  .32-40  class. 
Both  of  these  seem  to  travel  very  true  and 
certainly  seem  to  be  designed  for  accuracy. 

If  there  was  not  so  much  trouble  and  red 
tape  in  getting  it  across  the  line  and  back,  I 
would  like  to  have  a  .32-40  barrel  throated  to 
take  the  Hudson  bullet.  I  have  never  used 
this  famous  bullet,  but  I  have  it  pictured  in 
my  mind  as  the  finest  bullet  for  target  shoot- 


Target  No.  4 

12  shots  at  100  yards  with  open  sights.    No  sighting  shots. 
Stevens  No.  44^  .25-20  rifle 
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Target  No.  5 

14  shots  at  100  yards  with  open  sights.  Stevens 
No.  443^  .25-20  rifle 

ing.  No  doubt,  a  great  many  of  our  readers 
have  seen  illustrations  of  this  famous  bullet 
and  also  read  a  great  many  items  on  it  and  it's 
designer.  It  is  a  185  grained  ball.  The 
three  front  bands  .318  inches  and  the  two 
back  ones  .323  inches  are  a  trifle  wider. 
In  noticing  several  accounts  of  this  bullet,  I 
see  there  has  been  some  exceptionally  fine 
shooting  done  with  it.  Its  designer  Dr.  W. 
G.  Hudson,  by  all  accounts  surprised  all  the 
target  shots  of  the  world  with  this  bullet  and 
his  .38-55  bullet  designed  under  the  same 
idea  as  the  .32-40.  There  are  several  gun- 
smiths through  the  United  States  who  will 
turn  out  a  hand-made  barrel  using  this  bullet 
or  will  throat  other  barrels  to  receive  it. 
The  Ideal  Reloading  Tool  Company  turn  out 
a  special  bullet  seater  for  the  seating  of  these 
Hudson  bullets  and  other  heavy  banded 
bullets. 

As  I  want  to  publish  a  few  more  targets  I 
must  not  run  into  many  details.  I  am  not 
showing  you  these  targets  with  the  idea  that 
they  will  be  the  best  you  have  ever  seen. 
They  are  probably  not  as  good  as  you  have 
made  yourself,  but  it  would  look  much  better 
to  show  these  few  targets  so  that  you  will 
know  there  is  occasionally  a  time  when  I  can 
hit  the  bull.  I  here  show  No.  2  and  3  targets. 
No.  2  is  a  target  which  I  made  over  a  year  ago 
and  on  a  very  cold  day.  This  I  consider  to 
be  one  of  the  best  targets  I  have  ever  made  on 
this  range.    I  fired  20  shots  in  succession 


using  the  same  rifle  and  sights  as 

when  I  made  my  25  yard  target 

which  I  have  published  in  this  item, 

and  using  the  same  weight  of  bullet 

\  and  10  grains  weight  of  F.  F.  G. 

\        Black  instead  of  the  7  grains. 

\         The  20  shots  are  all  well  into  the  2 

\     in.  bull  giving  m  e  a  score  of  1 94  points 

\    out  of  200.    No.  3  target  is  the  same 

i    rifle  and  sights  also  same  ammuni- 

I   tion.    This  bull's  eye  you  will  notice 

I   is  not   nearly   so  good.      Just  a 

/    few  days  previous  I  had  been  shoot- 

/    ing  in  the  wind  at  100  yards  and  my 

/     sights  needed  some  shifting  as  you 

/      will  notice.    My  bullets  are  grouped 

/        in  bunches  of  three  before  hitting 

/  the  centre  ring.    The  cause  of  this 

was  that  I  had  no  one  marking  for 

me,  so  would  shoot  3   shots  and 

then  go  to  the  target.  This  of  course 

cut  down  my  score  giving  me  168 

points  out  of  a  possible  of  180  there 
ideal      being  18  shots  fired 

No.  4  and  No.  5  targets  were 
both  made  at  100  yards  with  the 
same  rifle  but  with  open  sights.  These  are 
not  nearly  so  good  as  I  have  made  ^ith 
the  closed  rights  but  as  my  other  targets 
were  done  with  closed  sights  I  thought  I 
had  better  show  the  open  sight  targets  as 
well.  As  I  like  nice  open  sights  and  have 
done  nice  work  with  same  I  was  using  the 
same  86  grained  bullet  and  the  full  charge  or 
powder. 

No.  4  target  is  12  shots  at  100  yards  giving 
me  a  score  of  114  out  of  a  possible  of  120  on 
a  3  in.  bull. 

No.  5  is  the  same  sized  bulls  eye,  14  shots 
giving  me  a  score  of  133  out  of  a  possible  of 
140.  This  was  done  with  the  same  outfit  that 
I  made  my  No.  4  target  with. 

We  have  had  gentlemen  laugh  and  think  our 
own  handy  way  of  loading  quite  a  curiosity, 
but  it  is  the  way  of  nearly  all  target  shooters. 
We  never  use  crimped  ammunition  except 
for  hunting  "chucks"  and  small  game. 

We  always  seat  the  bullet  well  into  the 
grooves  just  ahead  of  the  shell  and  never 
pack  the  powder  in  the  shell  but  leave  it 
loose  with  a  blotting  paper  wad  on  top. 

This  method  we  find  very  accurate  although 
there  are  some  barrels,  Pope  barrels,  at  least 
the  old  Pope  barrels  that  they  pushed  the 
bullet  in  from  the  muzzle  with  the  aid  of  a 
piece  of  auxiliary  barrel  to  start  the  bullet 
and  then  pushing  it  down  to  the  shell.  This 
may  be  more  accurate,  at  least  that  is  what 
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they  tell  us  although  I  have  never  tried  it 
myself,  I  have  reason  to  believe  that  it  is  not 
very  accurate. 

A  gentleman  who  has  one  of  these  Stevens- 
Pope  rifles  told  me  that  the  only  fault  he 
could  find  with  it  was  the  terrible  awkwardness 
of  loading  up.  This,  no  doubt,  is  very  trouble- 
some as  I  find  seating  bullets  is  enough 
bother. 

I  am  just  a  young  chap  but  have  shot  a 
rifle  more  or  less  since  I  was  seven  years  of 
age  and  certainly  enjoy  rifle  shooting,  and  I 
think  I  am  a  fair  shot  but  I  am  personally 
acquainted  with  a  gentleman  who  had  at  one 
time,  and  has  some  of  them  yet,  the  finest 
collection  of  target  rifles  and  reloading  tools 
that  I  have  ever  seen.  I  consider  him  to  be 
an  expert  in  rifle  shooting.  He  has  done 
shooting  that  would  make  me  look  green.  He 
may  not  be  so  good  now  as  he  is  just  the  age 
that  his  sight  is  failing  him,  but  as  I  am  doing 
the  talking  I  will  say  he  is  "some  shot." 

My  shooting  consists  mostly  in  target 
shooting,  although  I  enjoy  hunting  ground- 


hogs, crows  and  squirrels.  I  have  never 
tried  for  the  larger  game,  yet  I  have  a  feeling 
that  you  may  some  day  see  me  there,  or  at 
least,  I  hope  you  may.  I  specialize  in  target 
shooting  more  than  game  shooting. 

In  my  practice  I  shoot  from  the  off-hand 
and  prone  positions,  off-hand  rests,  elbow 
rests,  with  a  sling  and  with  muzzle  rests. 
I  shot  on  both  stationary  and  moving  targets 
at  ranges  from  25  yards  up  to  200  yards.  I 
prefer  the  100  yard  target  using  a  3  inch 
bulls  eye,  using  a  black  bulls  eye  on  a  white 
target-above  all  others. 

This  is  my  first  attempt  to  write  for  any 
paper  or  magazine,  and  I  hope  that  you, 
gentle  reader,  will  find  it  interesting  and  that 
if  you  are  a  beginner  at  target  shooting  and 
try  some  of  my  methods  that  you  may  derive 
the  very  best  results. 

Editor's  Note — Mr.  Pinney's  article  is 
very  interesting,  truthful  and  practical  in 
every  way.  I  am  a  firm  believer  in  using  real 
target  rifles  for  target  shooting. 

C.  S.  Landis,  Editor. 


A  Letter  from  John  Sharpe 


Editor,  Guns  Sz  Ammunition  Dept. 

As  a  reader  and  admirer  of  Rod  and  Gun  for 
a  considerable  period,  I  have  noticed  that  you 
have  from  time  to  time  welcomed,  in  your 
courteous  and  gentlemanly  way,  letters  to 
the  Guns  and  Ammunition  Department  of 
your  excellent  and  steadily  improving  maga- 
zine. Thus  encouraged,  although  in  no 
sense  of  the  term  a  literary  man,  I  make  hold 
to  pen  a  few  lines  about  the  four  targets 
kindly  reproduced  by  you  upon  page  956  of 
your  January  issue  and  at  the  same  time 
attempt  to  give  "P.J.,"Nelson,B.C,  the  par- 
ticulars of  rifle,  caliber,  sights  and  loads 
which  he,  as  an  admitted  "rifle  crank."  is  in 
quest  of. 

The  targets  in  question  were  sent  in  to  your 
magazine  by  Mr.  J.  W.  Smith,  Secretary  of 
the  Irish  Rifle  Association,  Toronto,  a  thoro- 
going  gentleman,  an  ardent  sportsman  and  a 
crack  rifle  shot  who  has  proved  his  powers 
with  the  gun,  by  successfully  competing  with 
and  finally  beating  over  100  (one  hundred) 
competitors  in  the  Toronto  C.  I.  Rifle  League 
this  season  and  landing  a  magnificent  silver 
cup  as  Individual  champion  of  this  league. 
The  targets  in  question  are  drawn  absolutely 
to  size,  Nos.  I,  II,  III,  and  IV,  are  positively 
correct    in    every  detail,  Mr.  Smith  being 


a  draughtsman  of  no  mean  ability,  as  well  as  a 
writer  and  shot.  Nos.  I,  III  and  IV.  need  no 
comment;  of  the  loads  and  particulars  of 
ballistics  more  anon.  Speaking  of  target  No.II, 
Mr.  Landis,  it  is  reproduced  full  size 
and  not  half  size  as  you  suppose  and  is  ab- 
solutely correct  to  the  slightest  detail.  As  I 
am  writing  for  the  benefit  of  a  so-called  rifle 
crank,  permit  me  a  word  as  to  its  production. 
'  As  Mr.  Smith  says  in  the  short  article  accom- 
panying the  re-produced  targets,  it  was  made 
with  the  aid  of  a  coach.  This  man  knows  my 
shooting  and  peculiarities  better  than  I  know 
them  myself.  I  sighted  up  first  on  a  prac- 
tice target.  Starting  with  the  elevation  and 
windage  that  gave  a  12  o'clock  bull  he  ordered 
2  minutes  deflection  of  the  rear  sight  and  two 
minutes  alteration  of  windage  on  seven 
consecutive  shots  until  finally  he  found  he 
was  "holding"  and  in  good  shape.  My 
point  of  aim  was,  and  always  is,  just  below 
6  o'clock,  showing  what  appears  to  be  a  1-16 
inch  of  white,  between  the  top  of  the  foresight 
and  apparent  contact  with  the  bottom  of  the 
bull  itself. 

Having  satisfied  ourselves  that  all  was  O.K. 
we  started  in  on  the  real  target.  My  first 
shot  was  a  12  o'clock  Bull  just  breaking  the 
black  as  faithfully  shown  in  the  reproduction. 
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(Remember  this  effort  was  to  produce  a  map 
of  the  British  Isles  with  rifle  bullets — by  no 
means  a  new  idea).  This  first  shot,  then, 
started  me  on  the  northern  portion  of  Scotland. 
Two  minutes  depression  oi  elevation  and  one 
minute  right  wind  was  ordered  by  my  coach 
for  the  next  shot,  from  his  security  of  a  steel 
sheltered  position  close  up  to  the  target. 
This  alteration  of  windage  and  elevation  was 
kept  up  until  Scotland,  were  produced  in 
bullet  holes,  when  my  coach  ordered  a  rise 
of  6  minutes  and  an  alteration  of  6  minutes 
left  wind  so  that  I  might  "put  Ireland  on  the 
map."  This  last  shot  cost  me  a  certain 
amount  of  misgiving.  Once  or  twice  before 
I  had  found — in  common  with  a  certain  Im- 
perial Government— that  Ireland  gave  trouble. 
On  a  previous  occasion,  with  the  best  of  in- 
tentions, I  had  put  "Ireland"  in  the  North 
Sea,  by  pulling  on  right  wind  instead  of  left. 
However,  after  our  care  with  sights,  sling, ' 
position  and  the  necessary  concentration  of 
mind,  my  trigger  release  finally  produced  the 
looked  'for  result  as  witness  the  reproduction 
in  question.  I  may  say,  en  passant,  that 
this  figure  shooting  is  a  great  strain  on  a  man 
and  not  nearly  so  easy  as  it  looks. 

Speaking  now  of  targets  generally,  Mr. 
Landis,  I  may  say  that,  with  the  exception 
of  target  No.  2  (Map  of  British  Isles)  these 
targets  are  not  hand  picked.  On  the  con- 
trary I  have  in  my  possession  two  or  three 
dozen  that  are  as  good  as  those  reproduced 
in  your  January  issue,  all  witnessed  and 
vouched  for  by  men  who  are  themselves 
expert  shots.  Many  of  these  men  have  just 
as  good  groups  as  I  have  indeed,  two  in 
particular  I  consider  have  shot  better  groups. 
Why  they  do  not  let  you  reproduce  their 
targets  I  do'  not  know. 

And  now  to  redeem  my  promise  to  our 
friend  "P.J.,"  Nelson,B.C.,as  regards  the  dope 
of  my  shooting.  To  begin  with,  Mr.  Landis, 
your  are  a  pretty  good  judge  as  I  proved  long 
ago,  in  matters  pertaining  to  shooting.  I 
have,  as  you  say,  spent  a  lifetime  in  shooting 
all  kinds  of  loads  and  guns.  My  first  gun  was 
an  old  muzzle-loading  Horse  pistol,  a  relic 
of  the  "high-way  hold  up"  days.  The  first 
target  I  ever  shot  at  was  a  bird  on  the  corner 
of  my  father's  house.  <The  bird  was  perfectly 
safe,  and  he  knew  it.  My  aim  and  intentions 
were  good  all  right,  but  my  elevation  was  low. 
Elevation  didn't  trouble  me  in  those 
days  and  neither  did  it  trouble  the  bird. 
I  had  loaded  with  a  double  charge  of  black 
powder  and  with  a  round  stone  as  a  bullet. 
After  taking  very  deliberate  aim,  I  as  delib- 


erately pulled  the  trigger  as  in  duty  bound, 
with  the  somewhat  surprising  and  disastrous 
result  that  a  large  lump  of  material  forming 
the  corner  stone  of  the  house  and  the  perch 
of  the  bird  in  question  was  dislodged  from  the 
place  it  was  originally  intended  for  and 
dropped  with  surprising  precision  and  a 
resounding  crash,  plumb  through  the  glass 
roof  of  my  father's  green-house  which  was 
most  thoughtfully  and  obligingly  placed 
immediately  beneath  it.  What  was  the 
bird's  opinion  of  my  embryo  attempt  at  mark- 
manship  I  have  no  means  of  knowing,  but  my 
father's  opinion  of  shooting  in  general  and  my 
own  in  particular  I  distinctly  remember  to 
this  day.  I  may  add,  that  to  the  best  of  my 
knowledge  that  same  bird  is  still  alive. 

I  lost  my  Horse  pistol  and  my  reputation 

right  there,  but  I  never  lost  hope.  Every 

time  I  had  a  little  spare  cash  it  went  into 
some  kind  of  gun  or  ammunition.  After  much 
resting  and  study  and  quite  a  little  experi- 
ence, I  finally  met  a  rifle  crank,  a  man  after 
my  own  .heart,  with  both  means  and  ability 
to  put  me  on  the  right  track  for  fine  target 
work.  I  was  "lost"  right  there.  Since 
then  we  have  had  experience  with  most 
"worth  while"  rifles  of  many  calibers  and 
various  loads.  I  obtained  fairly  close  groups 
at  times  and  met  with  a  fair  amount  of  suc- 
cess. But  I  was  not  satisfied.  I  finally 
came  to  the  conclusion  that  a  man  must 
specialize  to  have  real  success.  I  started 
out,  but  met  with  all  kinds  of  rebuffs  and 
failures  innumerable.  Everything,  and  every- 
body, including  my  friends,  seemed  against 
me.  But  I  kept  steadily  improving  and  that 
was  something  anyhow.  It  is  surprising 
how  jealous  some  people  become  when  they 
see  a  man  making  good.  They  put  every 
possible  obstacle  in  his  way.  However, 
I  "kept  on  keeping  on"  in  spite  of  them,  until 
one  fine  day  I  became  the  happy  possessor 
of  a  first  class  target  Ross.  Then  things 
began  to  come  my  way  a  little.  I  worked  up 
all  kinds  of  loads  for  this  individual  barrel, 
got  the  "pull"  perfect,the  sling  adjusted  just 
right  and  though  I  was  on  the  high  road  to 
success  my  groups  were  not  such  as  I  read 
about  and  sometimes  saw.  At  last  I  got 
possession  of  a  barrel  specially  made  to 
fit  the  Ross  action  by  a  famous  maker  in 
Syracuse,  N.Y.  (Evidently  a  "Schoyen" — 
Ed.)  Then  I  began  to  make  groups  that 
nearly  suited  me,  nearly,  not  quite.  By 
this  time  I  had  arrived  at  that  stage  when  it 
is  impossible  to  be  discouraged  any  more. 
The  more  difficulties,  the  more  effort.  My 
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success  was  immediate  and  surprising,  at  all 
events  to  myself.  I  have  spent  years  in 
working  up  loads  for  different  distances,  long, 
medium,  and  short  ranges,  but  my  success  in 
the  short  range  has  been  greatest. 

Now  for  the  details;  First,  the  rifle. 
The  barrel  is  30.5  inches  longi  chambered 
to  take  the  W.R.A.  303  British  shell.  It  is 
not  chambered  too  snugly  which  I  have  proved 
to  be  a  decided  advantage.  It  is  of  the 
nickel  steel  persuasion  and  was  especially 
made  as  stated  above.  The  rifling  is  some- 
what on  the  line  of  the  Newton,  not  having 
grooves,  strictly  speaking,  but  rifled  on  the 
segment  principle,  there  being  seven  of  them, 
having  one  complete  turn  in  10.5  inches. 
The  action  is  the  Ross  Mark  II  of  the  bolt 
type  but  tuned  up  and  fitted  as  close  as 
patience  and  experiment  can  make  it.  The 
"pull"  is  a  double  one,  the  major  portion 
of  which  is  taken  on  the  first,  the  second  pull 
being  very  light.  The  barrel  is  bedded  in 
graphite  which  I  claim  to  be  a  decided  advan- 
tage. The  stock  is  one  piece  and  of  the 
finest  selected  Spanish  walnut,  fitted  and 
shaped  to  my  own  ideas.  I  have  experimented 
with  slings,  both  as  to  length  and  position  and 
point  of  grip  and  find  that  personally  the  sling 
adjusted  in  such  a  way  that  it  gives  a  leather 
cross  in  which  the  hand  rests  beneath  the 
stock,  one  end  being  attached  by  swivel 
just  in  front  of  the  trigger  guard  and  the 
other  at  the  lower  band,  is  the  best  combina- 
tion thaf  I  know  about.  The  sights  were 
long  a  source  of  doubt  to  me.  I  have  tried 
all  open  sights,  V  sights,  U  sights,  notches, 
bars,  peep  sights  of  all  kinds  and  makes, 
telescopic  sights  of  many  makes,  numbers  and 
sights  of  my  own  ideas,  but  at  last  have  come 
to  the  conclusion  that  the  sight  made  by  the 
Canada  Tool  and  Specialty  Company  is  the 
best  of  the  bunch.  The  size  of  aperture  has 
a  whole  lot  to  do  with  a  man's  shooting. 
Personally,  I  find  that  the  size  known  as  No.  8 
is  the  best  as  far  as  I  am  concerned,.  The 
sight  in  question  is  fitted  with  an  exteation 
bridge  which  brings  it  well  back  to  the  eye. 
The  fore-sight  is  of  the  high  and  narrow  square 
block  type  fixed  on  the  sight  sleeve  in  the 
usual  way,  but  used  without  the  hood,  which 
I  find  is  decidedly  the  best  way  to  use  it.  In 
actual  shooting,  I  find  the  best  plan  is  to  feed 
each  individual  shell  well  into  the  chamber 
by  hand,  to  top  the  powder  well  back  on  the 
primer  and  keep  it  there.  "Trifles  make 
success,  but  success  is  no  trifle"  we  are  told. 
Most  certainly  is  this  true  of  really  fine  rifle 
shooting.    You  cannot  afford  to  overtake 


the  seemingly  most  trivial  detail  when  you  are 
shooting  in  really  first-class  company. 

Secondly  as  regards  the  load.  First  and 
foremost  in  this  connection  you  must  experi- 
ment diligently  and  painstakingly  until  you 
have  found  the  load  which  exactly  suits 
your  individual  barrel,  for  no  two  shoot  alike. 
I  may  say  without  exaggeration  that  I  tried 
dozens  of  loads  before  I  found  one  that 
exactly  suited  this  barrel.  I  have  tried  loads 
varying  all  the  way  from  73  gram  lead  bullet 
with  4  grains  weight  "unique"  powder,  to 
225  grain  bullet  with  25  grains  weight  Du 
Pont  No  21  powder.  After  an  infinite  amount 
of  trouble  and  experiment  I  have  come  to  the 
conclusion  that  for  this  particular  barrel, 
a  W.  R.  A.  shell  loaded  with  the  157  grain 
bullet  and  11  grains  Du  Pont  Sporting  No.  80 
Smokeless  Powder  with  a  No.  83^  copper 
U.M.C.  Primer  is  the  best  combination  that 
can  at  present  be  obtained.  My  bullets  are 
all  hand  cast  and  fitted  with  copper  gas- 
checks.  The  composition  of  the  bullet  is  as 
follows:  Lead  74  per  cent.,  tin  10  per  cent., 
antimony  8  per  cent.,  copper  7  per  cent.,  bis- 
muth 1  per  cent.  This  doubtless  will  not 
suit  all  rifles,  but  it  suits  this  particular  one. 

Thirdly  the  range.  I  have  shot  extensively 
on  all  the  ranges  from  25  yards  to  1100  yds, 
but  when  it  comes  to  specializing  one  cannot 
be  good  at  them  all,  we  must  be  content  to 
put  in  some  fairly  good  work  at  one.  After 
long  experience  and  many  disappointments  I 
find  that  the  75  hard  range  suits  me  best.  So 
here  I  attempt  to  specialize.  The  range  the 
targets  reproduced  in  the  January  issue  were 
made  on  is  of  that  length  and  situated  out- 
side of  the  northeast  section  of  the  city  of 
Toronto.  Here  my  patron  does  most  of  his 
experimental  work,  I  sometimes  do  a  little 
shooting  here  too.  The  end  of  the  range  at 
which  the  targets  are  placed  has  an  arrange- 
ment whereby  the  direct  rays  of  light  can  be 
admitted  on  to  the  targets  in  the  daytime, 
while  a  powerful  electric  light  does  duty  at 
night.  The  targets  in  question  were  made 
in  the  bright  sunlight.  Of  course,  the  range 
being  covered  from  the  wind  does  not  count. 
But  your  rifle,  your  load,  and  the  shooter 
must  be  as  near  perfect  as  it  is  humanly  pos- 
sible to  get  things.  Some  days,  to  save  your 
life,  you  cannot  shoot  well.  Other  days 
everything  seems  to  go  right.  No  man  can 
always  be  at  his  best.  The  exact  name  and 
analysis  of  the  powder  with  which  the  four 
targets  were  made,  I  am  unfortunately  at 
present  unable  to  give,  as  it  is  a  new  explosive 
and  shell  in  the  experimental  stage,  but  as  I 
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hope  it  will  be  in  a  short  time  on  the  market, 
I  will  perhaps  later  on  be  able  to  tell  more 
about  it.  All  things  point  at  present  to  its 
being  a  complete  success.  The  position  used 
was  prone,  with  no  rest  of  any  kind  and  with 
sling.  I  never  had  much  success  with  pointed 
bullets  except  at  mid  and  long  ranges.  Tar- 
get No.  I.  was  made  with  flat  nose  bullet, 
the  other  three  with  round  nose,  but  not  point- 
ed nose  bullets,  157  grains  in  weight  and  of  the 
composition  mentioned  above  and  lubricated 
with  the  Banana  lubricant  made  by  a  Buffalo 
firm.  The  bullets  are  cast  so  that  they  have 
five  grooves  bevelled  backwards  and  filled 
with  lubricant  inside  the  mouth  of  the  shell 
and  one  groove  in  front  of  the  shell  not  filled 
with  lubricant,  but  left  clear  to  take  up  the 
fouling  of  the  previous  shot.  The  bullet  is 
lightly  seated  with  a  hand  tool  to  the  exact 
fit  of  the  shell  mouth  and  is  prevented  from 
receding  upon  the  powder  by  three  indents 
made  by  another  hand  tool.  In  fact,  every- 
thing is  hand  loaded  which  is  indeed  the  only 
way  to  obtain  real  success.  Bullets  sized 
down  .312  inches. 

As  showing  that  the  rifle  and  load  as  advo- 
cated )by  myself  is  practical  value  I  may 


mention  the  fact  that  during  the  past  winter 
season,  out  of  over  one  hundred  picked  shots 
in  the  Toronto  Indoor  Rifle  League  this 
rifle  holds  first  place  with  the  fair  record  of  3 
inners  only  for  the  whole  season,  two  of 
wnich  were  due  to  defective  shells  and  one  to 
poor  deliver},  thus  falling  only  3  points  short 
of  a  possible  season's  score.  The  last  five 
straight  matches  being  an  unbroken  run  of 
possibles,  surely  a  fair  performance  and 
vindicating  my  contentions  regarding  loads, 
etc. 

In  conclusion,  Mr.  Landis,  I  think  I  have 
pretty  fully  explained  all  that-  our  friend 
"P.  J."  Nelson,  B.C.,  can  reasonably  wish 
to  know  in  this  connection  and  if  at  any  time 
he  is  my  way  and  feels  inclined  and  will  let  me 
know  before  hand  of  his  visit,  I  shall  be  most 
pleased  to  show  him  all  I  can  with  regard  to 
my  rifle,  my  loads  and  other  things,  myself 
perhaps  included. 

Wishing  you  and  your  magazine  the  success 
you  alike  so  justly  merit.    Permit  me  to 

remain, 

Yours  most  faithfully, 
(Sgd)  John  Sharpe. 


Queries  and  Answers 


Editor,  Guns  Sz  Ammunition  Dept. 

Your  very  kind  and  fraternal  letter  of  the 
6th  ulto.  was  received  in  due  time,  and  I 
have  to  apologize  for  not  replying  ere  this, 
with  regard  to  giving  some  range  dope  for 
your  department  in  Rod  and  Gun.  There 
are  very  many  more  successful  rifle-shots  than 
I  in  Canada  who  have  won  their  place  on 
Bisley  Teams,  not  once  but  many  times, 
and  are  more  competent  than  I  to  give  in- 
structions, etc.,  in  the  sport  or  art  of  rifle 
shooting  on  the  range. 

It  is  true  I  am  an  old  "Bisley  shot."  I  am 
sixty-four  past.  I  won  a  place  on  the  BisleyTeam 
for  the  year  1903,  and  was  fortunate  enough 
to  be  chosen  from  our  team  of  twenty  to 
participate  in  the  principal  team  events: 
the  "Palma,"  and  "Mackinnon  Cup."  At  that 
time  we  were  restricted  to  the  plain  open  sights 
and  Lee  Enfield  Rifle  as  issued,  with  sliding 
bar  reversed,  blackened  and  a  number  of 
white  perpendicular  lines  drawn  on  same, 
about  six  minutes  apart,  so  as  to  be  ready  for 
sudden  changes  of  wind,  especially  at  long 
range.  Five  to  seven  lines  were  used,  with 
the  zero  line  the  longest,  aiming  over,  or 


anywhere  between  lines  as  required.  For 
instance,  at  1000  yds.  in  the  "Palma"  the 
average  was  13  feet  left,  just  outside  second 
line  from  zero.  My  score  at  this  range  in 
this  competition  was  sixty-five.  At  800  yds.  I 
made  a  mistake  in  aiming  over  the  wrong 
line,  and  got  an  outer  at  nine  o'clock.  Rifle 
shots  are  fortunate  in  having  peep  and  wind- 
gauge  sights  nowadays,  and  not  have  to  use 
such  crude  appliances  in  long  range  shooting. 
At  200  yards  we  used  the  plain  open  V,  at 
which  range  this  pattern  of  sight  was  well 
defined,  and  high  scores  on  the  seven  inch 
bull  were  made.  My  best  score  over  there  at 
this  range  was  eleven  bulls  stiaight  in  the 
"Gregory"  winning  7th  prize,  I  think  £2.  or 
$10.00.  I  made  three  other  seven  shot 
possibles  in  competitions  at  this  range  at 
Bisley. 

With  your  new  Springfield  and  good  ammun- 
ition, at  your  Camp  Perry  National  competi- 
tions, possibles  on  the  six-inch  bull  at  200 
yards,  will  be  very  frequent. 

We  have  had  no  Provincial  or  Dominion 
Rifle  Association  competitions  since  the  war 
began,  but  in  all  probability,  rifle  shooting  on 
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the  ranges  will  again  be,  as  imiversal  in  Canada 
as  previous  to  the  war.  My  eyesight  is  much 
impared  for  rifle  shooting  and  I  will  have  to 
give  place  to  younger  men.  I  indulge  in  a 
moose  hunt  each  autumn,  and  spend  a  good 
deal  of  time  salmon  fly  fishing  during  the 
season  on  our  small  and  much  depleted  salmon 
streams  in  Nova  Scotia. 

I  am  not  much  good  writing  articles. 
Twenty  to  twenty-five  years  ago  I  wrote  some 
for  Mr.  A.  C.  Gould  of  "Shooting  &  Fishing" 
on  Caribou  hunting  in  Newfoundland,  and 
hunting  the  moose  on  this  Province.  I  was  a 
subscriber  to  Mr.  Gould's  ,  first  venture, 
"The  Rifle"  and  continuously  to  its  successor 
"Shooting  &  Fishing"  until  it  merged  under 
new  management  as,  "Arms  and  the  Man;" 
and  got  many  helpful  hints  from  same. 

The  readers  of  Rod  and  Gun  are  to  be  con- 
gratulated on  the  excellence  of  your  Guns  & 
Ammunition  Dept.  Your  advice  as  to  rifles 
for  moose  hunting,  etc.,  I  can  heartily  endorse. 
I  am  now  using  for  moose  hunting  a  7mm 
Spanish  Mauser  which  I  got  from  Bannerman 
many  years  ago,  and  remodeled  to  sporting 
use,  and  consider  it  O.K.  for  my  use.  Have 
shot  six  moose  with  it  and  have  not  lost  a 
wounded  one.  I  first  had  a  Marble  Peep 
Sight  on  grip;  then  a  Lyman  No.  35  on 
receiver;  and  now  have  a  Lyman  Peep  at- 
tached to  end  of  sleeve  or  firing  pin,  fitting  it 
myself.  This  I  find  the  best  in  all  lights,  and 
I  still  have  the  receiver  sight  which  can  be 
attached  in  a  few  seconds  and  used  for  fine 
target  shooting  at  any  range. 

My  load  for  the  above  is  the  145  grain 
copper  tube  pointed  Ross  bullet,  a  supply  of 
which  I  got  from  Newton  in  Buffalo,  a  number 
of  years  ago.  My  powder  charge  is  48  grains 
DuPont  No.  15.  They  recommend  49  grains, 
and  stated  that  pressures  would  not  exceed 
50,000  lbs.  per  square  inch  with  this  bullet, 
and  that  muzzle  velocity  would  be  about  2800 
f.s.,  which  I  think  is  near  correct  for  my 
twenty-five  inch  barrel.  The  bullet,  although 
a  little  oversize,  does  not  seem  to  exceed  the 
pressures  above  given,  as  the  fired  primers, 
samples  of  which  I  have  forwarded  to  the 
DuPont  people,  do  not  indicate  dangerous 
pressures,  and  the  accuracy  is  fine. 

The  last  three  moose  were  shot  with  the 
145  grain  bullet. 

One  of  the  best  points  in  this  rifle  is  the 
stiff  barrel.  Sudden  changes  in  temperature 
from  very  low  to  high,  as  say  a  frosty  morning 
in  September  and  perhaps  a  70  degree  tem- 
perature in  afternoon  of  same  day,  make  no 
appreciable  difference  in  the  sighting;  also  a 


grain  or  so  in  amount  of  powder  is  not  noticed 
at  hunting  ranges.  This  is  in  marked  con- 
trast to  a  slender  barrel,  high  power  rifle  which 
I  once  used. 

Later  on  if  you  think  it  O.K.  I  will  write  a 
short  screed  on  the  value  of  snapping  practice 
for  young  shots;  or  old  shots  too,  for  that 
matter;  also  the  last  word  has  not  yet  been 
written  as  to  proper  cleaning  of  rifles  and 
other  firearms,  as  the  hundreds  of  ruined 
bores  of  rifles  especially,  that  one  sees  every- 
where, testify. 

I  find  I  have  added  more  to  this  letter  than 
I  intended.  Wishing  you  a  successful  season 
on  the  Rifle  Range. 

Yours  very  truly, 

James  Whyte. 

Berwick,  Nova  Scotia. 


Changes  in  "Savage"  Organization 

Mr.  A.  E.  Borie  has  resigned  as  President 
of  The  Savage  Arms  Corporation  and  has 
been  elected  Chairman  of  the  Board  of  Dir- 
ectors. Mr.  W.  L.  Wright,  formerly  Vice- 
President  and  General  Manager,  succeeds 
him  as  President. 

Mr.  F.  R.  Phillips  has  been  elected  Vice- 
President.  Mr.  F.  R.  Pleasonton  remains 
General  Works  Manager,  and  Mr.  Arthur 
F.  Hebard  has  been  appointed  General  Sales 
Manager. 

Mr.  F.  P.  Kelley  remains  Sales  Manager  of 
the  products  of  the  Company  manufactured 
at  their  Utica  Plant.  He  will  represent  the 
Company  in  the  Western  territory  and  Mr. 
Harry  E.  Haynes  will  be  the  Eastern  repre- 
sentative. 

The  Company  will  be  represented  in  Detroit 
by  Mr.  Brockolst  Mathewson. 


Remodeling  a  Ballard  Rifle. 

Editor,  Guns  Sc  Ammunition  Dept. 

I  am  coming  to  you  for  more  advice,  al- 
though the  World  War  kept  me  from  following 
out  your  previous  suggestions.  You  wrote 
me  in  regard  to  my  .25-25  Stevens,  and  now  I 
would  like  to  know  if  you  consider  the  action 
of  a  .38-55  Ballard  Pacific,  strong  enough  to 
stand  the  .25-35  closely  chambered  by  Mr. 
Niedner?  I  noticed  in  the  April  number  of 
Field  &  Stream,  that  the  Winchester  People 
have  stopped  the  manufacture  of  all  single 
shot,  falling  breech  block  actions,  except  the 
N.R.A. — .22  caliber.  I  can  get  the  aforesaid 
Ballard  for  about  $7.50.  Do  you  think  it  is 
strong  enough? 

I  ran  into  a  piece  of  good  luck  about  a 
year  ago.    I  bought  a  .22  cal.  Ballard  for 
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$5.00  and  had  the  barrel  relined.  When  I 
have  adjusted  the  sights  a  little  closer  I  will 
send  you  some  targets  that  it  made. 

To  be  more  explicit,  I  will  state  what  I 
intend  to  use  the  .25-35  for,  and  that  is  ground- 
hogs, crows  and  target  work.  I  believe  this 
barrel  with  a  twelve  inch  twist  would  be  a  more 
accurate  gun  than  with  a  fourteen  inch  twist, 
because  in  Lieut.  Col.  Whelen's,  "American 
Rifle"  he  says  that  this  cartridge  does  not 
shoot  well  if  the  velocity  is  reduced  to  that 
of  the  .25-20;  many  of  the  bullets  keyholing. 
Am  I  right  in  my  way  of  thinking? 

Should  I  get  such  a  gun?  I  may  put  a  Sidle 
'scope  on  it.  Do  you  consider  my  choice  of 
'scope  a  good  one?  My  choice  is  a  No.  45, 
four  power  with  removable  lens,  which  raises 
the  power  to  eight. 

R.  E.  Traber, 

Platteville,  Wis. 

Reply — Mr.  Niedner  does  not  bore  his  own 
rifle  barrels.  If  he  uses  a  Winchester  barrel, 
he  must  use  a  fourteen  inch  twist.  NIf  he 
can  secure  a  Marlin  or  Remington,  it  would 
be  bored  with  a  twelve  inch  twist.  I  under- 
stand he  purchases  the  barrels  and  recham- 
bers  them. 

I  think  that  your  .38-55  Ballard  action  will 
be  strong  enough,  especially  if  Mr.  Niedner 
bushes  the  firing  pin,  which  he  always  does. 

For  some  peculiar  reason  Lieut.  Col.  Whelen 
did  not  secure  good  accuracy  in  the  .25-35 
Winchester -Niedner  rifle  when  using  a  reduced 
charge  of  powder  and  metal  cased  bullets; 
but  he  did  secure  very  good  accuracy  when  he 
used  gas-check  cast  bullets. 

I  have  .never  used  the  Sidle  'scope  but  they 
have  a  very  good  reputation  among  riflemen. 

Editor. 


Wants  a  Bear  and  Moose  Rifle. 

Editor,  Guns  Sz  Ammunition  Dept. 

I  am  a  great  reader  of  your  magazine  and 
as  you  seem  to  satisfy  all  advice-seekers,  I 
would  be  very  glad  if  you  would  advise  me  on 
getting  a  rifle.  I  want  a  rifle  for  moose, 
bear  and  perhaps  deer,  but  mostly  for  the 
two  former. 

It  appears  that  the  expert  game  hunters 
prefer  a  gun  that  is  very  mobile,  even  if  they 
have  to  dispense  with  a  little  killing  power. 
That  is  all  right  for  anyone  who  can  'bunch' 
his  shots  on  a  flying  vision  of  deer  or  moose. 
However,  I  am  not  an  expert.  What  I 
want  is  a  gun  that  will  'paralyze'  a  big  moose 
or  bear,  if  I  have  the  good  luck  to  line  up  on 
one.  I  do  npt  object  to  a  little  extra  rifle- 
weight  or  extra  recoil  either,  as  long  as  ijL  will 


•decrease  my  chances  of  coming  home  'skunk- 
ed.' However,  I  would  like  one  that  has  a 
fairly  high  velocity  and  medium  length 
range. 

A  friend  advised  me  to  get  a  .451  but  I 
know  nothing  about  that  gun.  What  do  you 
think  of  it  for  my  purpose?  Will  you  please 
give  the  velocity,  range,  charge,  bullet,  etc., 
used  in  the  .451 ;  also  in  the  rifle  or  rifles  you 
suggest? 

Will  you  also  state  price  of  suggested  rifles 
and  where  they  may  be  obtained  and  advisable 
weight  of  bullet  to  be  used?  I  shall  use 
factory  loaded  shells  for  . this  fall. 

Thanking  you,  I  remain, 

John  W.  Smith, 

Port  Rowan,  Ont. 

Reply — In  reply  to  your  letter  I  would 
suggest  that  you  purchase  a  model  1895 
Winchester  rifle  for  the  .30-1906  cartridge, 
and  use  the  180  grain,  metal  cased,  soft 
point  bullet;  or  that  you  buy  the  same  rifle 
for  the  .35  Winchester  cartridge. 

Should  you  desire  an  automatic  rifle,  the 
.401  Winchester  or  the  .35  Remington  Auto- 
matic, would  suit  your  purpose  very  well. 

You  can  secure  these  rifles  from:  D.  Pike 
Co.  Ltd.,  123  King  street,  East,  Toronto, 

I  am  not  familiar  with  any  cartridge  known 
as  the  .451.  You  probably  refer  to  either  the 
.351  or  .401  Winchester  Automatics;  or  else 
the  .405  model  1895  Winchester. — Editor. 


Sighting  a  .22. 

Editor,  Guns  Sc  Ammunition  Dept. 

Yours  is  a  great  work  and  worthy  oi  the  com- 
pliments bestowed  upon  it — some  you  hear  of, 
but  of  most  you  do  not.  Rod  and  Gun  is  to 
be  congratulated,  for  I  doubt  if  it  ever  loses 
a  real  friend,and  is  always  gaining  new  ones. 

If  not  asking  too  much,  1  would  be  glad  to 
hear  from  you  at  an  early  date,  concerning  the 
following:  Believing  that  a  .22  Savage 
Repeater  1914  Model  (New),  equipped  with 
good  sights,  will  give  good  results,  will  you 
please  advise  what  sights,  in  your  judgment, 
would  be  best  suited  for  one  having  certain 
typical  inclinations,  both  indoors  and  out- 
doors, with  such  a  rifle,  and  who  never  did 
much  with  any  rifle,  except  miss  occasionally 
a  6  inch  bull  at  200  yards,  standing — one  year 
espe-ciaily,  with  an  "Army  Issue." 

I  hope  you  will  give  me  full  advice  in  this 
connection,  for,  whjle  I  have  read  much  con- 
cerning rifle  and  sight  dope,  I  assuredly  cannot 
claim  to  have  any  specific  or  practical  know- 
ledge. 

When  I  speak  of  good  results  (all  things 
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being  relative)  I  simply  express  a  desire  for 
such:  better  results  for  example,  than  befell 
my  lot  with  an  old  Flobert,  which  some  years 
ago  was  the  pride  of  many  a  lad's  heart. 
This  reminds  me,  your  articles,  and  those 
of  your  associates,  are  scientifically  interesting 
but  I  rarely  get  to  hear  of  how  all  you  experts 
started  in  the  game.  I  mentioned  my  first 
rifle — the  old  Fiobert  (You  all  remember  it) 
but  will  no  one  confess  of  having  made  just 
a  few  "misses"  attributed  to  the  minor 
defect  of  say  four  solid  inches  of  solid  lead 
being  jammed  in  mid-barrel? 

Now,  to  finish  up,  I  am  getting  a  supply  of 
.22  Lesmok  long  rifle  cartridges  with  hollow 
point  bullet,  for  small  game  shooting,  unless 
you  advise  otherwise.  Is  it  best  to  use  the 
same  ammunition  for  short  range  target 
work  ? 

Can  you  conveniently  give  me  any  figures 
approximating  the  velocity  and  energies  at 
muzzle,  25  yards  and  50  yards  of — Firstly; 
.22  long  rifle  cheap  smokeless  cartridges  in  the 
Winchester  single  shot  1902  Model,  and 
Secondly;  of  afore  mentioned  Savage  Re- 
peater and  Lesmok  cartridges?  Should  you 
conjecture  that  I  am  aiming  to  jump  from  the 
little  rifle  and  cheap  ammunition,  to  the 
other  class  of  Savage  and  Lesmok,  you  are 
right,  and  our  thanks  are  due  you. 

Yow'H  again  hear  from  me,  if  I  have  any- 
thing worth  while  to  tell  about  "Dead  Crows 
and  Targets."  N 

W.  E.  Henthorn,  M.E. 

Montreal,  Can. 

Reply — In  reply  to  your  letter  of  April  16th, 
I  would  recommend  Lyman  No.  2A,  and  No. 
8,  as  being  a  very  practical  set  of  sights  for 
the  Model  1914  Savage  rifle  for  all  purposes. 

The  .22  hollow  point  bullet  is  all  right  but 
the  solid  point  will  probably  be  slightly  more 
accurate. 

The  muzzle  energy  of  the  .22  long  rifle 
cartridge  would  be  about  85  ft.  lbs.,  and  pos- 
sibly 70  ft.  lbs.  at  50  yards.  There  would  be 
no  appreciable  difference  between  the  bal- 
listics from  the  two  rifles. 

I  notice  that  you  think  it's  about  time  for 
me  to  confess  some  of  my  past  sins.  After 
reading  my  life's  history  in  Rod  and  Gun,  I 
agree  with  you  as  I  think  it  would  help  to 
square  matters  with  the  readers.  The  best 
hunting  experience  that  I  ever  had  happened 
when  I  was  quite  young.  I  missed  twelve 
straight  quail  one  day  and  the  next  day  I 
shot  at  thirteen  and  winged  only  one  of  them, 
and  it  ran  under  a  brush  pile.  .  It  was  nec- 
essary to  tear  down  the  whole  brush  pile  to  get 


that  one  quail  but  I  eventually  succeeded.  I 
had  more  fun  catching  that  one  quail  than  you 
could  imagine.  . 

Another  time  when  I  started  out  with  my 
first  rifle  and  shot  at  my  first  squirrel,  I  man- 
aged to  place  a  bullet  through  both  eyes  at 
fully  60  yards.  Immediately,  I  imagined 
that  rifle  shooting  was  quite  a  simple  matter. 
After  failing  to  shoot  another  squirrel  that 
season,  I  changed  my  point  of  view  consid- 
erably. 

I  remember  knocking  a  squirrel  off  of  a  tree 
and  on  running  to  pick  it  up  I  fell  over  a  log 
that  was  at  least  two  feet  thick.  In  falling 
over  the  log  I  broke  my  rifle  stock,  and  in 
doing  so,  discovered  for  the  first  time  that 
that  log  existed.  Those  were  great  days  but 
some  of  them  had  better  not  be  spoken  of|in 
company.  . 

On  another  occasion  I  fired  possibly  thirty- 
five  cartridges  at  a  hawk  before  finally  hitting 
it.  From  this  you  can  understand  that  I 
have  occasionally  missed  something.  Well, 
misses  do  not  occur  so  frequently  at  the 
present  time,  still  they  occur  and  I  suppose 
I  might  as  well  own  up  to  it. 

I  hope  that  after  this  confession  you  will 
feel  that  your  case  is  not  altogether  hopeless. 

Editor. 

Cleaning  a  Leaded  Barrel. 

Editort  Guns  &  Ammunition  Dept., 

Will  you  kindly  let  me  know  how  to  clean 
a.22W.R.  F.  rifle? 

I  have  a  .22  W.  R.  F.  Mod.  1890  Winches- 
er  rifle  that  is  slightly  leaded.  What  would 
I  use  to  clean  it  and  where  could  I  get  it? 
Is  there  any  place  I  could  send  it  to  have  it 
cleaned? 

A  Constant  Reader. 

Carman,  Man., 

Reply —  The  best  way  to  remove  lead 
would  be  to  use  a  good  stiff  brass  brush,  and 
scrub  it  out  well  with  this  brush.  Use  a 
.22  caliber  Marble  brush,  or  a  .25  caliber 
brush  that  has  been  used  slightly.  If  this 
will  not  take  it  out,  plug  one  end  of  the  barrel 
with  a  cork,  then  partly  fill  the  barrel  with 
quick  silver  and  run  this  back  and  forth  in 
the  barrel  occasionally.  The  lead  will  amal- 
gamate with  the  quick  silver. 

If  you  cannot  remove  all  of  the  lead  in  this 
manner  send  the  barrel  to  the  Winchester 
factory.    — Editor. 

Notes  on  Deer  Rifles. 

Editor,  Guns  &  Ammunition  Dept. 
I  wish  to  congratulate  C.  S.  Landis  for  his 
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version  in  selecting  a  rifle  for  deer,  entitled 
"common  sense  in  purchasing  firearms."  I 
notice  in  eveny  Rod  and  Gun  someone  asking 
the  question  as  to  the  best  rifle  for*  killing 
deer. 

Now  I  have  used  a  rifle  upwards  to  thirty 
years  (not  so  very  long  either)  but  in  that  time 
I  have  learned  considerable  about  care, 
ability  and  how  to  handle  a  rifle.  I  was  so 
impressed  with  the  writing  about  the  .30-30 
carbine  that  I  could  not  refrain  from  congratu- 
lating the  writer. 

Now  I  hear  someone  say  "I  bet  he  uses  a 
.30-30  Carbine."  Well,  I  have  used  one  but 
now  use  a  .32  Winchester  Special  Carbine, 
and  I  believe  Mr.  Landis  would  also  endorse 
this  gun  as  there  is  very  little  difference 
between  the  two. 

The  reason  I  use  the  writer  of  "Common 
Sense  in  Purchasing  Firearms,"  as  an  example 
is  that  his  writing  gives  me  the  impression 
that  he  is  a  practical  man  and  has  used  prob- 
ably as  many  different  calibers  and  makes  of 
rifles  as  the  ordinary  hunter,  and  that  he 
believes  a  thing  to  be  true  when  he  sees 
it,  not  by  picking  up  catalogues  of  different 
gun  makers,  and  using  their  tables  of  ballistics 
on  velocity,  penetration, trajectory  and  then 
judging  the  best  killing  gun. 

In  my  expeSrience,  penetration  is  not  exact- 
ly the  best  feature  in  a  gun  for  killing  ability. 
I  notice  in  last  month's  Rod  and  Gun  in  the 
killing  power  of  the  .250-3000,  how  you  would 
pick  your  game  up  where  they  were  hit, 
not  50,  100  or  200  yds.  from  where  you  shot 
them. 

Listen  friend,  I  hove  s.  en  deer  picked 
up  over  a  half  a  mile  from  where  they  were 
hit  with  a  .250-3000  and  have  also  followed 
blood  on  a  track  and  never  found  the  deer. 
I  am  not  saying  that  if  the  same  deer  was  shot 
in  the  same  place  with  a  .30-30  that  they 
would  have  dropped  on  the  spot,  but  I  do  say 
that  they  would  not  have  run  any  further  than 
when  they  were  shot  with  a  .250-3000. 

With  my  experience,  I  truthfully  and  with- 
out prejudice  believe  for  the  all  round  rifle  a 
.30-30  Carbine  or  .32  Special  Carbine  weigh- 
ing only  6%  lbs.  makes  the  finest  little  gun 
for  deer,  that  is  in  the  market  (and  make  no 
mistake  they  will  kill  moose  too)  and  I  be- 
lieve and  have  reasons  to  believe  that 
in  Northern  Ontario  they  are  like  Ford  cars. 
Why?  Because  you  can  buy  ammunition 
at  a  reasonable  price  anywhere,  and  they 
certainly  deliver  the  goods  if  you  hold  "them 
on." 

Port  Colborne,  Ont.  J.  S.  Sherk. 


Reply— Glad  you  liked  my  article.. 

C.  S.  Landis. 
Dept.  Editor. 


Notes  on  the  .250-3000. 

Editor,  Guns  &  Ammunition  Dept., 

I  have  been  an  ardent  reader  of  Rod  and 
Gun  for  the  past  ten  years  at  least.  I  have 
never  contributed  to  its  columns  but  have 
always  read itfrom cover  to  cover  with  interest. 
I  do  not  claim  to  be  a  gun  expert,  a  shooting 
expert,  a  big  game  hunter  or  a  story  teller, 
but  have  done  a  little  of  each. 

In  the  way  oij  firearms  I  have  used  quite  a 
number  of  different  kinds,  from  the  old 
muzzle  loaders  to  the  automatics.  At  the 
present  time  my  arsenal  consists  of  a  Standard 
Automatic  Rifle,  using  the  .35  Special  Cart- 
ridge, and  a  .250-3000  Savage.  In  small 
rifles,  I  have  a  Savage  .22  Automatic  1912 
model  and  a  Savage  tubular  Magazine  1914 
model. 

In  shot  guns,  I  use  a  12  gauge  Tournament 
grade  both  for  game  and  trap  shooting,  also 
a  20  gauge,  both  Winchesters,  and  also  a 
couple  of  revolvers.  I  generally  get  my 
game  with  either  shot  gun  or  rifle.  I  have 
a  Western  Automatic  Trap  for  Blue  Rocks, 
a-s_  «  Du  Pont  Hand  Trap. 

Bt-m^  handicapped  in  such  a  small  place 
in  keeping  up  a  gun  club,  I  installed  the 
Automatic  for  mv  own  pleasure.  I  am  a 
fair  trap  shooter,  and  occasionally  am  able 
to  enjoy  a  shoot  with  the  Moose  Jaw  Gun 
Club,  and  my  Winchester  generally  manages 
to  give  a  good  account  of  itself. 

Speaking  of  rifles,  it  was  an  article  in.  your 
April  Number  of  Rod  and  Gun  headed 
"Deer  Rifles"  by  P.  A.  L.  that  is  responsible 
for  my  sudden  outburst.  This  has  reference 
to  the  .250-3000  Savage.  Several  times  I 
have  read  articles  about  these  rifles  in  your 
magazine  and  I  am  the  proud  possessor  of  one 
of  these  sure  death  dealers.  Having  shot 
moose,  elk  and  deer  with  it  and  knowing 
from  experience  the  killing  power  of  this 
little  rifle,  and  then  to  read  articles  in  my 
favorite  magazine,  recommending  such  a 
rifle  as  I  have  as  "A  GOOD  CROW  OR 
WOOD-CHUCK  GUN,"  ypu  may  be  able 
to  imagine  what  kind  of  a  feeling  I  experienced 
and  especially  against  the  Editor  as  it  was  a^ 
recommendation  of  his,  I  thought  if  this 
gentleman  had  ever  lived  on  the  prairie,  he 
would  have  been  recommending  it  for  a  good 
gopher  gun. 

I  have  not  been  able  to  get  out  big  game 
hunting  the  past  two  seasons,  but  the  year 
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revious  I  secured  a  large  elk  at  a  distance  of 
140  yds.,,  with  a  neck  shot,  and  it  only  re- 
quired one. 

This  animal  was  stone  dead  when  I  reached 
him,  and  it  was  only  a  very  few  minutes.  It 
was  my  first  elk, and  you  can  get  up  consider- 
able speed  on  an  occasion  of  that  kind. 

The  previous  year  I  secured  a  fair  sized 
moose,  only  42  inch  spread,  with  a  "behind 
the  shoulder  shot"  at  a  distance  of  100  yards. 
This  animal  did  not  have  time  to  straighten 
his  legs  out  properly  before  life  had  departed. 
I  have  cited  these  two  instances  in  support 
of  the  big  little  gun,  the  .250-3000  Savage. 

It  was  with  a  thrill  of  pleasure  that  I  read 
the  article  referred  to  when  the  rifle  was  even 
recommended  as  the  best  deer  rifle.  I  have 
a  hunting  partner  who  also  uses  the  .250-3000 
and  he  never  fails  to  get  his  limit. 

Will  send  you  later  a  photo  of  a  deer  head, 
which  I  secured  last  fall,  and  which  is  a  very 
nice  specimen. 

In  comparing  the  .250-3000  with  the  .256 
Newton,  I  only  speak  from  my  experience  with 
the  rifle  I  am  using,  having  never  used  a 
Newton.  I  do  not  know  anything  about  it, 
but  if  it  is  a  better  killer  than  the  Savage,  I 
will  have  to  have  one,  but  it  has  to  go  some 
at  that. 

I  am  only  waiting  an  opportunity  to  try 
this  rifle  on  some  of  the  game  found  in  the 
Rockies,  which  no  doubt  will  be  a  little  more 
exciting  than  moose,  elk  or  deer.  With  best 
wishes  to  Rod  and  Gun,  I  am 

Yours  very  truly, 

A.  S.  MacDonald, 

Expanse,  Sask. 

Reply — You  will  understand  of  course, 
that  the  .250-3000  may  be  reloaded  with  a 
mid  range  load  and  when  so  loaded  it  is  a 
cracker-jack  woodchuck  and  crow  gun.  You 
hit  your  two  moose  exactly  right.  Wait 
until  you  shoot  a  few  in  the  hips.  You  may 
then  lose  some  of  your  enthusiasm  for  a 
light  bullet  as  a  moose  killer. — Editor. 


•         The  Stevens  High  Power  Rifles. 

Editor,  Guns  &  Ammunition  Dept. 

Allow  me  to  say  a  few  words  on  the  Stevens 
High  Power  rifles.  I  note  on  Pages  1432 
of  the  May  Rod  and  Gun  in  Canada,  an  in- 
quiry about  them  and  as  I  am  somewhat  of  a 


gun  crank,  will  give  my  opinion  of  the  Stevens 
High  Power  rifle.  I  have  used  the  .44-40 
Winchester  &  Marlin,  .38-40  Winchester  & 
Marlin,  .30-30  Winchester,  Marlin  &  Savage, 
.38-55  Marlin,  .32-40  Winchester  .303  British, 
.303  Savage,  .35  Remington  Caliber  Stevens 
rifle  and  .351  Automatic  Winchester,  also  a.22 
High  Power  Savage,  and  of  them  all,  my 
choice  of  an  all  around  deer  and  black  bear 
rifle  is  the  Stevens.  I  have  lost  but  one 
deer  that  I  hit  with  the  .35  Remington 
Stevens  and  I  used  it  three  years  and  killed 
all  the  deer  that  the  law  allows  and  have 
loaned  it  to  several  friends.  They  all  say 
that  it  is  the  best  deer  gun  they  ever  used. 
I  like  the  automatic  very  well  but  foi  accurate 
shooting,  give  me  the. 35  Remington  Stevens. 
I  like  the  .303  Savage  fairly  well  only  it  is 
made  in  a  boy's  size.  If  the  Savage  people 
would  put  out  a  rifle  that  would  handle  a 
cartridge  like  the  .303  British  and  have  a  22 
or  23  inch  barrel  weighing  about  1%  to  8 
pounds  then  they  would  have  a  man's  size 
rifle.  I  think  their  style  of  magazine  and 
safety  cannot  be  beaten  in  a  hammerless 
rifle,  but  I  am  inclined  to  be  old  fashioned  and 
am  in  favor  of  the  hammer  lever  action  rifle 
and  heavy  bullet.  I  have  had  a  lot  of  crip- 
pled deer  get  away  with  the  smaller  bore 
rifles  but  when  the  .35  Remington  Stevens 
cracks,  the  deer  falls  as  though  it  had  been 
struck  with  a  sledge  hammer. 

The  largest  deer  I  ever  killed  dressed  246 
pounds  and  was  shot  at  about  200  to  225 
yards.  The  bullet  went  in  the  neck  just 
back  of  the  head  and  came  part  way  out 
on  the  left  shoulder.  I  say  part  way  out 
because  the  butt  e/id  of  the  bullet  was  out 
through  the  skin  and  the  mushroomed  end  of 
the  bullet  remained  inside.  By  using  the 
point  of  my  knife  I  got  the  bullet  out  and  have 
it  yet.  Would  say  that  if  P.  J.  Nelson  wants 
a  good  deer  and  black  bear  rifle  he  will  make 
no  mistake  in  purchasing  a  Stevens  High 
Power.  I  also  understand  that  the 
Stevens  Arms  &  Tool  Company  make  the 
1910  model  High  Power  Rifle  in  other  stand- 
ard calibers. 

J.  S.  Burton. 

Fassett,  Quebec. 

Reply — Thank  you  for  this  interesting 
letter  of  information. 


The  Black  Bass 


Archie  P. 
(All  rights 

I PRESUME  every  angler's  knowledge  of 
game  fish  and  their  habits  is  based, 
largely,  on  his  personal  experience  with 
them.  It  is  indeed  a  brave  man  who  will  pose 
as  an  authority  on  any  one  of  the  fighting 
denizens  of  stream  or  lake,  and  I  believe 
all  "Old  Timers"  will  agree  with  me  when  I 
say  that  the  longer  arid  closer  the  study  of 
game  fish,  the  least  inclined  is  the  student  to 
make  a  positive  statement  of  fact  concerning 
them. 

Game  fish  form  a  most  interesting  field  of 
study,  no  doubt  about  that,  and  it  is  not  at 
all  difficult  for  one  to  secure  a  lot  olf  worth- 
while knowledge  concerning  them.  Every 
boy  who  has  poled  a  boat  through  the  sandy 
shallows,  during  the  first  warm  d/ays  of  May, 
has  come  across  a  bass  nest  of  pebbles  from 
which  the  female  bass  has  scooted  like  an 
angry  bird  only  to  return  and  hover  close  to 
her  eggs,  ready  to  do  battle  to  her  intruder. 
At  such  time  she  is  easily  captured  on  any 
kind  of  lure.  But  she  bites  because  she  is 
angry,  not  because  she  is  hungry.  Of  course 
no  boy  possessing  the  instincts  of  a  sportsman 
will  catch  her  at  this  time,  but  will  leave  her 
to  guard  her  spawn  and  marshall  and  protect 
her  young  when  they  break  like  tiny  hairs 
from  the  little  round  eggs. 

So  likewise  with  the  trout  who  seek  the 
deepest  holes  in  the  stream  and  lay  their 
spawn  in  the  early  autumn.  Their  spawning 
and  living-habits  up  to  a  certain  point  are 
not  difficult  to  learn.  It  is  the  roaming  and 
feeding  habits  of  game  fish  that  baffle  most 
of  us;  particularly  those  of  the  Black  Bass. 

THE  GAME  BLACK  A  ROAMER. 

Has  not  some  confiding  nimrod  said  to 
you;  "I  know  the  dandiest  spot  for  bass." 

But  does  he?  Perhaps  after  going  along 
with  him  and  fishing  that  "Spot"  all  morning, 
with  not  so  much  as  a  strike,  you'll  doubt  his 
sincerity.  He'll  say,  "Can't  understand  it 
at  all.  Caught  nine  beauties  here  only  last 
week."  There  you  are.  The  fact  that  he 
caught  nine  bass  in  a  certain  spot  last  week 
offers  no  guarantee  that  he  will  take  bass  in  a 
certain  spot  whenever  he  so  desires.  And 
there  are  anglers — some  of  them  old  enough 
to  know  better — who  will  argue  that  bass 
hold  pretty  well  to  the  same  feeding-ground. 


reserved.) 

ir 

This  is,  in  a  measure,  true  of  the  "Large 
Mouth,"  who  is  a  frequenter  of  shallows, 
holding  to  sunken  log  or  deep  hole  along  shore. 
Catch  him,  and  another  homeless  Big  Mouth 
is  pretty  sure  to  take  possession  of  his  home. 
This  is  why  a  certain  log  or  hole  may  afford  a 
strike  morning  after  morning. 

But  the  fighting,  game  small  mouth  is  an 
entirely  different  fish  from  his  big,  indolent 
cousin.  He  makes  company  and  very  often 
during  the  warm  days  of  the  open  season , 
travels  in  schools.  Unlike  the  trout  who 
is  seemingly  always  hungry,  he  feeds,  it  would 
seem,  only  periodically.  There  are  days 
when  no  lure  will  tempt  him.  On  the  other 
hand,  there  are  days,  providing  luck  leads 
you  across  the  school,  when  you  may  catch 
your  limit  easily. 

A  Small  Mouth  who  got  away  with  a  hook 
and  part  of  leader  was  caught  the  following 
day  six  miles  remote  from  the  scene  of  battle. 
Similar  cases  have  been  cited  by  anglers, 
which  proves  conclusively  that  this  game 
fish  is  not  given  to  loafing  in  one  spot.  Na- 
turally the  question  arises  "Would  not  this 
particular  fish,  crazed  by  the  barb  in  his  jaw, 
put  as  great  a  distance  as  possible  between 
himself  and  the  danger-zone?"  He  might, 
but  never  has  he  been  known  to  do  it;  in  fact, 
his  fighting  spirit  being  fully  roused,  he  is 
inclined  rather  to  hold  his  ground  and  attach 
with  indomitable  spirit  any  lure  offered 
him.  His  companions,  however,  may  become 
frightened  by  the  strange  antics  of  the  hooked 
fish  and  move  away.  Undoubtedly  this  is 
why  an  unskilfully-handled  fish  will  often 
spoil  a  promising  morning's  sport. 

BASS  GROUNDS. 

Of  course  all  fisherman  have  their  favorite 
waters.  Some  sojourn  each  season  to  the 
river,  bay  or  lake  which  they  fished  when  a 
boy;  the  bass  may  not  be  as  plentiful  as  of 
yore  but  the  same  old  lights  and  shadows, 
scents  and  restfulness  are  there,  and  after 
all  that's  a  great  deal.  Others  will,  of  ne- 
cessity, journey  farther  remote  in  search  of 
the  sport  they  desire.  Northern  Ontario  is 
the  Mecca  to  which  many  anglers  are  turning 
to-day,  Algonquin  Park,  the  three  million 
acre  game  preserve  of  the  Ontario  Govern- 
ment with  its  thousands  of  spring  fed  lakes 
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and  deep  streams  being  noted  for  its  big 
trout  and  bass.  Here  in  this  veritable  wilder- 
ness one  may  follow  swift  stream  for  speckled 
beauties,  whip  the  ripples  at  morning  or 
evening  with  bass-fly,  or  fish  the  deep  waters 


for  the  lordly,  greyling  trout  with  satisfying 
results.  Modern  hotels,  with  every  comfort 
go  far  towards  making  this  spot  the  fishing 
rendezvous  of  anglers  from  all  points  of  the 
continent. 


The  Rational  Utilization  of  Game 

Read  before  the  National  Conference  on  Game  and  Wild  Life  Protection,  at  Ottawa, 

February  18  and  19,  1919. 

William  T.  HornadAy 
Director,  New  York  Zoological  Park 


IN  every  new  country,'  man  struggles 
mightily  to  harmonize  with  his  environ- 
ment, and  survive.  Naturally,  it  is  the 
newest  countries  that  contain  the  most  wild 
life.  Itfts  the  way  of  the  average  frontiersman 
to  make  war  on  the  game,  and  war  on  every 
man  who  seriously  attempts  to  protect  it 
from  his  onslaughts. 

In  every  country,  new  or  old,  the  utilization 
of  the  wild  game,  and  its  perpetuation  or 
extinction,  are  all  determinable  by  the  in- 
exorable rules  of  logic,  and  of  reasoning  from 
cause  to  effect. 

The  interests  of  a  great  number  of  people 
are  paramount  to  the  interests  of  a  few.  To 
the  conservationist  of  natural  resources, 
waste  is  abhorrent,  and  the  extermination  of 
valuable  species  is  a  crime.  The  robbery  of 
posterity  is  wicked  and  repulsive:  and  all 
robbery  deserves  to  be  either  prevented  or 
punished. 

In  every  well-settled  country  containing 
a  fair  supply  of  game  birds,  game  and  fur 
quadrupeds  and  food  fishes,  the  questions 


involved  in  the  taking  and  utilization  of 
those  assets  of  nature  create  an  irrepressible 
conflict.  Every  country  produces  its  annual 
crop  of  uncompromising  destroyers,  and 
some  countries  contain  a  few  real  conser- 
vators. 

The  western  world  contains  few  fanatics 
of  the  oriental  type  to  whom  all  killing  is 
abhorrent  and  wicked.  The  white  races  of 
men  believe  in  the  doctrine  of  legitimate 
sport  and  sensible  utilization:  but  the  game- 
hog  is  a  constant  menace. 

The  game-hog  is  a  factor  with  which  every 
government  and  every  individual  game  pro- 
tector must  reckon.  *  In  the  slaughter  of 
game  he  has  no  conscience,  and  to  him  game 
laws  are  an  intolerable  evil.  He  is  utterly 
devoid  of  sentimental  or  scientific  interest  in 
wild  life,  and  he  will  go  far  to  kill  the  last 
representative  of  a  species  in  order  to  boast  of 
it. 

Some  game-hogs  who  are  honestly  ignorant 
of  what  they  are,  can  be  educated  out  of  their 
evil  ways,  and  reformed:  but  others  can  not 
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be.  The  last  annual  report  of  the  New  York 
State  Conservation  Commissioner,  George 
D.  Pratt,  contains  this  striking  passage  re- 
garding the  confirmed  game-hogs  of  the 
Adirondacks  who  slaughter  deer  illegally,  and 
for  whom  on  one  can  plead  the  excuse  of 
ignorance.    Commissioner  Pratt  says; 

"An  analysis  of  the  violations  thus  reveals 
that  they  were  due  not  to  dissatisfaction  with 
any  one  law,  but  to  general  contempt  for 
the  Conservation  Law  per  se.  The  protectors, 
disguised  as  sportsmen,  were  all  required  to 
report  whether  the  hunters  in  the  camps  to 
which  they  were  assigned  operated  on  the 
general  plan  of  killing  practically  anything 
that  they  saw,  and  more  than  two-thirds  of 
the  protectors  answered  this  question  in  the 
affirmative.  The  result  of  this  determination 
is  shown  in  101  deer  that  came  within  the 
protectors'  immediate  knowledge, — in  most 
cases  under  their  personal  observation. 
Forty-six  were  bucks,  44  were  does.,  and  11 
were  fawns  of  both  sexes.  It  was  a  matter 
of  great  interest  in  one  camp  that  one  man 
had  killed  eight  does  in  the  season,  while 
another  at  the  same  camp,  by  a  singular 
coincidence,  had  killed  eight  bucks. 

"There  were  many  more  illegally  killed 
deer  than  those  mentioned  above,"  says  the 
Commissioner,  "regarding  which  the  pro- 
tectors obtained  evidence  that  resulted  in 
settlements  or  convictions.  Cases  arising 
from  the  1917  work  weie  settled  for  $3,511.50. 
They  involved  79  individuals  and  more  than 
125  violations.  Already  in  1918,  38  cases 
have  been  settled,  with  a '  total  recovery 
so  far  of  $4,245.00.  The  1918  cases  alone 
will  number  between  200  and  300  when  all 
have  been  closed. 

"The  Commission  wishes  particularly  to 
point  out  that  the  violations  of  the  deer  law 
involve  no  particular  class  or  locality  more 
than  another.  Men  of  all  walks  of  life  are 
involved,  and  even  some  women,  who  de- 
liberately stood  upon  runways  in  wait  for 
deer  that  were  being  run  by  dogs.  Efforts 
to  correct  the  old,  outworn  point  of  view 
regarding  wild  life — a  point  of  view  that  would 
make  game  the  property  of  whoever  can  get 
it,  regardless  of  law — must  accordingly  be 
directed  to  every  class  and  locality.** 

Now,  in  the  making  of  laws,  it  is  always 
necessary  to  make  the  laws  adequate  to  curb 
the  worst  elements.  No  sooner  is  a  new 
game  law  enacted  than  the  human  vultures 
who  prey  upon  wild  life  immediately  scrutinize 
it  and  study  it  in  order  to  find  its  weak  spots, 
and  to  plan  evasions.    It  is  this  devilisfi  spirit 


of  criminality  that  renders  it  so  difficult  to 
provide  for  the  utmost  utilization  of  wild  game 
as  food  for  man.  Whenever  we  see  the 
day  wheiein  all  men  will  gladly  obey  the 
spirit  of  a  law,  as  well  as  its  stern  letter,  then 
we  may  say  that  the  millenium  of  game  pro- 
tection has  arrived. 

The  continuous  development  of  the  in- 
terior regions  of  Alaska  and  northern  Canada, 
the  increase  in  power  transportation,  of  min- 
ing and  of  general  exploitation,  has  brought  a 
corresponding  increase  of  pressure  on  the 
remainders  of  big  game.  The  valleys  of 
very  few  navigable  streams  now  contain  any 
considerable  remainder  of  moose,  caribou, 
mountain  sheep  or  bear.  To  find  big  game 
now  it  is  necessary  to  strike  into  the  interior. 
The  great  herds  of  caribou  that  only  forty 
years  ago  came  within  gunshot  of  St.  Michaels, 
Alaska,  at  the  mouth  of  the  Yukon,  have  van- 
ished from  the  lower  Yukon  almost  as  com- 
pletely as  if  they  never  had  Known'that  region. 
Now  the  residents  of  St.  Michaels  must  travel 
hundreds  of  miles  to  find  the  nearest  herds  of 
the  caribou  millions. 

But  the  disappearance  of  northern  big  game 
is  a  large  subject,  and  not  to  be  entered  upon 
here.  We  are  concerned  with  the  rational 
utilization  of  the  stock  that  remains.  The 
practical  questions  now  before  the  people 
of  Canada  and  Alaska  are  as  follows; 

(1)  .  How  can  we  secure  the  most  thorough 

legitimate  utilization  of  wild  game? 

(2)  .  How  can  wastefulness  be  prevented? 

and 

(3)  .  How  can  the  continuity  of  "Supply  be 

insured? 

The  moment  we  undertake  to  conserve  big 
game  in  the  northern  two-thirds  of  Alaska, 
which  is  north  of  the  62nd  parallel  of  latitude, 
we  come  up  against  some  strenuous  demands 
for  the  sale  of  game.  Fairbanks  now  is  the 
storm  -centre  of  a  new  demand,  for  the  sale  of 
game  all  the  year  round,  instead  of  in  the  open 
season  only.  Most  Alaskans  believe  that  the 
game  of  Alaska  belongs  to  the  people  of  that 
territory,  that  they  should  administer  it  as 
they  think  best,  and  above  all,  that  the  sale 
of  game  is  not  only  right,  but  absolutely 
necessary. 

In  1918,  it  was  noted  that  the  laws  of  the 
United  States  were  permitting  the  sale  of 
moose,  mountain  sheep  and  caribou  meat, 
during  the  open  season  for  hunting,  every- 
where in  Alaska  north  of  Latitude  62,  and 
that  during  the  year  1917,  6,000  pounds  of 
big  game  meat  lawfully  had  been  fed  to  the 
labourers  employed  in  the  construction  of 
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the*Alaska  Central  Railway,  actually  under 
the  supervision  of  the  present  Governor  of 
Alaska.  That  large  figure  was  given  by  Mr. 
Thomas  Riggs  himself,  then  Alaskan  Railway 
Commissioner,  at  the  hearing  on  the  Sulzer 
Bill,  in  Congress,  on  March  5,  1918. 

The  Sulzer  bill  proposed  that  mountain 
sheep,  moose  and  caribou  meat  should  be 
sold  all  the  year  round,  everywhere  north  of 


Every  conservator  of  American  big  game 
is  at  least  partially  aware  of  the  conditions 
that  surround  white  people  who  live  all  the 
year  round  in  the  northern  regions  of  Canada 
and  Alaska.  Away  from  the  influence  of 
the  lines  of  power  transportation,  the  procur- 
ing of  supplies  of  fresh  meat  from  the  flocks 
and  herds  of  the  stock-raiser  and  farmer  is  an 
impossibility.    And  it  is  not  good  that  men, 


William  T.  Hornaday,  Sc.  D. 


Latitude  62  degrees,  and  it  was  ardently 
supported  by  Mr.  Riggs  and  the  people  of 
Fairbanks.  The  new  measure  seemed  to  be 
so  destructive  to  the  big  game  of  Alaska  that 
the  Sulzer  bill  was  easily  killed.  The  episode 
emphasized  with  new  force  the  fact  that  a 
new  game  act  for  Alaska  now  has  become  an 
absolute  necessity,  and  must  be  worked  out 
in  the  near  future. 


women  and  children  should  be  compelled 
to  subsist  for  long  periods  on  no  other  flesh 
food  than  dried  fish,  dried  venison,  bacon  and 
ham.  If  we  concede  that  it  is  right  for  the 
trader,  ,  the  missionary  and  the  soldier  of 
fortune  to  live  in  the  far  north,  and  rear 
families  there,  then  we  must  concede  that 
they  are  entitled  to  some  supplies  of  fresh 
meat  from  the  wild  herds  that  can  afford  them , 
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without  the  risk  of  extermination.  In  the 
language  of  commerce,  we  believe  that  they 
are  entitled  to  all  that  the  traffic  will  stand. 

The  question  is,  how  can  we  meet  the 
legitimate  needs  of  the  widow  of  Fort 
Churchill,  the  trader  at  Fort  Resolution  and 
the  missionary  at  Point  Harrow,  without  the 
risk  of  annihilating  the  breeding  stock? 
Let  us  assume  that  no  one  of  these  can  go 
out,  license  in  hand,  and  themselves  hunt  and 
kill  their  own  lawful  quota  of  game. 

In  tne  utilization  of  the  wild  game  food  of 
those  regions,  the  non-hunters  must  not  be 
fatally  penalized  because  of  their  physical  or 
other  disabilities  that  prevent  them  from 
personally  taking  their  own  share  of  game  on 
the  hoof. 

Now,  what  is  to  be  done? 

The  men  of  the  Far  North  at  once  will  say; 
provide  by  law  that  all  those  who  cannot 
hunt  may  buy  their  share  of  game  from  those 
who  can  hunt. 

This  proposal  merits  careful  analysis  and 
consideration. 

It  is  now  a  widely  accepted  principle  of 
( onservation  that  no  wild  species  can  long 
withstand  commercial  exploitation.  It  is  an 
accepted  fact  that  the  surest  way  quickly  to 
exterminate  any  wild  species  is  by  placing 
a  cash  price  on  the  heads  of  its  members. 

Throughout  the  whole  of  the  United  States, 
and  I  think  all  of  southern  Canada,  the 
conservers  of  wild  life  are  a  fixed  and  unalter- 
able unit  in  opposition  to  the  sale  of  game, 
anywhere,  in  those  regions.  That  matter 
has  been  considered,  and  at  times  fought  over, 
for  fully  ten  years:  and  if  any  principles  in 
wild  life  protection  can  be  regarded  as  set- 
tled for  all  time  it  is  the  ban  on  the  sale  of 
game,  and  on  the  sale  of  the  plumage  of  wild 
birds.  The  Sulzer  bill  could  have  been, 
and  would  have  been,  buried  under  a  mountain 
of  opposition,  both  in  and  outside  of  Congress, 
had  it  been  pressed  forward. 

In  view  of  the  well-known  and  legally 
recorded  beliefs  of  the  wild  life  conservation- 
ists of  Canada  and  of  the  United  States,  I 
now  regard  it  as  a  waste  of  time  to  attempt 
to  devise  ways  and  means  for  the  sale  of  wild 
game.  The  principle  that  lately  has  been 
so  gloriously  reaffirmed  and  so  everlastingly 
fixed  by  the  international  treaty  between 
Canada  and  the  United  States  for  the  pro- 
tection of  migratory  game  birds  against  the 
market  hunter  and  the  game-dealer,  must  not 
now  be  discredited  in  the  Far  North.  The 
time  has  come  that  the  sale  of  game  in  Alaska 
must  positively  stop,  before  it  has  wrought 


more  harm  to  the  game  and  to  the  peop  le 
of  Alaska. 

It  is  a  curious  circumstance  that  the  men 
who  thus  far  have  saved  some  of  the  game  of 
Alaska  from  annihilation,  have  done  so 
without  either  appreciation  or  thanks  from 
the  people  of  Alaska.  But  for  the  initiative 
of  the  meddlesome  "eastern  naturalists," 
in  1902,  by  this  time  the  accessible  regions  of 
Alaska  would  have  been  swept  bare  of  hoofed 
game.  It  is  utter  folly  to  assume,  or  to  be- 
lieve, that  the  people  of  Alaska  alone  are 
either  willing  or  able  to  protect  their  big  game 
from  extermination,  and  utilize  it  on  a  real 
continuing  basis.  In  times  like  the  present 
the  truth  may  better  be  told  bluntly  than  in 
any  round-about  way. 

The  people  of  Alaska  are,  from  first  to 
last,  diligent  exploiters  of  the  natural  re- 
sources of  Alaska,  and  the  majority  of  the 
white  populations  look  forward  to  getting 
out  of  that  Territory  to  spend  the  remainder 
of  their  lives  elsewhere.  Twenty-five  years 
hence  a  majority  of  the  Alaskans  may  be 
sincere  conservers:  but  a  quarter  of  a  century 
is  a  long  time  to  wait,  and  in  the  interval 
much  mischief  may  be  accomplished. 

No;  we  can  not  agree  to  any  sale  of  game; 
anywhere;  because  that  policy  is  known  to  be 
extra  destructive.  At  all  hazards  the  big 
game  of  Alaska  and  northern  Canada  should 
be  conserved  on  a  continuing  basis,  for  the 
good  of  the  residents  of  those  difficult  regions. 

The  hunters  of  Alaska  may  find  it  impossible 
to  believe  that  "eastern  sportsmen"  have  at 
heart  the  welfare  of  the  future  residents  of 
Alaska  who  will  need  wild  meat.  No  doubt 
very  many  ol  them  feel  that  all  the  protective 
efforts  of  United  States  men  are  designed  to 
protect  United  States  hunting  grounds;  but 
all  misunderstandings  of  our  motives  in 
Alaskan  conservation  we  must  accept  as  an 
unavoidable  part  of  the  burden,  and  as  com- 
ing all  in  the  day's  work. 

I  believe  that  on  this  point  we  are  indeed 
thinking  more  of  the  welfare  of  the  Alaskans 
of  the  future  than  is  thought  by  the  Alaskans 
of  to-day. 

And  now  what  can  we  offer  as  an  attempt 
at  a  solution  of  the  puzzling  question  raised 
by  the  widow  at  Fort  Churchill?  It  is  time 
to  put  forth  something  intended  to  be  con- 
structive. We  are  absolutely  certain  that  a 
way  can  be  found  to  protect  the  rights  of  the 
widow,  the  missionary  and  the  trader  without 
the  surrender  of  a  great  foundation  principle, 
*and  without  going  halfway  to  meet  disaster 
by  providing  for  the  sale  of  game. 


ROD  AND  GUN  IN  CANADA  421 


In  an  effort  to  be  both  brief  and  clear,  we 
submit  the  following  proposals  as  candidates 
for  adoption  into  a  code  of  principles: 

Proposed  Principles. 

1.  In  the  well-settled  regions  of  the  United 
States  and  Canada,  the  supply  of  wild  garne 
is  nowhere  sufficient  to  render  it  an  important 
food  supply;  and  in  view  of  its  steady  destruc- 
tion by  man,  predatory  mammals  and  birds, 
severe  winters  and  scarcity  of  food  and  cover, 
game  killing  in  those  regions  must  be  regarded 
as  a  severely  limited  pastime,  and  not  as  an 
industry  in  competition  with  the  stock-raiser 
and  the  butcher. 

2.  In  well-settled  regions,  it  is  impossible 
to  make  bag  limits  too  small,  or  open  seasons 
too  short,  for  the  best  continuance  of  the 
game  supply. 

3.  No  frontiersman  can  leasonably  be 
expected  either  to  devise,  or  to  execute,un- 
aided  by  his  federal  government,  methods  for 
the  adequate  preservation  and  increase  of 
large  game. 

4.  Well-settled  and  well-fed  regions  require 
game  laws  of  greater  stringency  than  frontier 
regions. 

5  Frontier  and  savage  regions  require  to 
be  specially  defined  on  the  map,  and  provided 
with  game  laws  specially  adapted  to  the  needs 
of  their  inhabitants  and  to  the  available  supply 
of  game. 

6.  The  strict  regulation  of  game-killing 
in  frontier  regions  inures  directly  to  the  bene- 
fit of  the  people  most  dependent  upon  the 
game  for  their  existence. 

7.  The  sale  of  game  should  not  be  permit- 
ted at  any  time,  anywhere:  because  all  com- 
mercialization of  wild  game  and  other  forms 
of  wild  life  is  thoroughly  exterminatory  in 
its  effects. 

8.  In  all  countries,  the  rational  utilization 
of  game  is  desirable,  but  only  on  a  basis  that 
will  provide  amply  and  adequately  for  the 
perpetuation  of  the  breeding  stock. 

9.  Regions  that  are  remote  from  lines  of 
power  transportation,  or  are  in  winter  entirely 
cut  off  frorr  supplies  of  fresh  meat  from  with- 
out, are  entitled  to  preferential  treatment. 

10.  The  relief  of  persons  inhabiting  frontier 
regions  who  by  reason  of  sex,  age  or  other 
causes  are  unable  themselves  to  take  out 
licenses  and  hunt  and  kill  their  annual  quota 
of  game,  must  be  specially  provided  for  by 
law. 

11.  Every  community  large  enough  to 
contain  a  post  office  should  be  established 
as  a  game-protection  centre,  or  unit,  and  a 
deputy  game  warden  should  be  appointed  for 


each  centre,  to  whom  an  annual  salary  should 
be  paid  during  satisfactory  service,  no  matter 
how  small  the  salary  might  be. 

12.  The  duty  of  every  such  deputy  game 
warden  should  be  to  issue  hunting  licenses, 
check  up  the  reports  of  license  holders,  and 
generally  promote  and  be  responsible  for  the 
observance  of  the  laws  affecting  game. 

13.  The  cold-storage  of  legally-killed  game 
to  promote  its  full  utilization  by  the  holders 
of  hunting  licenses,  beyond  the  regular  season 
for  hunting,  is  desirable  and  necessary. 

14.  It  is  time  for  the  Governments  of 
Canada  and  the  United  States  to  stop  all  kil- 
ling of  female  hoofed  game,  other  than 
caribou,  by  Indians,  by  prospectors,  and  by 
all  other  persons. 

15.  The  waste  of  game  should,  under 
certain  fixed  conditions,  be  made  a  penal 
offense. 

16.  Regulations  shoufU  be  framed  to 
require  the  reasonable  salvage  of  game  meat 
by  sportsmen. 

It  would  be  placing  a  very  low  estimate  on 
the  mental  fertility  of  Canadian  and  American 
law-makers  to  assume  that  it  is  impossible  for 
them  to  provide  a  share  of  caribou  meat  and 
snow  geese  for  the  widow  and  the  missionary 
without  the  sale  of  game.  To  the  lay  mind 
it  seems  entirely  possible  to  work  out  a  scheme 
for  having  a  certain  amount  of  hunting  by 
proxy,  under  special  licenses,  prepared  and 
issued  to  meet  such  cases.  The  game  warden 
or  his  deputy,  or  in  their  absence  some  other 
government  officer,  could  determine  the 
merits  of  each  application  and  exercise  the 
discretion  of  issuing  or  not  issuing  a  license  to 
hunt  by  proxy.  The  holder  of  such  a  license 
could  be  relied  upon  to  find  a  suitable  person 
to  act  as  a  proxy,  go  out  and  make  the  kill 
and  haul  in  the  meat,  for  a  daily  wage  con- 
sideration. Such  proxies  should  not  be  issued 
to  persons  able  to  hunt  for  themselves:  and 
the  transfer  of  game  by  barter  should  be 
treated  the  same  as  the  sale  of  game. 

The  feeding  of  the  refuse  portions  of  game 
to  sled  dogs  should  be  provided  for  by  law 
and  regulation,  rather  than  be  permitted  to 
continue  unchecked  in  the  total  absence  of 
regulations. 

In  the  issue  of  licenses,  the  family  unit 
should  constitute  the  basis  of  issue.  Any 
law  which  like  those  oi  certain  western  states 
of  America  provided  for  the  issue  of  a  full 
hunting  license  to  each  member  of  a  family 
would  be  a  mistake,  and  occasionally  would 
lead  to  heavy  slaughter. 

A  hasty  survey  suggests  that  with  a  liberal 
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bag  limit,  one  hunting  license  to  four  persons 
of  one  family  would  not  be  very  wide  of  the 
mark.  The  bag  limit  ot  our  Alaskan  game 
act  permits  the  killing  of  two  moose,  five  cari- 
bou and  three  mountain  sheep,  which  is 
certainly  enough  of  fresh  meat  for  four  per- 
sons for  four  months,  if  it  be  properly  utilized. 

The  Nova  Scotia  law  that  forbids  sportsmen 
to  leave  large  quantities  of  good  meat  to  spoil 
in  the  wilderness,  or  to  be  devoted  to  the 
maintenance  and  increase  of  predatory  game- 
destroying  wolves,  is  -  an  excellent  law. 
Ethically,  no  sportsman  has  any  special  right 
to  waste  good,  edible  meat  in  hungry  lands. 
Let  the  salvage  of  meat  be  a  part  of  the  price 
that  the  sportsman  pays  for  the  privilege  of 
pastime  slaughter  of  valuable  food  animals. 

In  response  to  the  demand  of  the  people 
of  Fail  banks,  Alaska,  and  others  nearer  home, 
that  the  sale  of  game  privilege  be  greatly 
extended  throughout  northern  Alaska,  we 
reply  that  the  time  has  come  for  a  new  Alaskan 
game  act  which  will  completely  stop  the  sale 


of  game,  and  provide  for  a  safe  and  sane 
system  for  the  better  utilization  of  the  wild 
game  of  that  territory.  We  have  suggested 
to  the  Fish  and  Game  Club  of  South-eastern 
Alaska,  of  Juneau,  that  an  unofficial  commis- 
sion be  assembled,  to  consist  of  five  persons, 
three  of  whom  shall  be  iesidents  of  Alaska, 
to  consider  all  the  facts  and  proposals  avail- 
able, and  evolve  a  new  Alaskan  game  bill. 
While  that  proposal  has  met  with  some  favour, 
its  future  is  of  course  uncertain.  At  all  events 
however,  it  appears  to  the  writer  to  offer  the 
best  approach  to  a  new  system  of  combined 
protection  and  utilization. 

Alaskans  are  greatly  disturbed  by  the  de- 
struction of  valuable  game  by  wolves,  and 
they  appeal  insistently  for  governmental  re- 
lief. That  subject  is  of  pressing  importance, 
but  is  quite  apart  from  these  observations. 

In  conclusion,  there  is  now  every  reason  for 
advocating,  in  the  rational  utilization  of  game, 
prompt  and  thorough  consideration,  and 
firm  and  energetic  action. 


The  Muskrat  and  Ducking  Grounds 

E.  R.  Kerr 


MAN  Y  years  ago  when  ducking  lands  were 
plentiful,  and  trappers  and  outlaws, 
few,  Ontario  marshlands  attracted  mi- 
gratory water-fowl  and  induced  them  to  breed 
and  rear  their  young  within  our  midst.  This 
was  due  to  the  fact  that  the  limited  trapping 
of  muskrat  in  those  days  did  not  materially 
reduce  their  numbers  and  the  consequent 
result  was  little  opportunity  to  ultimately 
suffocate  and  permanently  destroy  the  main 
food  and  attraction,  wild  rice.  Many  good 
and  law-abiding  sportsmen,  some  of  whom 
are  members  of  private  ducking  clubs,have 
little  dreamt  of  or  discovered  the  reason  why 
It  was  necessary  for  them  to  utilize  valuable 
grains  such  as  barley,  wheat,  oats,  corn,  peas 
and  beans  in  order  to  induce  their  breeders  to 
continue  their  visits  to  these  lands  during  the 
spring  of  the  year  and  thus  supply  a  stock 
sufficient  for  sport  with  the  shot-gun  in  the 
fall  and  open  season. 

Many  complaints,  North  American  in 
scope,  now  are  made  about  the  unsatisfactory 
shooting  of  ducks  during  the  year  of  1918  and 
all  followers  of  the  game,  and  authorities 
generally,  concede  the  fact  that  the  Migratory 
Bird  Treaty  has  greatly  increased  the  flocks 
of  migratory  water-fowl;  yet  we  complaiu  that 
this  increase  is  not  evident  on  many  old  and 


reliable  ducking  grounds  in  Ontario.  We 
have  been  giving  entirely  too  much  attention 
to  killing  and  destroying;  the  reason  is  plain. 
The  mild  winter  of  1918  is  in  part  responsible 
but  we  must  not  lose  sight  of  the  fact  that  the 
ducks  fed  somewhere  on  natural  foods  and 
midst  natural  environments  and  "somewhere" 
was  where  wild  rice  and  other  esteemed  foods 
had  been  permitted  to  flourish  and  attract 
the  flocks.  On  such  areas  we  are  informed  of 
splendid  sport. 

The  increase  in  the  number  of  trappers, 
during  the  past  few  years,  and  continuous 
depredations  of  outlaws,  during  all  periods 
of  the  year  and  the  high  prices  of  furs,  par- 
ticularly that  of  the  muskrat,  couple  up  the 
responsibles  for  over-anxious  and  competitive 
slaughter  of  this  fur-bearer  with  the  result 
that  the  muskrats  are  rapidly  vanishing  in 
many  places  and  noxious  weeds  and  other 
undesirable  growth  are  supplanting  migratory 
water-fowl  foods. 

Historic  Point  Pelee,  now  a  Dominion  Park 
and  Bird  Sanctuary  under  the  jurisdiction  of 
the  Dominion  Parks  Branch  of  the  Depart- 
ment of  the  Interior  and  superintendency  of 
Mr.  Forrest  H.  Conover,  protects  practically 
permanently  the  muskrats  and  this  little  fur- 
bearer,  so  valuable  to  the  maintenance  of 
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marshlands  ideally  fooded  and  attractive  to 
migration,  will  be  permitted  to  increase  suffi- 
ciently to  clean  up  the  filth  that  has  degenerat- 
ed this  acreage  and  prepare  the  bogs  for  the 
reception  of  wild  rice  to  swilly  foundations. 
When  trapping  is  necessary  to  protect  ad- 
joining private  lands  from  burrowing  or  other 
damage  same  will  be  done  by  the  superin- 
tendent and  game  wardens  and  other  assis- 
tants, the  skins  sold  by  the  government  and 
the  revenues  utilized  to  maintain  the  Park  in 
the  interests  of  the  people  as  a  whole*  The 
marshlands  of  Point  Pelee,  approximately 
three  thousand  five  hundred  acres,  soon  will 
undergo  an  amazing  reconstruction  of  interest 
to  the  sportsmen  of  Ontario  and  when  im- 
provements eventually  are  concluded  these 
marshes  will  prove  an  object  lesson  in  revival 
of  degenerated  swamps  into  ideal  migratory1 
wild  fowl  haunts.  Wild  rice  will  be  planted 
this  year  as  many  portions  of  the  marsh  have 
been  cleared  of  noxious  growth  and  prepared 
by  the  muskrats  only  by  adequate  protection 
for  one  year.  Another  year  doubtless  will 
pass  previous  to  official  trappings  being 
conducted. 

It  might  be  well  for  the  sportsmen  of  various 


counties  in  Ontario  to  carefully  consider  the 
future  of  their  ducking  grounds  and  the 
possibility  of  future  sport  with  the  gun. 
Prohibiting  trapping  of  muskrats  on  your 
marshes  for  at  least  two  years  and  re-planting 
of  wild  rice  will  increase  a  valuable  fur  re- 
source and,  at  the  same  time,  increase  the 
flocks  to  your  favorite  ponds.  Open  ducking 
grounds,  where  devastators  and  outlaws  have 
full  sway  and  swing,  are  rapidly  degenerating 
and  must  pass  into  the  regions  of  oblivion  and, 
unless  the  brakes  are  immediately  put  on,  the 
number  of  ideal  public  ducking  grounds  in 
Ontario  and  elsewhere  will  be  reduced  to  a 
minimum  possible  of  counting  only  on  the 
fingers  of  one  hand. 

All  of  us  must  carefully  consider  the  cold 
fact  that  the  word  "conservation"  has  taken 
on  an  entirely  new  meaning.  The  phrases 
'•'wild  life  protection  or  conservation"  and 
"continuation  of  sport  wi£h  the  shot-gun" 

require  definition  and  interpretation  but,  also, 

the  patience  and  organization  in  each  county 

of  an  effective  force  for  the  making  of  sane, 

sound  and  constructive  laws  and  enforcement 

of  the  law. 


Watch  for  Bands  on  Waterfowl 


American  Game  Protective  Association 


This  fall,  it  is  hoped  sportsmen  will  care- 
fully examine  all  ducks  killed,  to  ascertain 
whether  or  not  any  are  banded.  The  Ameri- 
can Bird  Banding  Association  with  head- 
quarters at  the  American  Museum  of  Natural 
History,  New  York  City,  the  United  States 
Department  of  Agriculture,  Washington,  D. 
C,  and  several  individuals  are  making  a 
practice  of  banding  waterfowl,  to  ascertain 
their  migratory  lines  of  flight. 

Wild  ducks  are  trapped  by  those  having 
permits  and  again  liberated  after  having  an 
aluminum  band  firmly  fastened  to  one  leg. 
These  bands  are  numbered  and  also  are 
stamped  with  the  address  of  the  person  or 
association  doing  the  work.  A  card  index 
system  is  kept  by  those  releasing  the  bird, 
listing  all  data  in  connection  with  each  bird 
liberated.  When  the  bird  is  killed,  the  gunner 
is  requested  to  communicate  with  the  address 
on  the  band,  giving  the  number,  species  of 
duck  and  place  and  date  killed.  From  these 
facts,  it  is  very  easy  to  determine  the  routes 
travelled  by  the  birds,  and  as  more  and  more 


of  this  information  accumulates,  the  more 
certain  we  will  be  of  their  exact  movements. 

To  successfully  protect  waterfowl  and  to 
better  shooting  conditions  over  the  country, 
it  is  imperative  that  we  know  more  about 
the  habits  of  these  birds  than  we  do  at  present. 
By  some  method,  yet  to  be  devised,  we  must 
know  to  a  certainly  as  to  increase  and  decrease. 
If  birds  are  scarce  in  one  shooting  locality 
while  they  are  plentiful  in  other  sections,  we 
should  know  the  reason  why.  It  has  been 
proved  that  birds  follow  the  same  migratory 
routes  year  after  year.  Individuals  and 
their  broods  winter  and  nest  at  approximately 
the  same  points  each  season- and  follow  the 
same  air  lanes  during  migration. 

Comparatively  speaking,  very  few  ducks 
nest  east  of  Hudson  Bay  and  the  general 
trend  of  the  migration  of  waterfowl  is  from  the 
northwest  to  the  southeast.  The  majority  of 
ducks  wintering  along  the  Atlantic  Coast 
are  hatched  in  that  vast  area  of  marsh  and 
prairie  land  lying  west  of  Hudson  Bay.  The 
bulk  of  the  ducks  that  nest  within  the  bound- 
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aries  of  the  United  States  from  Kansas  and 
Nebraska  northwest  migrate  to  the  Mississippi 
Valley  and  the  Gulf  Coast  for  the  winter. 
Their  flight  also  has  a  southeastward  tend- 
ency. California's  ducks  are  supposed  to 
come  straight  down  the  coast  line  in  a  direct 
southern  flight.  These  conclusions  have 
been  arrived  at  by  the  gathering  of  much 
data  by  men  who  have  devoted  their  lives 
to  this  work  and  in  the  main  they  are  un- 
doubtedly correct.  However,  there  is  much 
important  information  to  be  secured  from 
tracing  the  lines  of  flight  of  banded  ducks. 

Just  recently  a  banded  duck  has  proved  con- 
clusively that  occasionally  ducks  bear  to  the 
west  in  their  southern  migration.  On  Octo- 
ber 20,  1918,  Mr.  H.  S.  Osier,  801  Dominion 
Bank  Building,    Toronto,  banded  and  re- 


leased an  adult  male  black  duck  which 
he  had  trapped  for  this  purpose  at  Lake 
Scugog  near  Port  Perry,  Ontario.  This 
duck  was  banded  No.  36932  Am.  Mus- 
eum, New  York.  That  same  fall,  Harry 
Meier  took  this  black  mallard  in  the  state  of 
Michigan,  near  Marine  City. 

This  bird  had  worked  approximately  175 
miles  to  the  westward  and  only  90  miles  to 
the  south  on  the  200  mile  migration.  It 
seems  probable  that  had  not  this  duck  been 
taken,  its  line  of  flight  would  have  been  down 
the  Mississippi  Valley,  by  way  of  Kankakee, 
or  to  the  Wabash  and  Ohio  and  then  along 
the  Mississippi  to  winter  either  among  the 
many  birds  using  the  swamps  and  marshes 
along  this"  river,  or  to  continue  the  trip  on 
down  to  the  delta  and  gulf  coast  country. 


Federal  Game  Laws  Enforced 


Canadian  sportsmen  will  watch  with  in- 
terest, the  fight  being  waged  by  the  Game 
Protective  Association  in  its  endeavor  to 
make  the  game  law  offenders  live  up  to  the 
terms  of  the  Migratory  Bird  Treaty.  The 
latest  bulletin  received  from  the  American 
Game  and  Protective  Association  states: — 

"Eighty- three  violators  of  the  Migratory 
Bird  Treaty  Act  have  already  been  convicted 
under  fourteen  United  States  District  Judges 
and  two  hundred  and  forty-one  cases  have 
been  filed  for  prosecution.  We  have  been 
informed  by  the  Biological  Survey  of  the  U.  -S. 
Department  of  Agriculture  that  these  cases 
will  be  presented  to  the  courts  and  disposed 
of  as  rapidly  as  possible. 
»  "Among  those  in  waiting  is  the  Attorney 
General  of  Missouri,  who  is  under  $1000  bond, 
pending  his  trial.  The  chief  law  officer  of 
Missouri  and  several  of  his  friends  were 
arrested  at  their  private  club  and  seventy-six 
ducks  and  one  goose  seized  as  evidence. 

"The  only  place  where  an  organized  fight 
is  being  made  against  the  law  is  at  Kansas 
City,  Missouri.  A  demurrer  was  filed,  alleg- 
ing the  law  was  unconstitutional,  in  the  case 
of  De  Lapp  and  Samples,  two  Kansas  City 


gunners  arrested  February  25th  for  shooting 
ducks  after  the  Federal  season  had  closed. 

"This  case  was  hailed  as  the  "test  case" 
by  the  newspapers  of  the  Middle  West,  and 
those  favoring  spring  shooting  gathered  to  the 
defence  of  these  men.  The  best  of  legal 
talent  was  furnished  them  gratis,  and  the 
public  has  been  assured  that  the  case  will  be 
appealed  and  a  United  States  Supreme  Co\irt 
decision  secured  as  quickly  as  possible,  no 
matter  which  side  wins  in  the  District  Court. 

"Shortly  after  the  arrest  of  the  Attorney 
General  on  March  6th,  he,  with  his  assistants, 
joined  those  attacking  the  law.  In  the  name 
of  the  State  of  Missouri,  an  injunction  was 
asked  for  restraining  U.  S.  Game  Wardens 
from  enforcing  the  law  in  that  state.  Kansas 
also  joined,  through  her  attorney  general,  and 
this  restraining  order  was  argued  on  April 
21  and  22,  at  the  same  time  as  the  demurrer 
in  the  so-called  test  case. 

"A  decision  is  expected  at  any  time  and 
those  favoring  the  law  feel  that  if  the  opposi- 
tion cannot  win  with  their  present  array  of 
counsel,  there  surely  is  no  merit  in  the  claim 
of  the  spring  shooter  that  the  law  is  uncon- 
stitutional." 


Amendment  to  Migratory  Birds  Act 

Probably    the    most    important    change  vention  Act.    This  amendment  allows  the 

which  has  taken  place  in  Canadian  game  Governor  in  Council  to  make  regulations  for 

legislation  this  year  is  made  by  one  of  the  1919  limiting  the  number  of  migratory  game  birds 

amendments  to  the  Migratory  Birds  Con-  which  may  be  taken  by  a  person  in  any  speci- 
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fied  time  during  the  open  season.  Regula- 
tions providing  for  the  manner  in  which 
migratory  birds  may  be  taken  and  the  appli- 
ances that  may  be  used  in  taking  them  can 
now  be  provided  for  under  the  act. 

In  order  to  enforce  these  new  regulations, 
as  well  as  the  ones  which  have  existed  previ- 
ously throughout  Canada,  in  such  a  way  as  to 
keep  our  promises  made  in  the  Migratory 
Bird  Treaty,  the  Dominion  Parks  Branch, 


Department  of  the  Interior,  requires  the 
voluntary  assistance  of  sportsmen  through- 
out the  country,  especially  those  located  in 
districts  where  game  birds  are  abundant. 

It  is  proposed  to  make  a  number  of  properly 

qualified   sportsmen   honorary   wardens  to 

assist  in  the  enforcement  of  this  Act.  Will 

you  help  game   conservation  by  assisting  in 

this  good  work? 


International  Conservation  Meetings 


At  a  joint  meeting  of  the  Executive  Com- 
mittees of  the  International  Association  of 
Game,  Fish  and  "Conservation  Commissioners, 
and  the  American  Fisheries  Society,  held  in 
Washington,  D.C.,  June  3rd,  it  was  decided 
to  be  for  the  best  interests  of  both  societies 
that  the  next  Annual  Convention  be  held  in 
Louisville,  Kentucky;  the  International  Asso- 
ciation of  Game,  Fish  and  Conservation  Com- 
missioners to  be  held  on  October  6th  and  7th, 
and  the  American  Fisheries  Society  on 
October  8th,  9th  and  10th. 


On  account  of  central  location  these  con- 
ventions will  undoubtedly  attract  large  and 
representation  delegations  from  all  parts 
of  the  country  and  private  game .  and  fish 
breeders,  commercial  fishing  interests,  offic- 
ials, anglers  and  sportsmen  should  all  be 
largely  represented. 

Honore  Mercier  of  Quebec,  is  Vice  President 
and  Hon.  F.  G.  MacDiarmid  of|  Toronto,  a 
member  of  the  Executive  of  the  International 
Association  off  Game,|  Fishf  and^Conservation 
Commissions. 


The  Keeper  of  the  Forest 


(To  G.  W.  Bartlett,  Superintendent  Algonquin  Park.) 


G.  W.  Bartlett 


The  Woodsman — big  and  wonderful  is  he, 

As  the  great  heart  of  Canada  he  keeps — 
The  heart  of  woods  and  lakes  and  rocks  and 
streams, 

Where  Nature's  glory  undiscovered  sleeps. 

This  is  his  task — the  task  he  loves  so  well, 
And  every  flower  looks  up  and  knows  his 
face, 

And  every  tree  by  him  is  understood — 
He  shields  the  shyest  wood-life's  hidden 
place. 

He  holds  each  mound  of  moss  a  miracle, 
Each  unnamed  leaf  a  study  for  the  mind, 

And  every  mood  of  water,  woods  or  sky 
The  most  exquisite  mystery  man  may  find. 

And  thus  in  ways  all  beautiful  and  wise, 
He  sees  the  worider-working  Hand  of  God 

And  walks  with  reverent  steps  and  tender  eyes 
Such  beauteous  paths  as  man  has  ever  trod. 

Amy  E.  Campbell. 


Nimrods 


M.  Foster 


THE  packing  and  talking  went  on  lazily 
in  the  smoke  filled  room.  As  they  were 
leaving  early  in  the  morning,  it  was 
absolutely  necessary  that  they  finish  packing. 
A  lot  of  conversation,  however,  could  easily 
have  been  dispensed  with,  for  the  trip  had 
been  thoroughly  talked  over  and  the  plans 
cut  and  dried  long  before  fall.  Cliff  claimed 
that  making  the  trip  later  in  the  fall  would 
be  much  better,  for  game  would  keep.  Mac 
agreed,  so  later  it  was,  being  the  20th  of 
October.  In  spite  of  the  stipulation  that 
there  was  to  be  no  calling  on  their  best  girls 
last  night,  around  nine  o'clock  Mac  found  he 
had  to  make  a  trip'  up  to  Ninth  Street. 
Straightening  up  from  over  the  grub  box,  the 
most  important  part  of  the  packing,  he  went 
over  to  the  glass,  made  a  few  hasty  passes 
at  his  hair,  and  snatching  up  his  hat,  hiked 
off. 

"Hey,  there,  where  you  going?"  Cliff 
yelled  after  him. 

"Got  to  get  another  box  of  shells,"  Mac 
answered  shortly,  "be  back  in  half  an  hour." 

Cliff  sat  on  the  bed  and  gazed  at  the  closed 
door,  his  jaw  sagging.  .  "Shells,"  he  snorted 
suddenly,  eyeing  the  pile  of  boxes  on  the 
floor.  "Like  hang!"  When  Mac  returned 
two  or  three  hours  later  he  found  Cliff  sound 
asleep  on  his  bed,  the  cigar  burned  down  to 
his  lips.  Rousing  him  gently  with  the  toe 
of  his  boot,  they  put  the  finishing  touches  onto 
the  packing  and  crawled  into  bed  around 
twelve  o'clock. 

There  was  some  hustling  done  next  morning 
for  they  had  risen  later  than  they  intended. 
The  train  left  Edmonton  at  six  o'clock;  they 
left  the  house  at  ten  to  six— needless  to  say  they 
left  without  breakfast.  Mac  puffed  along  shov- 
ing a  rickety  two-wheeled  cart,  trying  to  take 
two  loads  in  one.  The  fox-hound  led  Cliff  along 
with  his  bundle.  As  they  drew  near  enough 
to  the  station  to  hear  the  conductor  bawling 
"All  Aboard,"  the  cart  wheel  could  stand  the 
pressure  no  longer,  so  the  rim  broke.  With 
a  few  hot  words  they  abandoned  the  cart, 
and  taking  the  grub  box  between  them  and 
each  grabbing  up  an  armful,  they  hurried  on, 
feeling  certain  the  train  would  not  wait  for 
them  should  they  fail  to  arrive  within  a  short 
time. 

Mac  shoved  the  unchecked  grub  box  and 
tent  roll  up  on  the  steps.  The  conductor 
shoved  it  back — "Freight's  on  the  other  side," 


he  growled.  Mac  glanced  up  quickly,  his 
eyes  gleaming  balefully.  He  muttered  some- 
thing unintelligible  and  shoved  it  back  on; 
some  change  passed  over  and  it  stayed  there. 
He  then  shoved  the  dog  into  the  baggage  car; 
the  baggage  man  promptly  shoved  him  back 
again.  "Too  late,"  he  announced  cheerfully. 
His  palm  was  also  oiled  and  he  drew  the 
dog  in,  remarking  on  his  many  fine  points. 

When  they  reached  Wabamun  and  the 
engine  with  its  long  string  of  cars  had  snort- 
ed disdainfully  up  the  track,  leaving  them 
standing  on  the  platform,  the  dog  hearing  a 
shot  and  taking  it  for  his  starting  orders, 
started,  and  he  too  left  them  standing  there. 
The  last  they  saw  of  him  was  a  quarter  of  a 
mile  away,  going  strong. 

Lake  Wabamun,  the  Indian  word  for  "look- 
ing-glass," did  not  in  the  least  resemble  a 
looking  glass  that  day.  The  water  reflecting 
the  dark,  sullen,  grey  clouds  overhead  was 
rising  and  falling  sluggishly  with  the  wind 
that  had  risen.  Cliff  stood  looking  down  at 
the  fourteen  foot  canoe  which  looked  rather 
small  for  the  amount  of  baggage  piled  up  on 
shore. 

"Darn  good  thing  the  dog  beat  it,"  he 
remarked  cheerfully.  "As  it  is  I'm  afraid 
I'll  have  to  leave  my  tobacco  behind  to  make 
room."  Mac  did  not  answer;  he  was  ruefully 
thinking  of  the  twenty-five  dollars  he  had  paid 
for  the  dog.  They  got  in  and  paddled  slowly 
down  the  lake,  making  for  the  narrows.  The 
canoe  did  not  bound  lightly  over  the  dancing 
waves — it  was  too  heavily  laden. 

"Hey,"  Cliff  yelled  from  his  end  of  the 
canoe,  "let's  get  out  on  this  point  and  try 
loading  this  junk  over  again.  I'm  getting  a 
game  arm."  It  was  hard  paddling  against 
the  wind,  and  Mac  agreed  with  alacrity. 
They  got  out,  reloaded  the  canoe  with  great 
care,  and  then  held  a  council  to  see  whether 
they  would  be  sports  and  go  on,  or  wait  until 
it  had  calmed  down  somewhat.  But  sports 
they  were,  so  climbing  in  they  set  out,  only 
to  wish  after  going  a  quarter  of  a  mile  that 
they  had  camped  awhile  on  the  pjoint.  The 
wind  was  rising  steadily  and  cold  wind  it 
was,  carrying  with  it  hard,  stinging  snowflakes 
and  to  make  matters  worse,  water  occasion- 
ally lapped  in  over  the  edge  of  the  canoe. 

Mac  sat  humped  up  in  the  stern,  paddling 
doggedly.  Both  were  silent.  Mac  glancing 
up  beheld  Cliff  reach  around  gingerly  into 
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his  hip  pocket,  fish  out  his  plug  of  chewing 
tobacco,  then  without  taking  a  bite,  gingerly 
replace  it. 

"I  hardly  think  that  shifting  the  cud  in 
your  mouth  would  upset  us,"  Mac  said 
sarcastically.  "That  is"  he  added  "if  you 
are  very  careful." 

"It  wasn't  that,"  Cliff  answered  gravely. 
"I  would  hate  to  have  my  folks  find  my  body 
with  a  chew  in  my  mouth  after  thinkimg 
me  their  white-haired  boy,"  Mac  grunted. 

After  paddling  hard  for  an  hour  they  land- 
ed and  made  camp  in  a  sheltered  spot.  Cour- 
age returned  after  having  something  to  eat 
and  some  good  hot  coffee.  A  calm,  peaceful 
feeling  settled  over  the  camp  as  they  sprawled 
smoking  around  the  fire.  Although  it  was 
Sunday  and  no  shooting  allowed,  they  put 
their  guns  together  and  kept  a  wary  eye  out, 
for  one  could  never  tell  when  wild  geese  or 
ducks  would  swoop  down  in  savage  attack, 
destroying  the  peaceful  atmosphere  about  the 
camp  in  the  pines.  But  the  geese  and  ducks, 
apparently  sensing  their  presence  in  that 
neck  of  the  woods,  wisely  kept  out  of  the 
way.  A  large  eagle,  however,  flew  over,  and 
Cliff  grabbing  up  his  shot-gun,  or  as  he 
expressed  it,  "slobber  tube,"  fired  at  it.  The 
eagle  fell  in  the  lake,  raising  it,  Cliff  swore, 
fully  a  foot.  Launching  the  canoe,  they 
brought  it  in,  and  measuring  with  the  gun 
found  it  to  measure  eight  feet,  as  near  as 
they  could  make  it.  One  of  Mac's  brilliant 
thoughts  came  to  him  and  he  acted  on  it; 
taking  the  eagle,  they  tacked  it  on  the  bow  to 
keep  out  the  water. 

Then  as  they  had  about  five  miles  to  go 
down  the  lake  to  the  portage  where  they 
wished  to  spend  the  night,  they  started  out 
to  try  and  make  it  before  dark.  Upon 
reaching  Goose  Quill  Bay  they  found  it 
covered  with  ice  where  it  was  sheltered,  and 
in  trying  to  break  through,  punched  a  hole 
in  the  canoe.  Cliff,  with  great  presence  of 
mind,  stuffed  his  handkerchief  in  the  hole  and 
tried  lowering  the  water  which  had  been 
pouring  in,  by  bailing  with  a  cup,  then  snatch- 
ed up  a  frying  pan  and  bailed  in  earnest, 
while  Mac  doubled  up  like  a  jack  knife  and 
paddled  in  earnest  for  shore.  They  reached 
shore  all  awash  like  a  submarine  and  drew 
the  canoe  up.  Mac  stood  there  and  cussed 
Cliff  roundly,  (having  in  the  excitement  neg- 
lected to  do  so)  for  persuading  him  to  make 
the  trip  so  late  in  the  fall.  Their  blankets 
were  soaking,  and  as  a  matter  of  fact,  every- 
thing else  was  in  the  same  condition.  They 
packed  the  outfit  up  to  an  old  shack  which 


had  been  devoid  of  human  habitation  for 
many  moons.  Climbing  up  on  the  roof,  Cliff 
chopped  a  hole  to  let  out  the  smoke,  while 
Mac  rustled  around  for  dry  wood  to  make  a 
roaring  fire  in  the  centre  of  the  shack.  After 
cleaning  out  a  portion  of  the  rubbish  they 
brought  in  some  spruce  boughs  for  their  bed, 
then  lying  around,  had  some  target  practice 
with  the  twenty-two,  shooting  at  every  con- 
ceivable object  that  presented  itself  as  a 
suitable  target. 

In  the  morning  they  hunted  up  a  Scotch- 
man with  his  ox-team  to  pack  the  outfit 
across  the  portage  to  Low  Water  Lake. 
There  were  oddles  of  chickens  in  the  grain 
field.  The  Scotchman  "didna  hae  a  gun,"  and 
would  be  greatly  obliged  if  they  would  shoot 
some  for  him,  so  reluctantly  dragging  out 
their  guns,  they  bombarded  the  field.  They 
were  treated  right  royally  at  the  Scotchman's 
house,  and  Cliff  falling  madly  in  love  with 
the  handsome  wife,  caused  Mac  some  anxi- 
ety, and  it  was  with  difficulty  that  he  was 
finally  dragged  away. 

Upon  reaching  Shoal,  or  Low  Water  Lake, 
they  found  ice  on  it,  but  hearing  geese  honk- 
ing down  the  lake  thought  there  must  be  open 
water  and  they  waited  impatiently,  Mac  in 
the  meantime  going  over  his  former  remarks 
and  adding  a  few  more  here  and  there  about 
making  the  trip  so  late  in  the  fall.  The  wind 
soon  cleared  the  ice,  also  making  it  necess- 
ary to  follow  the  north  shore.  Low  Water 
Lake  was  quite  a  large  body  of  shallow  water 
with  deep  mud  in  the  bottom  and  reeds 
growing  about  the  shores,  there  being  only 
three  or  four  good  landing  places.  There 
were  quite  a  few  geese  on  the  lake  but  owing 
to  the  rough  water  and  small  canoe,  they 
scored  many  misses  on  their  way  down. 
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The  Island  was  reached  late  that  night 
and  after  hunting  around  some  time  they 
found  the  weed  covered  landing,  and  both 
being  solicitous  for  the  inner  man,  they 
hurried  on  a  roaring  fire  and  prepared  some 
eats.  The  tent,  being  wet,  was  not  put  up; 
they  were  too  cold  and  tired  to  even  pick 
goose  quills  for  their  bed,  and  when  they 
did  try  to  sleep,  they  could  not.  For  there 
appeared  to  be  hundreds  of  geese  feeding 
about  the  Island  and  the  din  grew  so  loud 
that  around  two  o'clock  they  got  up,  fired  a 
couple  of  shots  in  the  general  direction,  gave 
two  or  three  blood-curdling  war-whoops,  then 
ominously  threatening  much  more  for  morning 
crawled  shivering  back  into  bed.  In  the 
morning,  however,  the  geese  were  not  so 
boisterous,  nor  were  there  any  in  evidence  in 
any  direction  when  the  two  mighty  hunters 
sat  in  their  blind  just  before  daylight,  their 
teeth  chattering  loudly.  Just  before  giving 
up  their  futile  vigil  they  noticed  some  birds 
flying  over  the  lake  and  although  two  miles 
from  main  land,  these  proved  to  be  prairie 
chicken.  They  managed  to  slaughter  half 
a  dozen  and  beat  it  back  for  camp  and  break- 
fast, and  as  they  sat  around  their  camp  fire 
shortly  after,  flock  after  flock  flew  directly 
over  their  former  hiding  place.  Jumping  up 
with  one  accord  they  cussed  heartily,  but  un- 
fortunately were  too  far  away  to  be  effective. 
They  did  not  linger  long  on  the  Island  for 
there  was  danger  of  being  frozen  in,  so  they 
paddled  for  main  land  and  from  there  hiked 
down  to  the  farm  to  get  someone  to  haul 
their  outfit  down  to  the  Saskatchewan,  four 
miles  away.  Arriving  at  the  river,  and 
thinking  their  boat  altogether  too  small  to 
take  a  chance  on  running  the  curjy  water, 
they  fixed  it  up  by  placing  a  dry  spruce  log 
on  either  side  with  a  rope  underneath  to 
hold  them,  and  then  replenishing  their  grub 
box  somewhat,  started  on  their  way  rejoicing. 

They  went  on  rejoicing  as  far  as  the  Coal 
Arch  and  there  found  they  were  sailing  much 
lower  in  the  water  than  they  had  upon  start- 
ing, and  consequently  were  sitting  in  a  good 
deal  of  water.  They  reached  shore  partly 
submerged,  and  camping  on  a  mud  flat,  dried 
their  things  and  lugged  out  logs  for  a  raft. 
As  they  did  not  work  overly  hard,  and  "eat, 
drink  and  be  merry"  was  their  motto,  it  was 
noon  the  next  day  before  they  started  out, 
one  on  the  raft  and  one  in  the  canoe.  Ducks 
rose  now  and  then  and  at  times  circled  near 
enough  to  commit  suicide.  Three  miles 
farther  on,  coming  to  a  likely  looking  flat  for 
chicken,  and  thinking  the  farmer  might  be 


friendly,  they  landed  and  sauntered  across 
a  field,  killing  fifteen  going  half  a -mile,  and 
eleven  coming  back,  the  whole  procedure 
taking  an  hour.  They  then  went  on  to 
another  likely  looking  place  and  the  road 
being  near  the  river,  it  was  agreed  that  they 
separate,  taking  opposite  directions.  Mac 
was  bagging  them  right  and  left  until  his 
shells  gave  out;  Cliff's  slobber  tube,  as  far  as 
Mac  had  heard  had  been  strangely  silent 
and  going  in  search  of  him,  he  found  him 
sitting  on  the  river  bank  swinging  his  foot 
lazily  and  looking  wise. 

"Where's  your  birds?"  Mac  asked  suspici- 
ously. Cliff  leaned  over  and  carefully  spat 
at  a  small  twig  which  flipped  to  and  fro  in 
the  edge  of  the  water.  "Ain't  none,"  he 
drawled  indifferently.  "Did  shoot  one  but 
it  flew  off  somewhere."  He  waved  his  arm 
vaguely.  "Met  a  couple  of  fellows  with  a 
jug  and  after  taking  a  couple  of  snorts  thought 
I  had  better  beat  it  back  to  the  raft  while 
my  legs  were  good." 

Piling  onto  the  raft  they  went  on  again, 
arguing  earnestly  about  the  chicken  they 
might  have  had  if  Cliff  had  not  met  the  two 
lumber  jacks  with  their  jug.  That  evening 
when  looking  for  a  good  place  to  land,  they 
spotted  a  couple  of  coyotes  on  a  sand  bar. 
Mac  dragged  out  his  long  barreled  Ross, 
the  bullets  being  packed  in  salt  to 
the  meat  from  becoming  high,  aud 
syringed  down  on  one,  and  after  three 
attempts  managed  to  make  him  stay  put. 
They  hauled  the  skin  off,  rejoicing  greatly 
over  the  three  dollars  earned,  then  made  a 
big  white  man's  fire  for  warmth  with  a  small 
one  to  cook  on.  Cliff  took  up  the  axe  and 
scrambled  slowly  up  the  bank.  "Goose 
quills  tonight,"  he  grunted.  "I'm  too  dog- 
gone tired  to  get  ostrich  down."  When  he 
was  gone  Mac  made  a  bannock  and  cooked 
some  partridge.  That  night  they  crawled 
from  their  warm  bed  into  the  chilly  night 
air  three  times  to  try  and  get  a  deer  that 
came  around  camp.  Mac  loaded  his  shot 
gun  with  the  intention  of  sneaking  up  pretty 
close,  resting  the  gun  on  its  tail,  and  blowing 
its  head  off,  but  one  might  as  well  have  thrown 
by  hand  as  to  try  to  shoot  a  deer  with  a  fox  gun 
loaded  with  buck  shot.  Upon  looking  for  the 
deer  next  morning  they  found  it  had  vanished 
completely.  It  was  so  cold  they  had  to 
keep  moving;  cutting  some  spruce  boughs, 
they  draped  them  artistically  about  the 
raft  for  a  blind  and  lay  there  scarcely  breath- 
ing, waiting  to  assassinate  some  mallards, 
for  they  were  never  out  of  sight  of  them;  all 
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the  way  down  they  had  seen  large  flocks,  and 
as  they  rose,  they  shot  holes  in  them. 

Grub  was  getting  scarce.  Instead  of 
letting  out  their  belts  after  every  meal,  they 
tightened  them.  They  had  figured  on  mak- 
ing town  in  three  days,  but  three  days  were 
gone  already,  and  they  were  still  a  long 
way  from  town.  They  made  a  pair  of  oars 
and  started  to  put  on  speed. 

At  the  mouth  of  Weed  Creek  they  thought 
they  would  have  a  change  of  diet.  Two 
miles  farther  on  there  was  a  path  leading  up 
the  hill  from  the  river  and  they  flipped  a 
coin  to  see  who  would  follow  the  path  to  see 
if  there  was  a  homesteader  at  the  other  end 
of  it.  It  fell  to  Cliff,  and  taking  his  shot 
gun,  he  hiked  off  up  the  path  and  after  walk- 
ing until  his  legs  threatened  to  give  out,  he 
came  to  a  deserted  shack,  the  windows  being 
boarded  up.  The  path  led  on  past  and 
Cliff  went  on  another  half  mile  and  came  upon 
an  ideal  homesteader's  shack  in  a  small  clear- 
ing. He  heaved  a  deep  sigh  as  he  saw  the 
open  door  and  the  thin  wisp  of  smoke  curling 
up  from  the  battered  stove  pipe.  A  fierce, 
hungry-looking  mongrel  dashed  out  and 
without  preliminary  sparring  seized  him 
by  the  pants'  leg,  and  subsequently  near 
dropped  dead,  but  Cliff  was  wise  and  he 
knew  if  his  gun  went  off  in  the  dog's  direction 
he  would  not  get  anything  to  eat,  so  he  spared 
the  dog,  fervently  hoping  he  would  follow 
him  out  of  the  clearing.  He  managed  to  get 
two  small  loaves  of  bread,  half  a  dozen  eggs, 
and  a ,  pound  of  butter.  The  dog  became 
quite  friendly,  but  not  friendly  enough  to 
go  part  way  back  to  the  raft  with  him.  Mac 
had  some  chicken  and  a  couple  of  pails  of 
water  boiled.  Although  the  bread  looked  like 
the  mischief,  it  tasted  better  than  they  had 
expected,  and  getting  extravagant,  they 
cleaned  up  on  everything  but  the  butter, 
then  went  on  down  stream  quite  content. 

That  night  Mac  cooked  a  couple  of  par- 
tridges and  they  had  a  crust  of  bread  or  two. 
They  figured  on  being  in  town  next  night, 
but  striking  a  stiff  head  wind,  found  they 
couldn't  make  it,  and  had  to  camp  at  Big 
Bend.  Everything,  the  tobacco  included, 
was  getting  alarmingly  low  and  after  a  slight 
breakfast  before  daylight,  the  ducks  were  so 
thick  they  could  not  resist  the  temptation,  so 
down  into  the  blind  they  went,  and  as  a 
result  did  not  make  good  time.  At  three 
o'clock,  thinking  they  could  go  no  further  on 
ah  empty  stomach,  they  landed  and  hurried 
some  chicken  into  the  pot,  and  with  a  little 
overlooked  flour,  made  some  dough-boys  to 


put  on  top.  It  did  taste  very  good  and  they 
could  easily  have  dispensed  with  three  times 
as  much.  Cliff  tightened  his  belt,  sighed 
dismally,  and  commenced  rummaging  in  the 
grub  box. 

"Great  old  Snakes!"  he  ejaculated. 
"Here's  a  piece  of  cheese!"  He  snatched  up  a 
neatly  wrapped  package  from  the  bottom 
of  the  untidy  grub  box.  Mac  started  up, 
his  face  brightening.  "Gawn,"  he  jeered, 
falling  back  gloomily.  "I  eat  the  last  of  that 
cheese,  I'd  swear  to  it."  Cliff  was  unwinding 
a  towel.  "Maybe  it's  cake,"  he  said,  briefly. 
Mac's  eyes  were  watching  the  unwinding  like 
a  cat  watches  a  mouse.  The  last  turn  came 
off  quickly,  revealing  a  perfectly  good  bar  of 
unused  soap.  Two  jaws  dropped  simul- 
taneously. "Well,  I'll  be  dinned."  Cliff 
heaved  the  offending  soap  as  far  as  he  could 
into  the  river.  "Now  who  in  thunder  put 
that  in  to  take  on  a  hunting  trip?"  And 
judging  by  appearances  it  could  easily  be 
seen  that  soap  had  not  been  used  very  fre- 
quently. "We  should  worry,  we'll  be  home 
and  have  some- of  Mother's  cooking  tonight, 
anyway."  Just  to  show  he  didn't  care  about 
the  piece  of  cheese  he  flung  the  tea  pail  up  and 
filled  it  full  of  holes;  other  camp  articles  met 
the  same  fate;  there  was  nothing  eatab'l^e  left; 
he  even  dumped  out  a  little  tea  that  remained. 

Hustling  onto  the  raft  and  canoe,  they 
rowed  for  all  they  were  worth  to  make  home 
and  Mother's  cooking  that  night.  But  alas! 
they  ran  into  a  very  large  flock  of  ducks. 
Mac  swore  there  were  a  thousand  more  than 
they  had  seen  all  the  way  down  the  river,  so 
into  the  blind  they  went,  disguised  as  spruce 
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boughs.  When  the  smoke  from  the  bom- 
bardment cleared  away  they  found  three 
ducks.  After  chasing  a  green  head  a  couple 
of  hundred  yards  Mac  got  Cliff  off  the  raft 
and  they  went  on  shore  to  limber  up. 

Say,  Mac,  what  in  the  dickens  is  that 
swimming  down  there?"  Mac  did  not  pay 
much  attention,  thinking  Cliff  was  "seeing 
things."  "Too  big  to  be  a  dog  or  coyote." 
Mac  looked.  Down  the  stream  a  deer  was 
swimming  for  their  side.  Mac,  who  had  the 
misfortune  to  break  his  suspenders  while 
chasing  the  green  head,  handed  his  rifle-  to 
Cliff  to  go  meet  the  deer,  while  he  shot  at 
some  ducks  that  were  flying  up  and  down  the 
river  in  clouds.  Upon  reaching  the  bank  he 
hitched  up  his  waders  and  stood  legs  far  apart 
to  keep  from  being  exposed  to  the  chill  Oc- 
tober weather.  His  shells  were  heavy  loaded 
with  28  grains  of  ballastite  and  he  shot,  pulling 
a  couple  of  green  heads  out  of  the  clouds. 

"Some  shooting,"  a  voice  broke  out  at  his 
shoulder,  and  glancing  around  he  beheld  Cliff 
taking  in  the  shooting.  "What  in  blazes  are 
you  doing  here?"  he  snapped.  "Get  after  that 
deer."  And  Cliff  awol^e  to  the  fact  that  the 
deer  had  reached  shallow  water  and 
was  standing  shaking  himself.  He  drew  a 
fairly  good  bead  and  made  gravel  fly  two  feet 
on  the  other  side.  Next  shot  hit  near  his 
feet  and  by  that  time  the  deer  got  very  an- 
xious to  be  on  his  way.  Before  he  disappeared 
however,  Cliff  managed  to  get  a  small  lock 
of  hair  for  a  souvenir.  Mac  waddled  up, 
holding  trousers  up  with  one  hand,  his  gun  in 
the  other,  and  cussed  Cliff  for  a  rotten  shot. 
They  piled  onto  the  raft  again,  feeling  rather 
blue.  There  was  a  strong  head  wind  blowing; 
moreover  it  had  started  to  snow,  and  it  was  so 


TWO    CANADIANS    ON  CHESAPEAKE 
BOARD. 

At  the  annual  meeting  of  the  American 
Chesapeake  Club,  held  at  Mason  City,  Iowa, 
July  8th,  the  following  officers  were  elected. 

President,  Earl  Henry,  Albert  Lea,  Minn.; 
Vice  President,  A.  A.  Felt,  Mason  City,  Iowa.; 
Treasurer,  M.  S.  Barron,  Mason  City,  Iowa; 
Secretary,  W.  H.  Orr,  Clear  Lake,  Iowa. 
Board  of  Governors. 

F.  E.  Richmond,  Calgary,  Canada;  Wm.  B. 
Maercklein,  Danzig,  North  Dakota;  Dr.  W. 
D  Jones,  Devil's  Lake,  North  Dakota;  Henry 
Steers,  Findlater,  Canada;  John  A.  Consid- 
ine,  Marfa,  Texas;  Joseph  Pulitzer,  Jr.,  St. 
Louis,  Mo. 


cold  they  had  to  stop  rowing  and  paddling  to 

swing  their  arms. 

"Well,"  Cliff  remarked  with  assumed  cheer- 
fulness, "if  this  weather  keeps  up  there  will 
be  no  danger  of  our  game  spoiling." 

"No,"  Mac  retorted  sarcastically,  "there 
won't." 

Although  they  were  only  ten  miles  from 
town  they  decided  they  could  not  make  it 
that  night,  and  after  dark  they  pulled  for 
shore.  It  was  very  cold  and  wood  seemed 
scarce.  Someone  evidently  was  clearing  a 
subdivision  in  the  Edmonton  district.  They 
finally  found  a  few  dry  branches  and  hung 
their  blankets  around  the  fire  so  they  would 
be  warm,  if  not  dry.  The  tent  was  frozen 
so  hard  they  had  to  tramp  on  it  before  they 
could  put  it  up.  Tightening  their  belts  up 
another  notch  they  turned  in,  waders  and  all, 
pausing  only  to  take  the  shells  from  their 
coat  pockets. 

Next  morning  they  found  a  couple  of  inches 
of  snow  on  the  ground,  and  bundling  the  outfit 
together  as  well  as  they  could,  they  hit  out, 
making  two  miles  before  they  had  to  land  and 
warm  up.  They  went  on  another  two  or 
three  miles  and  landed  again  by  an  old  saw- 
dust burner  to  get  warm.  Upon  reaching 
town  they  drew  the  canoe  up  on  shore  and 
beat  it  for  the  house,  thanking  their  stars 
they  did  not  have  far  to  go.  Cliff's  sister, 
shaking  rugs  at  the  door,  thought  they  were 
tramps  coming  for  a  hand-out.  While  Mac 
explained  politely  that  they  were  not  tramps, 
Cliff  asked  with  brotherly  frankness  for  the 
hand-out,  also  asking  that  there  be  no  delay  in 
placing  it  before  them.  He  heaved  a  deep 
sigh  and  turned  to  Mac. 

"When  we  are  finished  we'll  just  slide  under 
the  table  and  go  to  sleep." 


This  meeting  was  perhaps  the  most  en- 
thusiastic gathering  of  Chesapeake  Breeders  on 
on  record.  Members  travelling  as  far  as 
fifteen  hundred  miles  to  attend. 


SMALL  MOUTH  BLACK  BASS  PLANTED. 

Brockville,  July  23.-100,000  small  black 
bass,  ranging  in  size  from  an  inch  and  a  half 
to  three  inches  in  length,  were  turned  loose 
into  the  River  St.  Lawrence  to-day  in  various 
feeding  places,  all  within  two  miles  of  Alex- 
andria Bay.  They  were  taken  there  by  an 
agent  from  the  State  Hatcheries  at  Ogdens- 
burg,  who  was  accompanied  by  F.  L.  Ray- 
mond, one  of  the  leaders  of  the  Anglers' 
Association  of  St.  Lawrence  River. 


A.  BOURCHIER 


AT  eleven,  Murray  Becker  was  the 
oldest  of  a  family  of  five.  He  was  tall 
for  his  age,  slight  of  build,  and  long  of 
feature.  His  hair,  which  was  coarse  and 
shaggy,  was  not  unlike  in  color  the  tawny 
freckles  that  bridged  his  Roman  nose.  Not 
a  lad  to  whom  you  would  give  more  than  a 
passing  glance,  unless  perchance,  you  caught 
the  glint  of  his  steel  grey  eyes  from  whose 
wfetfujl  depths  shone  a  light  of  intelligence, 
much  out  of  keeping  with  the  boyiteh  coun- 
tenance. 

But  Murray  had  been  trained  in  a  hard 
school.  Ever  since  he  could  remember,  he 
had  been  nurse^boy,  chore-boy,  errand-boy, 
and  every  other  boy  around  home.  His 
parents  were  very  ppor.  It  took  all  hits  father 
could  earn,  and  more,  to  keep  the  family  on 
just  the  mere  necessities,  so,  to  even  get 
books  and  decent  clothes  for  school,  the  lad 
had  to  turn  out  holiday  times  and  Saturdays 
and  earn  what  he  could  by  doing  odd  jobs  for 
the  neighboring  farmers. 

One  Saturday,  late  in  the  fall,  Murray  was 
helping  Sam  Crone,  a  neighboring  farmer,  to 
take  in  his  turnips.  All  day,  a  raw,  damp 
east  wind  had  blown,  and  just  when  they  had 
finished  for  the  day,  and  were  going  in  for 
tea,  a  heavy  rain  set  in.  Not  thinking  it 
wise  for  the  boy  to  start  home  through  the 
rain  and  darkness,  the  farmer  told  him  he  had 
better  stay  the  night.    At  first  the  lad  de- 


murred, but  when  he  went  out  and  encoun- 
tered the  driving  rain,  he  decided  he  would 
stay. 

Drawing  up  an  easy  chair  before  the 
spacious  fireuplace  in  which  a  bright  roaring 
blaze  licked  around  an  old  pine  root,  the 
farmer  bade  the  boy  to  make  himself  at 
home,  flinging  as  he  did  so,  a  large  packet 
into  the  lad's  lap. 

"There,"said  the  farmer,  "is  Hallam's 
fur  price  list,  just  came  in  from  the  mail,  look 
it  over  for  a  few  minutes  if  you  care  to,  while 
I  glance  through  the  'Globe,'  and  then  I'll 
skin  you  at  a  game  of  checkers." 

Murray  did  not  know  what  a  fur  price  list 
was,  but  anything  in  the  line  of  reading 
matter  was  always  welcome,  so,  opening  the 
large  envelope,  he  proceeded  to  examirfe  the 
contents. 

Of  tags,  memos,  etc.,  there  was  a  plenty, 
but  the  boy  saw  nothing  of  interest  to  him 
until  he  opened  the  list  of  quotations. 

Skunks,  $2.50;  $2.00  and  $1.50;  was  the 
first  item  that  struck  him. 

Wondering  of  what  good  these  stinking 
little  wretches  were,  he  ran  his  eyes  on  down 
the  list  until  he  came  to  muskrats,  for  these, 
Hallam  'was  offering  from  fifty  to  eighty 
cents. 

Never  before,  did  Murray  know  that 
muskrats  were  worth  anything.  Of  what 
good  were  they  anyway;  did  people  eat  them, 
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he  wondered.  Why,  he  knew  where  there 
were  heaps  of  muskrats.  The  little  crsek 
that  came  from  the  big  marsh,  and  ran 
along  at  the  foot  of  the  hill  on  which  their 
house  stood,  was  just  alive  with  them. 

Hoping  that  Mr.  Crone  might  be  able  to 
tell  him  of  what  use  muskrats  were,  he 
waited  until  the  farmer  laid  down  his  paper, 
then  he  went  over  to  where  he  sat  and  asked 
him  what  Hallam  did  with  muskrats,  that  he 
would  give  such  prices  for  them. 

Taking  off  his  glasses,  the  farmer  looked 
enquiringly  at  the  boy. 

"Why,  my  lad,  don't  you  know  what  musk- 
rats  are  used  for,"  asked  the  farmer. 

"No,  sir,  I  never  knew  they  were  any  good 
at  all  until  I  saw  this  paper,"  replied  the  boy. , 

"Well!  well!  well!"  exclaimed  the  farmer, 
"I  guess  instead  of  playing  checkers,  I'd 
better  be  telling  you  something  about  musk- 
rats. 

"Gee!  I  wish  you  would,"  said  Murray,  his 
face  beaming  with  eagernefes. 

Drawing  his  chair  up  to  the  grate,  the 
farmer  told  the  lad  all  he  could  about  the 
muskrat;  why  they  were  caught  and  killed, 
and  of  all  the  fine  furs  that  are  made  from 
their  soft,   brown  skins. 

"And  do  you  think  I  could  catch  any," 
enquired  the  boy,  when  the  farmer  had 
finished. 

Now  in  times  gone  by,  Mr.  Crone  had  been 
a  great  hunter  and  trapper  and  many  a  fine 
mink,  fox  and  rat  had  fallen  prey  to  his  skill. 
Rheumatism  had  come  his  way,  however, 
and  so  of  late  years  he  had  given  it  up.  But 
the  boy's  eager  questions,  brought  back  to 
his  mind  a  time,  long  years  before,  when  as 
a  boy  he  had  been  given  his  first  trap  by  an 
old  trapper  friend,  who  had  kindly  gone  with 
him  and  shown  him  where  and  how  to  set  it, 
and  great,  too,  had  been  his  delight  when 
upon  going  to  the  trap  one  morning,  he  had 
found  a  muskrat  in  it — his  first  muskrat. 
Now,  in  his  turn,  he  would  pass  on  to  the 
boy  what  the  old  trapper  hadp  assed  on  to  him. 

They  talked  muskrats  and  trapping  until 
bedtime,  by  which  time  it  had  been  arranged 
that  Murray  was  to  come  over  the  next 
Saturday,  and  go  with  the  farmer  to  the 
creek  for  a  lesson  in  setting  traps. 

The  days  of  the  following  week  passed 
slowly  to  the  boy.  He  did  not  say  anything 
to  the  folks  at  home  about  the  plans  he  and 
the  farmer  had  made  for  fear  they  would 
laugh  at  him;  but  all  the  same  he  cherished 
hopes,  that  the  trapping  scheme  would  be 
successful;  and  visions  of  many  things  he 


would  like  to  have — things  he  soon  would 
have  if  he  could  but  get  a  few  muskrat  skins 
to  sell — danced  before  him. 

Saturday  morning  came  at  last.  After 
doing  up  the  chores  around  home  and  running 
an  errand  to  the  village  store  for  his  mother, 
he  dug  off,  and  was  soon  at  the  farmer's, 
who  was  just  in  the  midst  of  his  noon-day 
chores  when  Murray  arrived.  The  boy 
pitched  in  and  helped  him,  and  by  the  time 
Mrs.  Crone  called  them  to  dinner,  every- 
thing was  done  up  spick  and  span,  ready  for 
the  afternoon's  trip. 

Dinner  over,  the  farmer  and  the  boy  set 
out  for  a  small  stream  some  two  miles  from 
the  farm.  It  was  the  same  stream  that  ran 
past  the  boy's  home,  but  the  farmer  aimed  to 
hit  it  a  mile  or  so  farther  up  and  work  down, 
setting  the  traps  as  they  found  suitable 
places  to  do  so. 

They  had  scarcely  reached  the  stream 
when  they  heard  a  loud  splash.  Looking  in 
the  direction  from  whence  the  sound  came, 
the  farmer  saw  the  wake  caused  by  a  musk- 
rat  swimming  under  water.  Running  as 
fast  as  he  could  for  twenty  yards  or  so, 
cocking  his  old  muzzle  loader  as  he  ran, 
the  farmer  caught  sight  of  the  rat  and  let 
blaze  into  the  water,  hoping  to  bring  him  up. 
But  the  water  was  too  deep,  and  by  the  time 
the  commotion  in  the  water  had  cleared 
away,  the  rat  was  nowhere  to  be  seen. 

"Well  the  rascal  got  away  that  time," 
said  the  farmer,  "but  we'll  look  around 
and  perhaps  we'll  be  able  to  get  him  yet. 
He   no  doubt  lives  around  here  somewhere." 

They  searched  the  banks  but  found  no 
further  signs  of  rats  until  they  came  to  an 
old  cedar  stump,  from  under  which  the 
spring  freshets  of  many  years  had  washed 
most  of  the  bank,  leaving  a  roomy  cavity, 
guarded  in  front  by  a  mesh  of  knarled  old 
roots  and  brush.  Here,  there  were  signs  in 
plenty.  All  about  were  innumerable  broad 
footprints,  and  here  and  there  could  be  seen  a 
shallow  furrow,  made  by  a  muskrat  dragging 
his  tail  through  the  soft  mud.  Further 
back  under  the  stump,  was  a  goodly  bed  of 
grass  and  cress  to  which  the  rats  gained 
access  from  the  stream  by  diving  deeply 
under  the  barricade  of  rootsx. 

"Ha!  Ha!"  said  the  farmer  "here's  a  place 
where  we  ought  to  get  one  or  two  if  we  are 
careful." 

Sorting  over  the  half  dozen  traps  he  had 
brought  with  him,  the  farmer  picked  out 
the  one  with  the  longest  chain,  explaining  to 
the  boy  as  he  dii  so,  that  in  making  a  set 
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under  the  stump  it  would  be  necessary  to 
stake  the  trap  securely  in  order  that  the 
rat  when  caught  could  not  crawl  away  with 
the  trap,  and  hide  up  in  the  roots  and  brush. 

"But  why  the  one  with  the  longest  chain," 
asked  the  boy. 

"Oh!  that's  so  the  rat  will  be  able  to  get 
where  the  trap  will  drown  him.  If  the 
chain's  too  short  the  rat  will  twist  it  round 
the  stake  until  tight,  and  then  chew  off  his 
leg  and  escape,"  explained  the  farmer. 

Having  set  the  trap,  the  farmer  placed  it  in 
a  small  corner  away  back  under  the  stump 
where  the  water  was  just  deep  enough  to 
cover  it  an  indi  or  so.  Behind  it,  and  far 
enough  back  so  that  the  animal  would  have  to 
cross  the  trap  'to  get  it,  he  placed  a  few  slices 
of  parsnip — the  bait  he  always  used — and 
then  staked  the  trap  as  near. the  deep  water  as 
the  chain  permitted. 

"A  likely  looking  set,"  said  the  farmer, 
surveying  his  work. 

A  little  farther  down  the  stream  was  a 
thick  bed  of  water-cress,  where  from  all 
appearances  the  rats  made  a  feeding  place, 
and  through  which  they  had  made  a  clear 
runway.  Here  the  farmer  set  another  trap, 
baiting  it  as  before  with  the  parsnip,  only 
in  this  case  he  put  the  bait  on  the  end  of  a 
stick  which  he  stuck  in  the  banks  suspending 
the  parsnip  about  eighteen  inches  above  the 
jaws  of  the  trap  so  that  the  rat,  in  attempting 
to  get  the  bait,  would  get  caught  by  the  hind 
foot,  thereby  lessening  the  danger  of  the 
animal  chewing  off  its  toes  and  getting  away. 
He  did  not  stake  this  one  either,  just  made 
a  loop  in  the  chain  through  which  he  drew  a 
good  sized  stick,  explaining  to  the  boy,  that 
on  small  streams  such  as  this  where  there  was 
little  danger  of  the  water  washing  the  trap 
and  stick  very  far,  it  was  best  to  just  fasten 
the  trap  to  a  drag  so  that  the  rat  could  get 
to  deep  water  where  it  would  soon  drown. 

Muskrats  seemed  plentiful  along  the  little 
stream — at  any  rate  good  places  to  set  traps 
for  them  were — so  by  the  time  it  was  time  to 
get  home  to  do  the  night  chores,  the  farmer  had 
made  six  excellent  sets  for  the  boy. 

Arrangements  were  made  for  Murray  to 
visit  the  traps  the  following  day,  and  on 
Monday  night  after  school,  then  to  report  to 
the  farmer,  bringing  with  him  the  two  days' 
catch  for  a  lesson  in  skinning. 

Sunday  morning  Murray  was  up  bright 
and  early,  and  after  choking  down  a  few 
mouthfuls  of  breakfast  was  off  for  his  usual 
Sunday  morning  walk,  which  took  the  form, 
this  time  of  a  visit  to  the  trapes. 


The  first  two  sets  the  boy  visited  were  just 
the  same  as  they  had  lefft  them  the  day 
before.  The  third  one  which  had  been  set 
at  the  foot  of  an  old  elm  was  nowhere  to  be 
seen.  Wondering  what  had  happened  to  it, 
he  proceeded  to  hunt  for  it  along  the  banks. 
He  had  not  searched  long  however,  when  he 
saw  the  slab  to  which  the  trap  had  been 
fastened  lying  on  the  surface  of  the  water  a 
few  feet  from*the  bank.  Reaching  out  as  far 
as  he  could  he  grasped  the  end  of  the  slab 
and  hauled  it  ashore,  bringing  with  it  the 
trap  with  a  good  sized  muskrat  in  it,  which, 
having  been  able  to  reach  deep  water,  had 
drowned. 

Murray  reset  the  trap  in  the  same  place  as 
before,  and  then  hurried  on  to  the  others, 
none  of  winch  had  been  molested. 

Monday  afternoon,  as  soon  as  school  was. 
out,  the  lad  was  off  to  the  traps.  He  found 
everything  as  he  had  left  it  until  he  came  to 
the  one  set  in  the  cress.  This  one  was 
pulled  away  out  on  the  bank  with  a  big  live 
rat  in  it,  which  bit  and  tore  fiercely  at  the 
trap,  chattering  all  the  while. 

At  first,  Murray  was  a  shade  shy  of  the 
furious  little  chap,  for  every  time  he  got 
close  to  it,  it  would  dive  viciously  at  him, 
snapping  its  teeth  ready  to  take  a  piece  out 
of  him,  if  by  any  chance  it  should  get  a  hold. 
Finally  a  well  directed  blow  between  the  ears 
finished  its  activities,  and-  Murray  hastened 
on  to  the  last  trap — the  one  under  the  stump — 
which  was  sprung,  but  had  nothing  in  it. 

The  farmer  had  stretching-boards  ready, 
and  when  Murray  arrived  with  the  two  rats, 
he  had  them  skinned  and  stretched  in  short 
order.  The  pelts  were  prime  and  well 
furred  and  much  was  the  lad's  delight  when 
the  farmer  told  him  they  were  worth  at 
least  sixty  cents  apiece. 

At  home  that  night,  Murray  told  his 
parents  all  about  the  trapping,  and  how  he 
hoped  to  make  a  lot  of  money  that  way.  At 
first  they  laughed  at  him  a  little,  but  when 
he  showed  them  the  two  dandy  pelts  he  had 
already  taken,  and  told  them  what  the 
farmer  said  they  were  worth  they  became 
really  interested,  and  encouraged  the  boy 
to  go  on  and  do  the  best  he  could. 

Murray  tended  his  traps  very  faithfully, 
and  by  the  time  winter  set  in  with  its  deep 
snow  and  frozen  streams,  he  had  taken 
eighteen  fine  skins.  These  he  sold  to  a 
passing  trader  for  twelve  dollars. 

Trapping  on  the  streams  was  now  im- 
possible, so  upon  the  advice  of  the  farmer 
Murray  took  his  traps  and  set  them  around 
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the  muskrat  houses,  of  which  there  were 
dozens  in  the  big  marsh  near  his  home. 
Here  he  worked  them  with  fair  success  until 
the  floods  of  early  spring  cleared  the  streams 
of  ice. 

The  spring  season  passed  all  too  soon  for 
Murray,  who  was  having  better  luck  with 
his  traps  as  he  gained  experience  in  their  use. 
He  had  done  very  well  however,  and  when  at 
the  end  of  the  season  he  received  a  cheque  for 
twenty  dollars  for  his  catch,  he  was  more 
than  satisfied. 

Summer  had  come  and  gone,  and  it  was 
trapping  time  again,  Murray  planned  on 
doing  big  things  this  season.  Weeks  before 
the  season  opened  he  had  gone  over  his  terri- 
tory studying  the  habits  of  the  muskrat,  and 
spotting  out  all  likely  places  to  catch  him. 
The  farmer  had  given  him  another  dozen 
traps  too;  which  with  the  ones  he  had  from 
last  year  would  set  a  line  just  long  enough 
for  him  to  look  after  nicely.  Prices  were 
good  too,  and  everything  pointed  to  a  very 
successful  season  with  the  traps. 

One  evening,  some  three  weeks  after  he 
had  set  his  traps,  Murray  was  sitting  by  the 
fire  looking  over  the  local  paper,  when  an 
item  of  news  caught  his  eye,  which  set  him 
thinking.    It  ran  somewhat  as  follows: 

"  The  Jones  Hardware  Co.  will  give  a 
Steven's  twenty-two  calibre  rifle,  to  the 
person  catching  and  placing  on  exhibit  in 
their  store,  the  largest  mink.  Contest  to 
close  December  the  twenty-fourth." 

Now,  a  rifle  was  something  Murray  had 
wanted  as  long  as  he  could  remember,  but 
money  had  always  been  too  scarce  for  him 
even  to  think  of  getting  one.  Here  ,  however, 
was  a  chance  for  someone. 

Mink,  he  knew,  were  quite  plentiful  in  the 
locality,  but  he  had  always  heard  that  they 
were  very  cunning  and  hard  to  catch,  so  had 
never  tried  to  trap  them.  Then,  to  set  traps 
for  mink,  would  mean  that  he  would  have  to 
take  some  traps  off  his  muskrat  line,  and 
they  were  paying  so  well  just  then  that  he 
hated  to  do  that.  Doubtless,  too,  there  would 
be  many  after  that  prize  who  had  trapped 
mink  for  many  years,  so  it  would  be  utter 
foolishness  to  risk  the  lessening  of  his  catch 
of  rats,  on  the  chance  of  winning  that  rifle. 

Thoughts  of  the  rifle  and  mink  trapping 
stuck  in  his  mind  all  the  same,  and  one 
night  soon  afterward  he  dreamed  that  he 
was  walking  along  a  little  creek  through  a 
sparsely  wooded  lot  not  far  from  home, 
known  as  the  half-bush,  when  a  monster 
mink  jumped  out  of  the  water  and  ran  under 


an  old  stump  not  far  from  the  bank.  Set- 
ting a  trap  just  outside  the  hole  where  the 
mink  had  disappeared,  he  hid  behind  a  tree 
and  waited.  In  a  few  minutes  out  came  the 
mink  and  walked  right  into  the  trap.  My, 
but  it  was  a  big  one,  and  thoughts  of  the  rifle 
went  dancing  through  his  mind. 

"Murray,  it's  breakfast  time,"  called  his 
mother,  from  the  foot  of  the  stairs,  and 
Murray  awoke  from  his  dream. 

Rubbing  the  sand  from  his  eyes  the  lad 
hopped  out  of  bed  and  looked  out  the  window, 
and,  lo!  before  him  lay  a  world  transformed. 
Snow  had  fallen  during  the  night,  and  where 
but  a  few  hours  before,  the  landscape  lay  all 
brown  and  sere,  now  as  far  as  eye  could  reach 
all  lay  mantled  in  a  shroud  of  white. 

"Don't  suppose  there'll  be  anything  in  the 
traps  to-night"  thought  Murray,  as  he  hurried 
home  from  school  that  afternoon.  Never- 
theless, he  didn't  feel  right  until  he  had 
visited  them  all. 

It  was  getting  late  when  he  reached  the 
last  one  and  turned  for  home,  so  instead  of 
following  the  creek  back,  as  he  usually  did 
he  took  a  short  cut  across  the  fields.  The 
course  he  followed  took  him  through  the 
half-bush  of  his  dream  of  the  night  before 
so  just  for  curiosity  he  made  a  slight  detour 
to  visit  the  old  stump;  and  would  you  believe 
it?  Just  as  he  was  about  to  cross  the  stream, 
that  ran  between  him  and  the  stump,  a 
great  big  mink,  the  biggest  he  had  ever  seen, 
sprang  out  of  the  water  and  ran  under  that 
very  stump. 

For  a  moment  the  boy  stood  paralyzed. 
Then  remembering  the  happy  finale  of  his 
dream,  he  hurried  over  and  set  a  trap  in  the 
very  hole  that  the  mink  went  in,  and  then 
sat  down  to  wait. 

But,  alas  his  dream  came  true  just  so 
far;  and  he  waited,  and  waited,  and  waited, 
but  no  mink  came  out. 

The  next  night  when  he  visited  the  stump, 
Murray  found  that  the  mink  had  been  out. 
Tracks  were  thick  all  around.  The  mink  had 
gone  in  and  out  under  the  stump  at  a  dozen 
places  but  at  the  same  time  it  had  kept 
mighty  shy  of  the  trap. 

For  two  long  weeks  did  Murray  try  to 
catch  that  mink.  He  tried  every  ruse  he 
could  think  of  to  lure  him  into  a  trap,  but  all 
in  vain.  The  mink  would  come  out;  run 
around;  hop  over  the  trap  if  he  so  chose;  but 
never  did  he  take  the  fatal  step  that  would 
have  landed  his  hide  on  a  stretching-board. 
As  day  after  day  slipped  by  with  no  success, 
Murray  saw  his  chances  to  win  the  much 
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77ze  Shooter's  Instinct 


THE  man  who  shoots  soon  comes  to  know  by  instinct 
what  he  can  expect  from  a  powder.    The  best  powder 
is  the  one  that   most  quickly  and  unfailingly  "re- 
sponds," exploding  with  clean,  quick  energy,  with  maxi- 
mum speed  and  an  even  pattern  and  with  low  recoil. 

These  qualities  have  made  DuPont  Powders  univer- 
sally accepted  as  the  standard  for  field,  forest  and  trap. 
For  over  one  hundred  years  we  have  been  making  Powders 
for  sporting  and  military  purposes.  DuPont  Powder  is 
used  by  all  ammunition  loaders  for  shells  and  cartridges  of 
all  gauges  and  loads.  You  can  be  sure  of  the  reliability, 
penetration  and  speed  of  shells  and  cartridges  loaded  with 
DuPont  Powders,  and  of  their  high  and  uniform  quality. 

DuPont  loaded  shells  are  sold  by  hardware 
dealers,  sporting  goods  stores  and  most  depart- 
>     mental  stores  throughout  Canada. 


E.  I.  Du  Pont  De  Nemours  &  Company 


Wilmington,  Del.,  U.S.A. 
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coveted  rifle  grow  less  and  less.  At  last 
but  five  days  remained.  Something  must 
be  done  at  once. 

It  was  then  Murray  resolved  to  put  into 
effect  the  very  next  night,  a  set  he  had  had  in 
mind  for  some  time.  This  he  made  pre- 
parations to  do  by  hunting  a  spade  and 
fitting  his  old  fishing  pole  with  a  snare. 

He  was  home  the  next  night  in  double- 
quick  time  and  off  with  the  spade  and  pole. 
First,  he  went  to  the  old  sucker  hole,  where 
after  considerable  hard  work,  he  landed  a 
good-sized  fish.  Taking  the  fish  and  the 
spade  he  hurried  on  to  the  stump,  the  home 
of  the  crafty  old  mink. 

Some  little  distance  up  from  the  stump,  the 
banks  of  the  stream  rose  twelve  inches  or 
more  from  the  surface  of  the  water.  Here 
Murray  decided  to  make  his  set. 

Taking  the  spade  he  dug  a  pocket  from  the 
edge  of  the  stream  back  some  eighteen 
inches.  This  he  made  about  five  inches 
wide,  and  just  deep  enough  that  the  water 
would  cover  the  bottom  to  the  depth  of  an 
inch  or  so.  Next,  he  took  the  fish,  washed  it 
thoroughly,  and  fastened  it  to  a  small  stake. 
The  stake  and  fish  he  placed  at  the  very 
back  of  the  pocket.  Taking  the  trap,  he  set 
it  at  the  mouth  of  the  pocket,  and  staked 
it  as  far  out  in  the  stream  as  the  chain  would 
permit,  making  sure  that  the  trap  and  chain 
were  covered  well  with  water.  Next,  he  dug 
up  a  sod  with  which  he  roofed  the  pocket. 
The  set  was  finished,  yet  just  by  way  of 
precaution  against  any  odors  sticking  about, 
that  might  put  the  cunning  old  rascal  on  his 
guard,  the  lad  splashed  water  all  about  where 
he  had  been  working. 

Murray  visited  his  new  set  each  of  the 
three  following  nights,  and  at  each  visit 
found  it  just  as  he  had  left  it  the  time  before. 


Nor  did  he  see  sny  signs  of  the  mink.  It 
seemed  to  have  left  the  stump  altogether. 

December  the  twenty-fourth  was  a  holiday. 
Murray  was  up  and  had  his  chores  done  early, 
intending  to  make  a  hurried  visit  to  the  traps 
and  then  go  to  town.  This  was  the  day  the 
contest  closed  and  he  wanted  to  be  on  hand  to 
see  who  won. 

The  rat  traps  were  nearest,  so  he  went  to 
them  first,  and  then  hu'stled  on  to  the  mink 
trap,  with  the  sole  intention  of  taking  it 
home,  seeing  the  contest  closed  that  day. 
Nothing  seemed  disturbed  around  the  set 
and  Murray  was  just  about  to  pull  the  sta}ce, 
when  something  caught  his  eye  that  made 
him  shout  for  joy.  There,  on  a  knoll  about 
a  yard  from  where  the  trap  had  been  set, 
lay  the  mink,  caught  well  up  on  the  front  leg 
and  dead  as  a  "nailer." 

Realizing  that  there  was  still  a  chance  to 
win  the  prize,  he  grasped  mink,  trap,  stake 
and  all,  and  rushed  off  as~  fast  as  his  legs 
could  carry  him  to  Mr.  Crone's. 

The  farmer  was  hitching  up  to  go  to  town 
when  Murray  arrived;  sweat  streaming  down 
his  face  and  all  excitement. 

"Why  what's  the  matter  and  where  did 
you  get  that  dandy  mink?"asked  the  farmer, 
before  the  lad  could  get  breath  to  explain. 

Then  Murray  related  the  story  of  the 
contest,  and  of  his  dream,  and  how  after  many 
days  af  vain  attempts  he  had  at  last  beguiled 
the  sly  old  mink  into  a  trap. 

There  was  much  satisfaction  in,  Murray's 
smile  that  afternoon  as  he  and  the  farmer 
emerged  from  the  Jones'  Hardware  Store 
with  the  greatly  coveted  prize,  which  the 
"Dream  Mink,"  as  Murray  fondly  called  the 
beautiful  pelt  had  won  for  him,  over  the  finest 
bunch  of  skins  the  farmer  had  ever  seen. 


Fatty's  Luck 

Jim  Blea 


SUNDAY,  9  a.m.,  Oct.  27th,  1918,  when  the 
Spanish  "flu"  was  creating  havoc  in 
Toronto,  Charles  D.,  James  G.,  the  writer 
and  his  hound,  "Dan,"  left  tlie  above  men- 
tioned metropolis  in  a  flivver  for  Petit's  Point, 
Lake  Scugog,  with  the  sole  intention  of  mur- 
dering a  few  wild  ducks.  The  dog  was  only 
taken  as  mascot,  also  to  make  it  inconvenient 
for  Charles  D.  in  the  back  seat,  who  placed 
one  arm  around  him,  the  other  restraining 


five  guns,  four  valises  and  three  dunnage 
bags  in  their  respective  places.  However, 
Charles  D.  manipulated  this  clever  acrobatic 
stunt  with  only  one  exception,  and  that  was 
when  I  turned  the  car  on  a  sharp  turn  and 
sunk  on  a  three  foot  hole  going  at  twenty 
miles  an  hour  without  giving  warning,  result : 
Dan  was  gracefully  discharged  from  our 
midst  and  stood  on  the  road  giving  an  illus- 
tration of  a  camel,  howling  "The  last  rose  of 
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Always  keep  a  Daylo  in  the  pocket  of  your  car  ! 


As  necessary  in  night  motoring 
as  the  headlight 


Is  the  rear  tire  fiat  ? 

What  the  deuce  is  making  that  engine  sputter  ? 

Has  somebody  been  monkeying  with  the  carburetor  ? 

What  does  this  Chinese  guide  book  say  ? 

Is  that  a  dodo  in  the  fence  corner  ? 

Does  that  sign  read  "Snitzburg"  or  "Podunk"  ? 


IMPORTANT 

For  your  protection  the 
registered  name  : 
EVEREADY 
DAYLO 
is  stamped  on  the  end 
cap.  Accept  no  substi- 
tute. 

2638,  3651,2632,2634, 
2659  are  styles  especial- 
ly suitable  for  use  on 
automobiles. 


Daylo  is  guaranteed  to  multiply  the  joys  and 
convenience  of  night  riding.  Made  in  77  styles. 

CANADIAN  NATIONAL  CARBON  COMPANY,  LIMITED 

Toronto,  Ontario 

The  light  that  says:  J^^P"  ~~Z^  ]  All  Eveready  dealers 

— "There  it  is!"  f^I- rtfMlll^lr  %^Z^I  are  now  well  stocked 


With  that  long-lived 


EVEREADY 


(Tungsten  Battery 
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summer."  I  was  more  than  thankful  he  was 
not  hurt  after  all,  not  only  is  he  a  good  hunter 
but  speaks  two  languages  (his  and  mine). 

We  arrived  at  James  G.'s  chateau  in  less 
than  three  hours,  and  I  must  say  here  that 
James  G.'s  chateau  has  everything  from  a  cake 
of  Ice  to  a  real  bed.  After  dinner  prepared  by 
James  G.,  which  was  fit  for  the  gods, — imag- 
ine, porterhouse  steak,  boiled  potatoes, 
carrots  and  several  of  Heintz's  57,  on  a  shoot- 
ing expedition, —  we  then  dressed  up  as 
"bums," — old  hats,  boots  large  enough  to 
accommodate  five  pairs  of  socks,  and  pants 
discarded  several  years  before.  After  carry- 
ing three  boots,  two  skiffs  and  one  canoe 
down  a  steep  hill  we  proceeded  to  sort  out 
thirty  decoys  apiece,  of  course  we  knew  what 
kind  of  ducks  were  going  to  fly  so  naturally  we 
picked  the  wrong  decoys  as  is  often  the  case  with 
the  wise  ones.  This  done,  we  sat  on  the  shore 
and  watched  three  lone  divers  a  mile  out  from 
shore  drifting  in  the  calm  lake  all  afternoon, 
which  was  not  a  very  promising  outlook  for 
the  next  morning,  but  we  coaxed  ourselves 
into  thinking  that  the  wind  might  blow  hard, 
and  the  North  Pole  freeze  harder  and  drive 
the  ducks  south. 

Monday  a.m.,  one  hour  before  daylight, 
James  G.  had  us  up.  Breakfast  over  and  the 
dog  locked  up,  we  made  for  the  boats.  As 
the  wind  was  coming  across  the  lake  we  chose 
the  far  shore  for  shooting.  Just  after  I  got 
my  thirty  decoys  nicely  spread  out  the  rain 
started.  They  say  the  rougher  the  weather 
the  better  the  luck,  so  I  stuck  to  my  guns. 
Now  when  I  left  camp  I  had  no  thoughts  of 
rain  (only  ducks)  and  as  it  was  cold  when  I 
got  up  I  put  on  woollen  socks,  two  woollen 
sweaters,  woollen  mitts,  and  tweed  pants. 
Being  a  large  man,  256  lbs.  stripped,  and  59 
inches  around  the  dining  room  I  considered  I 
absorbed  enough  rain  in  four  hours  to  make 
Lake  Skugog  jealous.  Three  lone  wild 
geese  were  the  only  feathered  passengers  that 
morning,  and  all  we  got  from  them  was  an 
imitation  of  an  auto  (honk!  honk!)  four  hun- 
dred yards  away.  After  drying  my  clothes 
we  resolved  to  take  Dan,  the  dog,  to  the 
swamps  and  see  if  rabbit  shooting  was  any 
better.  However,  not  a  bunny  was  given  a 
run,  but  Dan  gave  tongue  in  a  language  I 
did  not  understand,  and  as  he  did  not  get 
anything  going,  we  went  back  to  camp  and 
prepared  for  the  next  morning. 

Tuesday  a.m.  we  were  away  to  new  points 
on  the  lake,  the  wind  coming  from  a  different 
direction,  Charlie  D.  and  James  G.  shot 
at; out  a  dozen  ducks  while  all  I  got  was  the 


flu  (flew — English  not  Spanish),  and  judging 
by  their  straight  course,  they  were  making 
for  General  Villa's  water  resorts.  After  three 
hours  trying  to  keep  still,  and  warm  at 
the  same  time,  three  ducks  were  actually 
making  for  my  decoys.  When  about  to  pitch 
in  they  changed  their  minds,  and  on  looking 
around  I  saw  Dan  tearing  down  the  hill 
towards  my  decoys,  he  having  deserted  the 
camp  to  locate  us.  No  duck  shooting,  and 
Dan  on  the  job.  I  decided  to  take  him  alone 
to  the  swamps  and  see  if  he  would  give 
tongue  as  he  did  the  day  before.  Sure 
enough  he  did  and  away  he  went  at  the  rate 
of  a  mile  a  minute.  To  follow  him  up  with 
my  256  pounds  and  excess  baggage,  I  went 
first  into  low  gear  then  on  high.  Pretty 
soon  my  cut-out  started  to  puff.  Ordinarily 
fifty  yards  run  puts  me  to  the  mat,  but  there 
was  blood  in  my  eye  and  murder  in  my  soul 
and  was  going  to  shoot  that  weasel  or  elephant 
or  whatever  it  was.  I  cleared  the  first 
swamp  like  a  rabbit.  Midway  through 
the  next  swamp  I  came  to  a  stream. 
Stepping  on  a  log  to  cross  the  miserable 
thing  it  took  exception  to  my  weight  and 
refused  to  carry  me  only  half  way  over.  Dan, 
by  this  time  had  gained  a  long  lead,  his  voice 
sounding  many  miles  away.  Picking  myself 
out  of  the  stream,  I  just  strolled  or  wobbled 
until  I  came  to  the  end  of  the  swamp  and 
in  climbing  over  a  snake-fence  I  discovered 
a  nice  seat  right  on  top.  There  and  then,  I 
and  myself  agreed  that  the  dog  should  bring 
this  terrible  creature  he  was  chasing  back  to 
me,  if  I  was  to  be  the  executioner.  I  sat 
there  half  an  hour  congratulating  myself  for 
losing  a  few  pounds  in  weight,  when  Dan's 
voice  came  nearer  to  me.  Between"  his 
swamp  and  myself  was  a  ten  acre  field.  I 
kept  my  eyes  glued  across  this  when— "Jump- 
ing Gee  Whitackers" —  if  a  large  red  fox 
didn't  come  out  a  head  of  him,  he  stopped  and 
peeked  around  some  brush  at  the  swamp 
where  L)an  was,  then  turned  and  made  for  a 
fence  to  my  right,  jumped  up  this  and  took  a 
few  steps,  down  again,  then  for  some  unknown 
reason  came  straight  for  me.  My  16  gauge 
gun  had  only  number  6  shot  shells,  and  I  dare 
not  move  a  muscle  to  change  them.  In  a 
few  seconds  "bang"  my  gun  went  off,  but  it 
was  in  the  proper  place,  I  broke  a  hind  leg 
first  shot  and  the  second  shot  finished  him. 
Dan  by  this  time  was  in  the  ten  acre  field 
going  the  same  direction  the  fox  had  gone.  I 
hollered  to  him  that  I  had  shot  him  but  he 
didn't  believe  me,  for  he  took  no  short  cuts 
and  followed  the  course  right  to  me,  where 
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Make  frog  Shot  aSTOShotbjj 

Using  MSttSS  8%jttd 


A, 


If 


Many  men  progress  slowly 
in  the  art  of  marksmanship 
simply  because  they  lack  know- 
ledge of  what  types  of  sights  are 
best  adapted  to  their  needs.  Ninety- 
nine  out  of  every  hundred  marksmen  can 
improve  their  shooting  twenty-five  per  cent 
or  more  by  using  Marble's  Flexible  Rear  Sight 
1     in  conjunction  with  Marble's  V-M  Front  Sight. 

Marble's  Flexible  Rear  Sight 

A  universal  favorite  with  both  professional  and  amateur  sportsmen. %  Stem  is 
not  rigid,  but  is  held  by  a  strong  spring  in  base.  Does  not  break  when  struck. 
Spring  permits  sight  to  give  and  instantly  brings  it  back  to  correct  go  Q/\ 

shooting  position.  Price,  including  two  discs  with  different  apertures  «|>0«OU 

Sheard  "Gold"  Sights 

Widely  known  and  deservedly  popular  because  they  arc  sights  of 
the  first  quality — in  principle  and  construction. 

The  sight  blade  is  concave  and  oblique  shaped,  so  as  to  reflect  the 
rays  forward  and  to  the  point  and  center  of  the  long  egg-shaped 
gold  bead,  so  that  it  will  not  blur  in  the  bright  sunlight;  will  show  up 

illy  65 


all  rifles,  revolvers  and  pistols.  Price, 


MARBLE'S  SIMPLEX  REAR 
SIGHT. 

A  splendid  sight  for  target  and 
small  game  shooting.  Stem  can 
be  quickly  set  in  any  position  by 
raising  the  lock  to  a  horizontal 
position  and  moving  stem  up  or 
down  as  desired.  Lock  holds 
stem  rigid  at  any  elevation. 
Stem  can  be  folded  and  locked 
down.  Price,  including  two  discs 
with  different  apertures  $1.65. 


MARBLE'S 
REVERSIBLE 
FRONT  SIGHT. 

Has  two  beads -one 
ivory,  one  gold. 
Sight  can  be  instantly 
reversed,  so  that 
shooter  can  have  the 
ivory  or  gold  as  light 
requires.  Choice  of 
1-16,  3-32  or  1-8  inch 
bead.  Price  $1.65. 


MARBLE'S  IMPROV- 
ED FRONT  SIGHT. 

Gives  the  shooter  a 
long  look  ahead.  Makes 
accurate  shots  possible  at 
any  range  without  stop- 
ping to  adjust  rear  sight. 
Object  aimed  at  can  be 
seen  over  or  under  bead. 
Ideal  sight  for  snap  shoot- 
ing. Choice  of  ivory  or 
gold  bead,  1-16,  3-32  or 
1-8  inch.    Price  $1.10. 


MARBLE'S  V-M 
FRONT  SIGHT. 

Gold  face  and  gold 
lined  aperture.  Used 
with  a  peep  rear  sight  it 
gives  a  telescopic  effect 
making  quick  sighting 
and  extremely  accurate 
shooting  a  matter  of 
habit.  Many  experts 
prefer  it  to  a  bead  sight. 
Price  $1.65. 


MARBLE'S  ADJUSTABLE  LEAF  SIGHT. 

Can  be  used  alone  or  in  con- 
junction with  peep  rear  sight, 
folding  down  leaf  of  adjustable 
when  peep  is  being  used. 
Marble's  Adjustable  has  two 
different  size  notches  as  shown 
above.  The  notch  piece  is 
held  at  desired  elevation  by  a 
screw  and  is  reversible.:  Price 
$1.10.... 

OR  DIRECi  AY  MAIL  IF  HE  CAN'T  SUPPLY  YOU.  WRITE  FOl 
MARBLE'S  SIGHTS,  CLEANING  IMPLEMENTS,  HUNTING  KNIVES, 


MARBLE'S  STANDARD 
FRONT  SIGHT. 

A  high  grade,  dependable 
sight  for  all  sporting  rifles. 
The  ivory  or  gold  bead  instant- 
ly reflects  th'  faintest  ray  of 
light  and  makes  early  dawn  or 
twilight  shots  more  certain. 
Choice  of  ivory  or  gold  bead, 
1-16,  3-32  or  1-8  in.  Price  $1.10. 

AT   YOUR  DEALER'S, 
COMPLETE  CATALOG  OF 

SAFETY  AXES  AND  OTHER  SPORTSMEN'S  SPECIALTIES. 


MARBLE  ARMS  &  MFG.  CO. 


581  DELTA  AVE. 


GLADSTONE,  MICH. 
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after  a  good  rub  with  his  nose  he  allowed  me 
to  start  for  camp.  Next  day  the  same  time 
Charlie  D.,  James  G.,  Dan  and  I  tried  to 
locate  another  fox.  Sure  enough  the  hound 
was  off  again  on  another  run  but  did  not  get 
this  one  so  turned  back  to  us.  While  going 
home  through  the  swamp  we  noticed  in  a 
small  pool,  two  green  winged  teal.    One  of 


these  we  shot;  the  other  soon  got  lost  in  the 
trees.    Ducks  are  not  found  very  often  in 

these  places.    We  broke  camp  that  night. 

I  had  the  fox  done  up  into  a  neck-piece  for 

my  little  girl  as  a  Christmas  present.  Now 

I  have  an  order  from  her  for  the  muff  that 

goes  with  it.  ~ 


Pacific  Coast  Hunters  Secure  Albino  Bear 


THE  following  descriptive  account  of  a 
unique  bear  hunt  resulting  in  the  cap- 
ture of  an  albino  bear  was  kindly  for- 
warded to  Rod  and  Gun  in  Canada  by  Mrs. 
Manley  Hedden  of  Seattle,  who  with  her 
husband  Mr.  Manley  Hedden,  is  spending  a 
few  months  at  Ocean  Falls,British  Columbia. 
Mr.  Hedden  is  connected  with  the  Pacific 
Paper  Mills  Limited  which  has  a  large  mill 
at  Ocean  Falls. 


June  the  twenty-fourth  was  a  red  letter 
day  for  three  hunters  from  the  Ocean  Falls 
Paper  Mill  of  Ocean  Falls,  British  Columbia. 
The  party  consisting  of  Fred  Seivers,  one  of 
the  most  successful  amateur  hunters  of  the 
Ocean  Falls  distiict,  accompanied  by  two  men 
Messrs  Spear  and  Spurb,  crossed  Link  Lake, 
which  is  approximately  half  way  between 


Vancouver  and  Prince  Rupert,  and  after  a 
short  walk  came  to  a  large  muskeg.  Making 
a  detour  of  a  few  hundred  feet  they  were . 
delighted  to  notice  a  splendid  albino  bear 
and  two  cubs  in  a  tree.  The  albino 
was  dispatched  with  a  few  well  directed 
shots  but  not  before  she  charged  for  a  dis- 
tance of  fifty  feet  from  the  base  of  the  tree. 
She  died  game  like  all  members  of  the  bear 
family. 

V  Mr.  Seivers  made  a  lassoo  oi  a  rope  and  a 
sapling  and  climbing  a  tree  close  by  he  suc- 
ceeded in  lassooing  both  of  the  cubs  and 
lowered  them  unharmed  to  the  ground.  The 
mother  was  a  beautiful  golden  color  weighing 
in  the  neighborhood  of  two  hundred  and 
fifty  pounds.  Her  cubs,  one  of  which  has  an 
almost  human  look  as  (an  be  seen  by  the 
photo,  were  ordinary  black  bear  cubs  except 
for  tufts  of  golden  hair  in  their  ears. 

It  is  not  hard  to  imagine  the  females  of  the 
wild  life  of  the  Pacific  coast  muttering,  "Drug 
store  blonde"  when  her  ladyship  passed  their 
way  and  now  that  she  has  been  gathered  into 
the  great  Forest  we  can  imagine  the  relief  of 
the  jealous  housewives  in  the  dens  of  Ursus 
amencanus. 


From  Darwin's  time  and  even  before  that, 
breeders  of  animals  both  wild  and  tame  have 
endeavored  to  breed  true  to  type.  They  have 
met  with  a  wonderful  degree  of  success  but 
just  when  they  thought  that  it  was  possible  to 
bre.d  an  animal  true  to  color  for  time  eternal, 
Nature  stepped  in  and  with  a  playful  thrust, 
set  at  naught  the  work  of  years.  It  is  not  the 
albino  itself  that  causes  the  damage  to  the 
color  line  breeding,  as  it  is  invariably  a  freak 
white  or  golden  color  that  could  easily  be 
disposed  of,  but  the  trouble  arises  through  the 
mongrel  color  of  the  albino's  progeny. 

Ed.  Note. 
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Some 

Rifle  Ammunition 

CANNOT  BE  OBTAINED 

Owing  to  Present  War  Conditions 

Why  Not  Reload  ? 

We  Will  Gladly  Furnish  All  Data 
Rifle  Smokeless  Division 

E.  L  du  Pont  de  Nemours  &  Company 

WILMINGTON,  DELAWARE. 

U.S.A. 


Let  your  trap  gun  purchase  be  a  PARKER.  Be  one 
of  the  thousands  of  satisfied  PARKER  Gun  users. 

PARKER  Guns  are  made  by  gun  experts.  The  purchaser  of 
a  PARKER  Gun  receives  in  good  substantial  gun  value,  the 
benefits  of  experience  in  gun  manufacturing  of  over  50  years. 


Once  you  have  used  the  PARKER,  you  will  never  be 
satisfied  with  anything  but  the  BEST. 

Eventually  you  will  shoot  the  PARKER.    Why  not  now  ? 

Send  for  catalogue  and  free  booklet  about  20  bore  guns. 

PARKER  BROS.,  Mf&ekreSun  Meriden,  Conn.,  U.S.A. 

New  York  Salesrooms,  25  Murray  St. 


Bird  Dogs  I  Have  Met 


Thomas  Hubert  Hutton 


NO  doubt  you  will  be  surprised  to  learn 
that  one  of  the  very  best  bird-dogs  I  ever 
met  was  nothing  more  nor  less  than  an 
Airedale  terrier.  His  name  was  "Blake's 
Laddie"  and  beyond  the  peradventure  of  a 
doubt  he  was  the  equal  of  any  pointer  or 
setter  I  ever  hunted  with. 

Possibly  right  here  it  would  not  be  amiss  to 
describe  the  Airedale  in  brief.  The  Airedale 
is  the  largest  and  hardiest  terrier  yet  produced 
owing  his  great  and  growing  popularity  to  his 
adaptability  to  every  kind  of  sport.  Singular 
as  it  may  seem,  he  is  the  product  of  mere 
chance,  having  been  evolved  some  sixty  years 
ago,  in  the  valley  of  the  Aire  river,  between 
England  and  Scotland.  In  the  region  where 
he  first  appeared  were  sturdy  out-of-doors 
Yorkshiremen,  keen  huntsmen  by  land  and 
water,  whom  the  local  game  wardens  in  all 
probability  branded  as  poachers.  These 
men  owned  all  kinds  of  dogs  including  the 
big  and  aquatic  otterhound,  several  species 
of  the  intelligent  and  aggressive  terrier, 
the  old. reliable  English  sheep  dog,  and  the 
indomitable  bull  dog.  Out  of  this  potpourri 
of  dogs  evolved  the  new  type  which  combined 
the  best  qualities  of  all  his  motley  forbears. 
He  got  his  size  and  strength,  trailing  ability 
and  love  for  water  from  the  otterhound.  He 
got  from  the  terrier  quick,  keen  wits,  a  bright 
alert  eye  and  a  swiftness  of  movement  appar- 
ently incompatible  with  his  weight.  His 
adaptability  for  driving  and  guarding  stock 
was  his  inheritance  from  the  old  English  sheep 
dog.  The  bull  dog  gave  him  tenacity  and 
courage  to  the  death. 

Naturally  the  Airedale  terrier  as  we  find 
him  to-day  is  the  most  versatile,  the  most 
accomplished,  and  the  most  daring  of  dogs. 
He  is  a  natural  hunter,  has  a  keen  nose,  and 
is  easily  broken  to  gun.  He  will  do  all  the 
work  of  a  spaniel.  A  capital  water  dog  and 
retriever,  he  is  a  first  rate  workman  on  shore, 
and  when  hunting  along  the  banks  of  a  river 
there  are  few  dogs  that  can  equal  him,  for  his 
close,  wiry  jacket  enables  him  to  withstand 
the  effects  of  the  wet,  whilst  being  such  a  big 
dog  he  is  more  than  a  match  for  any  sort  of 
vermin  he  may  fall  across.  Rats  he  will 
destroy  as  quickly  as  one  can  wink  an  eye, 
being  almost  as  quick  in  his  movements  as 
a  mongoose. 

The  Airedale  will  hunt  rabbits  with  the 
zeal  of  a  beagle  or  foxhound,  tree  a  coon,  and 


kill  him  when  he  drops;  a^  for  muskrats,  otter 
and  mink,  he  is  swift  and  certain  death.  No 
hole  is  too  deep  in  the  water  for  him  to  follow , 
his  quarry;  for  hours  he  will  work  indefati- 
gably,  and  woe  betide  the  object  of  his  search 
when  found.  In  addition  to  this,  he  is  easily 
taught  to  retrieve  ducks  and  geese,  and  on 
account  of  his  size  and  strength  no  sea  is  too 
rough  for  him  when  in  pursuit  of  wounded 
wild  fowl. 

The  city  fancier  enjoys  his  companionship 
at  home  or  in  cross  country  tramps,  at  which 
times  the  Airedaje  is  always  busy  and  ready  to 
find  something  of  interest,  whether  chasing 
rabbits,  varmints,  or  shaking  a  mountain 
beaver,  or  treeing  some  noisy  squirrel  or 
grouse,  or  pointing  a  bevy  of  quail,  all  for  the 
fun  of  it.  If  a  swim  is  on  hand,  he  is  first  to 
enjoy  it  and  stands  ready  to  retrieve  anything 
or  if  at  the  shore  handles  himself  dexterously 
in  the  surf,  and  in  shoal  waters  an  Airedale 
will  fish  for  hours  at  a  time,  running  up  and 
down  the  flats/ following  the  little  darting 
fin  bearers  with  head  under  water  seemingly 
as  often  as  out. 

The  farmer  and  rancher  have  found  in  the 
Airedale  a  dog  that  combines  more  than,  any 
other  breed  everything  that  is  useful  in  a  dog. 
He  will  drive  cattle  and  sheep  like  a  collie. 
He  loves  to  continually  hunt  for  and  exter- 
minate all  vermin  and  pests  to  poultry.  He 
is  the  one  dog  that  can  be  depended  upon 
at  all  times  to  quickly  sound  the  alarm  of 
molesting  marauders  being  about,  and  he  is  a 
willing  assistant  in  driving  away  the  howling 
and  mischievous  coyotes  and  when  it  is 
possible  to  corner  one,  will  single-handed  kill 
it  with  neatness  and  v  dispatch.  When  the 
farmer  finds  his  place  visited  only  too  early 
for  his  slumber  by  'coons  in  the  chicken  coop 
or  a  visit  from  the  destructive  skunk,  if  he  is 
without  an  Airedale  on  his  place,  he  begins  to 
think  it's  about  time  he  had  one;  for  nothing 
ever  destroys  bird  or  animal  life  on  farm  0r 
ranch  without  an  Airedale  knowing  it  and  he  " 
loses  no  time  in  dispensing  the  enemy  instant- 
ly, and  all  so  naturally  and  willingly,  without 
guidance  or  suggestion, 

Hujnters  and  trappers  have  come  to  find 
in  the  Airedale  a  dog  par  excellence  for  their 
life.  The  slightest  movement  in  an  adjoining 
thicket,  he  hears  and  detects  instantly,  or  he 
scents  distant  gajme  long  before  one  has  any 
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ITHACA 
WINS 

SAM  VANCE  with 
an  ITHACA  won 
the  amateur  cham- 
p  i  o  n  s  h  i  p  of  all 
Canada  this  year 
for  the  fourth  con- 
secutive time. 

J.  A.  McROBB  with 
another  ITHACA 
won  Grand  Cana- 
dian Handicap. 

Another  record  which 
proves  that  any  man  can 
shoot  an  ITHACA  better. 
Double  guns,  $34.78  and 

up.    Single  trap  guns, 

$64.34  and  up. 

Catalog  FREE. 
Address  Box  13 

ITHACA  GUN 
CO. 
ITHACA,  N.Y. 


Fishermen 

and 

Campers 

Quick  Relief 

From  the  many 
minor  accidents 
and  bruises  you 
receive  on  your 
vacation  is  afford- 
ed by 

Minard's 
Liniment 

Put  a  Bottle  In 
Your  Outfit 


:  i 


jiiaywe  send  you 
this  guide  book? 


An  illustrated  guide  to -points 
of  interest  in  and  around  Buffalo, 
including  Niagara  Falls.  Free 
on  request. 

When  in  Buffalo,  stop  at  the 
Hotel  Lenox,  Buffalo's  ideal 
hotel  for  tourists.  Quietly 
situated,  yet  convenient  to 
theatre,  shopping  and  business 
districts  and  Niagara  Falls 
Boulevard.    First-»class  garage. 

European  plan.  Fire- 
proof, modern.  Un- 
usual cuisine.  Every 
room  an  outside  room. 
$2.00  up . 

,6n  Empire  Tours. 
Road  map  and 
running  directions 
free. 

C.  A.  MINER 

Managing  Director 
North  St.  at 
Delaware  Ave. 


HOTEL  L 


BUFFALO  N.Y. 


DECOYS 
THAT 
REALLY 
DECOY. 

"PREMIER"  MALLARD.  Rml  U.  S.  Patent  Offio« 

On  your  hunting  trip  take  along  Mason's  Decoys — 
perfect  in  shape  and  coloring.  They  bring  down  the 
f;ame  everytime. 

ASK  FOR  MASON'S  AND  GET  MASON'S. 

We  manufacture  all  species — Crow,  Duck,  Swan, 
Snipe  and  Geese — in  several  grades. 

Write  for  Illustrated  Catalogue— It's  Free. 

Mason's  Decoy  Factory 

590  MUford  and  P.  M.  R.  R.  Detroit,  Mich. 
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W.  F~  ISJ VE 


^SPORTSMAN'S  FWENlT 

Odorless,  colorless,  clean  to  use, 
unaffected  by  climatic  changes, 
Nyoil  positively  keeps  rust 
away  from  firearms  and  fish- 
ing tackl*  and  makes  itself  so 
generally  useful  as  to  become 
indispensable  to  the  outdoor  man. 
The  steady  growth  of  its  popularity 
?.mong  sportsmen  is  due   to  the 
satisfaction   obtained   from  Its 
use.  Ask  your  dealer.  Large  handy 
can,  35c  postpaid.   Trial  bottle  15c. 
Wm.  F.  Nye,  New  Bedford,  Mass. 
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1.  Mrs.  Stanley  Blake's  favorite  dogs  are 
Airedale  terriers. 

2.  None  are  cuter  than  Airedale  puppies. 

3.  Mr.  Stanley  Blake  is  also  very  fond  of 
Airedales. 


idea  of  its  presence,  leading  his  master  still- 
hunting  to  it,  or  if  allowed  his  freedom,  going 
off  with  a  bound  and  at  a. pace  that  no  other 
dog  can  surpass,  out  of  sight  and  hearing  until 
he  has  rounded  up  his  quarry  and  has  a  bear 
at  bay  in  some  recess,  or  cougar  treed,  or  bob- 
cat cornered,  when,  with  unceasing  and  noisy 
tongue,  he  tells  the  tale  to  the  otherwise 
peaceful  hills  and  dales,  that  he  is  there  to 
stay  hours  if  needed,  until  his  hunter-master 
comes  to  put  an  end  to  the  wild  prey  of  his 
finding.  Instances  are  reported  of  Airedales 
staying  with  big  game  treed  for  two  days' 
time  and  more  before  being  found. 

In  point  of  disposition,  no  dog  could  be 
possessed  of  more  qualities  that  would  endear 


him  to  his  owner.  He  is  far  from  quarrel- 
some with  other  dogs,  is  inclined  to  shun 
them  at  walk;  but  let  another  dog  dispute  his 
right  to  advance,  he  is  up  and  at  it  in  a  mom- 
ent. Then  his  opponent  must  look  to  him- 
self, however,  big  and  strong  he  may  be.  The 
Airedale's  jaw,  of  wonderful  length  and 
punishing  power,  soon  does  its  work,  and  he 
would  sooner  die  than  turn  tail.  At  home  he 
is  docile  in  the  extreme,  fond  of  children,  and 
a  good  guardian,  also  obedient  to  a  wonderful 
degree,  which  coupled  with  an  intelligence 
almost  human  makes  him  a  most  enjoyable 
and  trustworthy  companion.  The  Airedale, 
moreover,  possesses  another  great  recommen- 
dation in  the  eyes  of  many  dog  lovers,  this 
being  the  possession  of  a  very  hardy  constitu- 
tion, which  causes  little  trouble  to  his  owners 
during  the  early  stages  of  his  career,  and  when 
grown  he  can  stand  an  unlimited  amount  of 
rough  and  tear  work.  Altogether,  he  is  one 
of  the  most  useful  dog's  living,  and  has  a 
personality  all  his  own. 

|£  "Blake's  Laddie,"  combined  all  the  quali- 
ties of  the  Airedale  and  possessed  in  addition 
all  that  goes  to  make  up  a  perfect  bird-  dog, 
being  absolutely  staunch  on  point,  steady 
to  wing  and  shot,  and  a  careful,  slow  worker. 
I  found  this  out  one  day  last  fall.  Here  is 
the  way  it  came  about : 

Stanley  Blake,  the  owner  of  "Laddie  ', 
invited  me  to  accompany  him  on  one  of  his 
numerous  hunting  excursions.  Of  course,  I 
gladly  accepted  the  invitation,  as  he  is  a 
jolly  fellow  to  be  out  with  and  a  sportsman  of 
the  first  water.  Mr.  Blake  had  frequently 
told  me  about  his  bird  dog  "Laddie."  but  m\ 
big  surprise  came  when  I  asked  him  whether 
"Laddie"  was  a  pointer  or  setter  and  he 
startled  me  with  the  declaration  that  he  was 
nothing  more  nor  less  than  an  Airedale  terrier 

To  me,  it  sounded  most  too  incredible  to 
believe  and  when  I  voiced  my  skepticism 
jokingly,  friend  Blake  immediately  threw  down 
the  gauntlet  and  accepted  the  challenge  to 
prove  his  statement,  to  wit:  That  "Laddie," 
the  Airedale,  was  a  sure  enough  thoroughly 
trained  bird  dog. 

That  was  his  impelling  reason  for  extend- 
ing the  invitation  to  me  to  accompany  him 
on  the  hunting  trip,  so  on  the  morning  of  one 
delightful  autumnal  day  we  started  out, 
"Laddie"  and  "Jjngo"  (one  of  Blake's  fine 
string  of  Pointers)  held  firmly  in  leash,  but  not 
without  difficulty,  as  "Laddie"  especially 
appeared  very  ambitious  to  get  loose.  At  the 
moment  I  did  not  attribute  this  quality  to 
any  desire  on  his  part  to  get  to  work  on  quail,. 
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CLARK'S 
PREPARED  FOODS 

Please  remember  Mr.  Canadian  Sportsman  that  Clark's 
can  give  you  the  finest  selection  of  Canned  Foods  for 
Camp  use  and  that  they  are 

MADE  IN  CANADA 

Corned  Beef,  Roast  Beef;  Roast  Mutton,  Loaf  Meats, 
Cooked  Tripe,  Beefsteak  and  Onions,  Stewed  Kidney, 
Ox  and  Lunch  Tongues,  Potted  Meats,  Concentrated 
Soups,  Pork  and  Beans,  Peanut  Butter,  Tomato  Ketchup,  Spaghetti 
with  Tomato  Sauce  and  Cheese,  Canadian  Boiled  Dinner,  etc.,  etc. 

PERFECTLY  COOKED  AND  READY  TO  SERVE 

YOUR  GROCER  HAS  THEM  INSIST  ON  CLARK'S 

W,  CLARK,  LIMITED,  MONTREAL 


Hardy's  The  Great  British  Specialists 

In  "Palakona"  Regd.  Split  Bamboo  Fishing  Rods 


Manufacturers  to 

HIS  MAJESTY 
KING  GEORGE  V. 


THE  ORE  A  T 
ENGLISH  FIELD 
says,  "  We  must 
never  forget  that  it 
is  to  HARDY 
Bros,  of  Alnwick  we 
owe  the  supremacy 
we  have  achieved  as 
Rod  makers. 


THE  "DE  LUXE"  ROD,  made  of  Steel -hard  "PALAKONA"  is  Hardy's  latest 
design  in  single-handed  rods  for  wet  or  dry  fly  fishing. 

IT  is  the  product  of  the  largest,  and  best  equipped  factory,  supervised  by  the 
champion  Professional  Fly  Casters  and  Anglers  in  Europe,  "Hardy's."  Don't 
forget  that  as  wages  in  Great  Britain  are  75%  less  than  in  America  we  can 
give  greater  value  in  high  class  hand  work.  All  our  rods  are  hand  made  by  ex- 
perts whose  lives  have  been  spent  at  this  work,  for  which  50  GOLD  MEDALS 
nave  been  awarded.  Length  9-ft.,  weight  5%  ozs.;  9-ft.  6-ins.,  weight  b%  ozs.; 
10-ft.,  weight  6  ozs.    All  fitted  with  Hardy's  patent  screw  grip  reel  fittings. 

DRY  FLIES— As  made  by  us  for  the  late  F.'M.  Halford 
Esq.,  for  whom  we  also  made  rods,  etc. 

GUT  CASTS — The  Anglo-American  tapered  mist  color 
No.  1  medium,  No.  2  fine,  as  made  for  Mr.  Halford. 

Stout  to  4X  Ditto,  Ditto  to  3X,  Stout  Lake  to  fine,  Ditto 
to  medium,  Ex-stout  to  MEDIUM,  Ex-stout  to  stout,  6  ft. 

We  will  be  pleased  to  quote  prices  on  receipt  of  inquiry. 

Hardy  Bros., Manufactory  Alnwick,  England 


446 


ROD  AND  GUN  IN  CANADA 


merely  thinking  his  evident  anxiety  to  be 
freed  was  nothing  but  pure  wildness,  and  I 
remarked  to  Mr.  Blake  that  when  "Laddie" 
did  get  loose  that  would  be  the  last  we  would 
see  of  him.  I  never  saw  a  dog  carry  on  so 
frantically  in  my  life.  He  looked  as  though 
he'd  die  if  he  wasn't  liberated  right  then  and 
there.  "Jingo,"  aside  from  wagging  his  tail 
and  giving  his  master  wistful  and  anxious 
glances  every  now  and  then,  showed  no 
inclination  to  be  freed  from  the  chain. 

We  were  Steadily  tramping  'cross  country 
and  by  this  time  had  gotten  well  out  of  sight 
of  the  little  town  from  which  we  had  started 
and  soon  wTe  would  come  to  good  bird  country. 

It  wasn't  long,  therefore  until  the  eager 
"Laddie"  and  Jingo"  were  set  at  liberty, 
and  as  I  had  predicted  "Laddie"  made  a 
wild  rush  and  was  soon  clear  out  of  sight 
while  "Jingo"  was  more  careful,  hunting 
every  bit  of  the  ground  thoroughly  that  he 
went  over. 

"Now,"  said  I,  to  friend  Blake,  "Laddie's 
actions  right  from  the  start  show  he's  no  part 
of  a  bird  dog  and  explode  your  claims  com- 
pletely." 

"You  just  be  a  little  bit  patient,"  Blake 
retorted  "and  give  the  Airedale  a  chance. 
That  first  little  initial  dash  of  his  is  just  to 
get  his  blood  circulating  right.  He'll  simmer 
down  in  a  minute  and  then  he'll  work  even 
slower  and  carefuller,  than  "Jingo"  is  workin' 
now." 

"Maybe  you're  righC  said  I,  "but  you 
know  I've  adopted  the  "show-me"  attitude. 
It's  up  to  "Laddie"  to  redeem  himself  if  he's 
got  sense  enough,  which  I  begin  to  seriously 
doubt." 

Considering  this  a  pretty  hot  shot,  I  closed 
my  chops  and  remained  silent  a  spell,  giving 
it  plenty  time  to  soak  in. 

But  a  moment  of  time  proved  that  Blake 
was  right  and  I  was  wrong,  for  "Laddie"  did 
simmer  down  and  got  busy  in  a  manner  that 
immediately  stamped  him  as  a  first-class  bird 
dog.  He  out-hunted  the  pointer  forty  ways, 
and  in  no  time  at  all,  it  seemed,  was  pointing 
a  bevy  of  quail,  one  forefoot  uplifted  and  his 
whole  body  held  as  rigid  as  a  statue  of  stone. 

The  best  "Jingo"  could  do  was  to  back  him, 
and  a  pretty  picture  it  would  have  made, 
had  a  camera  been  handy,  but  that's  nearly 
always  the  way  of  it,  one  never  has  his  kodak 
n-ady  at  the  right  time. 

When  the  smoke  cleared  away  "Laddie" 
and  "Jingo"  retrieved  the  two  birds  Blake 
shot  and  I  saw  that  "Laddie"  was  just  as 
tender  a  retriever  as  any  pointer  or  setter 


dared  be.  My  surprise  melted  into  admira- 
tion and  I  forthwith  congratulated  my  friend 
and  assured  him  the  smokes  were  on  me  the 
moment  we  got  back  to  town. 

The  Airedale  terrier  as  a  breed  has  not  only 
shown  his  sterling  qualities  as  a  sportsman's 
asset,  but  he  has  also  proven  his  worth  in  the 
recent  great  European  War. 

Originally  bred  in  England,  in  the  Valley 
of  the  Aire  river,  developed  with  no  end  in 
view  greater  than  utility,  he  is  the  ideal 
dog  today  for  war  duties.  He  has  well 
been  called  "the  most  self-contained  dog" — 
one  of  his  most  valuable  traits  when  he  is 
considered  for  purposes  of  war.  He  is  never 
unduly  excited  or  disturbed  even  under  the 
greatest  strains  of  terror.  His  sagacity, 
fidelity,  nose  and  hardiness  stand  him  in 
great  stead.  I  was  a  long  time  realizing 
that  the  Airedale  was  something  more  than 
a  "passing  fad,"  and  I  was  only  convinced 
when  I  saw  "Laddie"  worked  alongside  a 
thoroughly  trained  and  pedigreed  pointer  and 
saw  that  he  was  even  superior  to  the  pointer 
in  bird  dog  qualities.  I  was  just  a  Doubting 
Thomas,  as  no  doubt  many  of  those  who  scan 
this  page  still  are, ''and  to  these  I  would  say 
all  you  have  to  do  is  try  one  out  and  see  for 
yourself  their  value  as  an  all  around  utility 
dog,  no  matter  what  you  want  to  use  them  for. 

The  Airedale  was  bred  originally  for  a  real 
working  terrier — and  he  is  actually  all  that 
has  ever  been  expected  of  him,  and  more.  By 
instinct  and  training  his  senses  have  been 
developed  towards  the  end  of  value.  He 
is  without  a  peer  in  the  world  of  dogdom  for 
intelligence.  No  dog  can  boast  greater  game- 
ness,  none  has  a  keener  nose,  he  is  supreme 
in  the  water,  and  his  size,  being  the  largest 
of  all  the  terriers,  stands  him  in  good  stead. 
He  never  seeks  trouble — but  is  always  ready 
for  it  when  it  comes. 

The  Airedale  is  almost  universally  healthy, 
and  his  heavy  double  coat  enables  him  to 
stand  even  the  most  severe  climate.  He 
adapts  himself  anywhere,  from  the  equator  to 
the  North  Pole,  and  from  the  home  to  the 
battle  field. 

'  From  the  Otter  Hound  the  Airedale  inherits 
a  nose  as  keen  as  any  of  the  hound  family. 
This  valuable  nose  is  backed  up  by  a  sense 
of  hearing  that  has  no  superior.  In  their 
native  land  experiments  have  been  made  at 
Scotland  Yard  which  prove  that  the  Airedale 
can  detect  sounds  far  away  by  hundreds  of 
yards  for  the  most  acute  ear.  In  the  English 
army  they  put  this  faculty  into  practical  user 
The  Airedales  are  trained  not  to  bark  at 
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The  thfee  words  that 
tell  the  whole  ^tory  of 
a  perf edt  cup  of  coffee, 
from  plantation  to 
breakfast  table-  

"Seal  Brand"  Coffee. 

In       1  and  2  pound  tins.   Whole — ground — pulverized — also 
fine  ground  for  Percolators.   Never  sold  in  bulk.  187 

CHASE  &  SANBORN,  MONTREAL. 


TELLS  HOW  FAR  YOU  WALK 

THE  AMERICAN  PEDOMETER 

Regulates  te  Step  and  Rtcieterc  Ixact 
f ancae  ;  Simple,  Accurate,  iuraftrie. 

Indispensable  to  every  lov- 
er of  outdoor  sport  and  es- 
pecially to  those  who  love 
WALKING.  Instructive  be- 
cause of  value  in  determining 
distances;   a   necessary  ad- 
junct to  compass  and  as  use- 
ful to  SPORTSMEN.  It  fur- 
nishes the  true  solution  of 
many  a  disputed  question  of 
how  far  it  is  to  or  from  van- 
ious  points.  Best  of 
all  it  is  a  wonder- 
ful health  promoter 
because  its  interest- 
ing notations  afford 
real    incentive  f»r 
WALKING.  Whe- 
ther you  walk  f«r 
health,  business  or 
pleasure — anywhere, 
everywhere.  the 
AMERICAN  Pedo- 
meter tells  the  whole 
story  of  just  how 
far  you  have  trav- 
elled. 

FULLY 
GUARANTEED 
One  -Hundred  Mile 
Pedometer,  $1.75 
Sold  by  all  Dealers  or  Direct 

AMERICAN  PEDOMETER  COMPANY 

902  Chapel  St.,  New  Haven,  Conn. 
E.  &  A.  GUNTHER  CO.      -      Toronto,  Canada 
Agents  for  the  Dominion  of  Canada 


No  Trouble  to  Prepare 


Reindeer  Coffee 


or 


Reindeer  Cocoa 

Just  Add  Boiling  Water 

Handy  for  home  use,  at  picnics, 
hunting,  fishing  or  camping 

BORDEN  MILK  CO. 

MONTREAL 


Contain 
both 
Milk 
and 
Sugar 
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strange  sounds  in  trench  warfare,  especially 
at  night,  but  to  give  low  growls — and  in  this 
manner  warning  of  the  stealthy  approach  of 
the  enemy.  IW  both  scent  and  hearing  the 
Airedales  can  do  this  when  the  human  ear 
would  not  enable  the  soldiers  to  detect  the 
presence  of  danger.  The  degrees  of  the  dog's 
growl  indicate  the  nearness  of  the  danger  in 
these  cases.  They  are  trained  to  express 
themselves  just  a  little  more  positively  as  the 
danger  is  greater,  or  otherwise,  No  other 
breed  would  lend  itself  to  such  subtle  training. 

In  the  ambulance  service  the  Airedale  is 
also  most  valuable;  he  can  tell,  better  than  can 
any  human,  whether  or  not  life  is  extinct. 
The  dogs  are  taught  to  go  about  the  fields 
of  slaughter  and  single  out  those  of  the 
wounded  in  whom  there  are  yet  signs  of  life — 
and  many  of  these  are  thus  saved  who  would 
otherwise  perish.  A  noble  work  for  a  dog, 
as  you  will  agree!  But  what  animal  has 
ever  done  nobler  work  than  man's  greatest 
friend — the  dog? 

The  highest  praise  for  the  Airedale  is  given 
by.  those  who  have  seen  his  work  on  the  bloody 
fields  of  battle  in  Europe.  He  even  thrives 
on  the  battlefield  by  reason  of  his  gameness, 
quickness,  and  hardy  constitution.  He  learns 
to  actually  love  the  sound  of  heavy  gun  firing. 
He  can  tell  the  English  Tommy  from  the 
German  Hun,  and  in  many  hand  to  hand 
trench  conflicts  he  has  lent  his  aid  and  proved 
himself  a  fearful  assailant.  No  doubt  now 
the  great  war  is  over  many  a  soldier 
owes  his  life  to  the  timely  assistance  of  an 
Airedale,  and  I  venture  the  prediction  that 
there  will  be  very  few  returning  soldiers  who 
will  not  be  dog  enthusiasts  for  the  remainder 
of  their  lives.  This  will  necessarily  create 
renewed  interest  in  man's  greatest  friend 
and  assure  the  dog  human  sympathy  for  many 


years  to  come.  Here's  hoping  that  one  of  the 
fruits  of  the  war  will  be  to  evolve  a  better 
understanding  on  the  part  of  the  great  mass  of 
the  people  as  to  thr  value  of  the  outdoor 
world  in  general,  and  the  dog  in  particular. 

"Laddie"  was  not  only  a  well-trained  bird, 
dog,  but  he  had  the  breeding  to  back  him  up 
and  it  woud  not  surprise  me  one  whit  if  some 
day  he  should  slip  up  on  the  "dog  world" 
and  capture  first  -prize  as  the  greatest  BIRD- 
DOG  in  America.  In  all  probability,  how- 
ever, he  will  not  do  that,  as  the  gen- 
eral run  of  bird  dog  judges  would  likely  be 
somewhat  prejudiced  in  favour  of  the 
setter  and  the  pointer,  even  though  the 
Airedale's  work  as  a  bird  dog  was  superior — 
a  decision  in  favour  of  the  latter  might  be 
called  "a  comic  mistake,"  or  something  like 
that,  and  work  detriment  to  the  offending 
judge.  The  successful  judge  knows  that 
he  must  strive  to  please  the  majority  and  the 
setter  and  pointer  men  would  assuredly  resent 
having  their  dog  bested  by-  an  Airedale 
^terrier.  It  woud  submerge  their  pride  to 
such  a  depth  that  it  is  doubtless  if  they'd 
ever  be  able  to  get  their  "periscopes"  above 
the  surface  again.  Any  judge  would  know 
that.   So  I  guess  "Laddie"  has  a  slim  chance. 

But  that  doesn't  keep  him  from  deserving 
the  honors  anyway  and  I'd  sure  love  to 
gamble  on  him  before  an  unbiased  judge. 
"Laddie's"  real  name  is  "Haughty  Lad  of 
Ashborne,"  167025  A.K.C.,  by  Ch.  Soudan 
Swiveller,  ex  Red  Riot  of  Ashborne,  so  you  see 
he  is  well  fortified  in  the  best  Airedale  blood- 
lines. .  I  only  wish  he  could  get  a  chance  to 
show  his  equality  as  a  bird  dog  at  some  Field 
Trial  event  where  the  best  setters  and  pointers 
in  the  country  were  participating.  He'd 
sure  make  the  wise  ones  sit  up  and  take 
notice. 


A  Vision  Realized 


An  Amateur 


"  Yarrow's  stream  unseen,  unknown, 

It  must,  or  we  shall  rue  it, 
We  have  a  vision  of  our  own, 

A  hi  why  should  we  undo  it." 

Not  being  a  poet,  and  when  one's  larder 
provider's  theme  is  ducks,  first,  last,  and  all 
the  time,  one  must  inevitably  yearn  to  see 
the  vision  realized,  a  vision  which  you  will 


perceive  finally  culminated,  not  like  the 
vision  of  Yarrow,  which  failed  miserably 
to  measure  up  to  the  reality,  but  rather  the 
reverse. 

The  afternoon  we  had  planned  for  our 
journey  proved  ideal.  The  air  was  clear  and 
just  crisp  enough  to  be  exhilarating  as  we 
tramped  along  on  slaughter  bent. 

Having  soon  left  the  town  far  behind,  we 
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illette  I 


«NOW«  THJ-    J»     WOftUQ  oven 


For  the  Gillette  owner,  life  is  one 
long  holiday  from  stropping  and 
honing.  It  is  a  round  of  daily 
luxurious  shaves.  The  shaving 
quality  of  the  hard-tempered,  keen 
and  lasting  Gillette  Blade  is  a  never 
failing  source  of  satisfaction. 

You,  who  are  planning  a  vacation, 
should  include  one  pleasure  you 
can  enjoy  twelve  months  each  year 
— buy  a  Gillette  Safety  Razor. 
Free  your  holiday  from  strops  and 
hones. 

The  new  Kit  Set — the  Pocket 
Edition  Gillette  Safety  Razor — in 
a  limp  leather  roll  case,  complete 
with  twelve  double-edged  blades 
and  a  mirror,  takes  only  a  few 
inches  of  space  in  your  kit. 

Remember  now  the  Gillette  was 
the  choice  of  the  soldiers  of  all  the 
Allied  armies.  You  will  need  a 
Gillette  to  remove  your  open-air 
growth  of  beard. 


The  price  is  $5.00 


§ 
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took  to  the  fields  to  shorten  the  distance.  I 
don't  know  how  many  we  crossed,  but  they 
included  pasture,  stubble  and  ploughed 
ground,  and  in  spite  of  minutes  lost  in  seeking 
means  to  avoid  climbing  the  fences,  we  made 
quick  work  of  them,  arriving  at  our  destina- 
tion in  less  than  an  hour. 

Running  along  the  west  side  of  the  north- 
ern end  of  the  marsh  was  a  snake  rail  fence, 
and  parallel  with  that  and  quite  close,  was  a 
path,  evidently  worn  by  cattle.  From  this 
eastward,  the  ground  overgrown  with  willows 
gradually  sloped  to  a  pond,  at  the  edge  of 
which  earlier  in  the  season  a  hide  had  been 
built. 

My  larder  provider  had  been  offered  the 
loan  of  a  punt,  with  which  to  retrieve  the 
ducks,  This,  he  had  been  informed,  was  hidden 
in  the  willows  near  the  fence,  Long  after- 
wards he  discovered  that  the  reference  had 
been  to  another  fence  stretching  diagonally 
across.  Howrever,  after  he  had  spent  about 
ten  minutes  in  a  vain  endeavor  to  locate  it, 
I  thought  I  would  have  a  try.  The  ground 
looked  solid  enough  and  I  was  anxious  to 
get  a  glimpse  of  a  muskrat  house,  but  before 
I  had  proceeded  far,  I  felt  the  water  oozing 
through  my  boots.  Needless  to  say,  I  lost 
no  time  in  retreating  and  establishing  a 
firmer  position  on  the  fence,  leaving  the 
boots  unoccupied  on  the  end  of  the  top 
rail,  as  a  target  for  the  sun. 

Ultimately  abandoning  all  hope  of  finding 
the  punt,  he  next  decided  to  attempt  wing- 
shooting  at  another  smaller  pond  farther 
south  where  the  water  was  shallow. 

„  I  watched  him  as  he  followed  along  the 
path  until  he  came  to  where  the  fence  turned 
directly  westward.  Southeast  of  this  cor- 
ner, a  distance  of  perhaps  forty  yards,  were 
several  uprooted  pine  stumps  standing  in  a 
row.  This  was  his  objective,  as  it  was  the 
only  cover  the  place  afforded  and  the  pond 
lay  just  east  of  them. 

He  had  not  been  there  long  before  three 
came  sailing  over.  I  saw  the  gun  spit  fire 
and  one  drop.  Then  I  saw  him  as  he  waded 
through  the  long  grass  after  it,  but  just  at 
that  time  my  attention  was  directed  to  the 
willows,  where  I  was  sure  I  heard  something 
moving.  I  climbed  down  from  the  fence 
and  in  doing  so,  jarred  the  boots  off  on  the 
opposite  side.  Having  managed  to  reach  one 
through  the  rails,  I  tried  to  pull  the  other 
nearer  with  a  stick  but  it  refused  to  come. 
Meanwhile,  the  sound  became  more  and  more 
distinct  until  I  could  hear  every  step.  Ter- 
rorized, I  grabbed  the  one  boot  but  in  turn- 


ing to  flee,  I  beheld  just  emerging  from  the 
bushes,  the  head  and  shoulders  of  a  big  steer. 
My  fears  allayed,  I  resumed  my  vigil  on  the 
fence  just  in  time  to  see  the  hunter,  minus  the 
hunted,    disappear  behind  the  stumps  again. 

By  this  time  the  sun  was  on  the  horizon 
and*  the  tall  trees  scattered  along  the  fence, 
cast  long,,  dark  shadows  across  the  marsh. 
I  didn't  relish  the  idea  of  moving  any  farther 
south,  as  the  walk  home  would  be  long  enough 
but  I  eventually  concluded  I  should,  at 
least,  feel  more  secure  nearer  the  ammunition 
depot,  so  having  slipped  the  fence  and 
crawling  under  berry  bushes,  then  climbing 
back,  I  trudged  along  the  path. 

On  coming  to  the  turn  I  sat  down  and 
made  an  effort  with  the  inadequate  aid  of 
a  hair-pin  to  button  them,  but  after  repeated 
exertions  the  buttons  on  the  proper  side 
resembled  hen's  teeth,  which  they  say  are 
fewT  and  far  between. 

Meanwhile'  away  to  the  south  I  heard  an 
occasional  shot  fired  and  after  each  one  I 
looked  up  expecting  to  see  some  ducks  but 
none  came. 

As  I  sat  there  musing,  I  recalled  the  words 
of  the  great  poet  who  gave  as  a  reason 
why  men  went  hunting,  "It's  the  lure  of 
little  voices;  It's  the  mandate  of  the  wild." 
Surely  he  didn't  mean  the  mosquitoes,  they 
were  the  only  little  voices  I  heard  and  to  me 
they  were  rather  more  repelling  than  alluring. 

My  reverie  was  interrupted  with  "Bangf 
Bang!"  followed  by  indistinct  words.  I  was 
not  sure  whether  he  was  trying  to  assure 
those  twTo  still  unscathed  but  frightened 
ducks  that  all  was  well  or  whether  it  was  a 
call  for  more  to  come,  but  I  had  grave  sus- 
picions that  it  was  neither,  and  I  resolved 
then  and  there  to  listen  better  to  the  next 
item. 

As  I  gazed  about  to  see  if  more  were 
coming  away  to  the  south-west,  I  observed 
a  black  line  looming  up  which  proved  to  be 
ten  ducks  but  just  as  they  came  within  sight 
of  the  pond,  they  veered  to  the  north  as 
though  disappointed  in  not  seeing  others 
of  their  kind  feeding  there. 

Nothing  followed,  not  even  the  report  of 
the  shot-gun,  and  my  curiosity  was  aroused 
beyond  restraint,  so  that  after  the  ducks  were 
out  of  sight,  I  called  to  him  to  know  why  he 
didn't  shoot  and  after  expressions  of  surprise 
he  said  that  they  were  out  of  range. 

I  called  myself  stupid  for  spoiling  my 
opportunity  but  it  made  no  difference,  for 
although  we  lingered  some  time  longer  no 
more  came  and  when  I  ventured,     as  we- 
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Double  Service 
From  Your  Canvas 


Tents,  ground  covers,  bed-rolls,  pack- 
saddles,  canvas  wearing  apparel,  duffle  bags, 
and  supply  covers  are  just  a  few  of  the  many 
things  that  go  to  make  up  the  complete  camp- 
ing equipment.  And  for  these  needs  there  is 
no  material  that  gives  the  same  service  and 
economy  as  canvas  properly  treated  with  a 
preservative  waterproofing. 

PRESERVO  through  the  universal  satis- 
faction it  has  given  is  recognized  as  the 
standard  soft  finish  waterproofing  and  mildew- 
proofing  for  canvas.  For  manyj'ears  the  can- 
vas users  of  America  have  used  PRESERVO 
to  waterproof  and  preserve  canvas.  For 
GKperience  has  shown  that  plain  canvas  does 
not  provide  economical  protection. 

Untreated  canvas  is  not  waterproof  against 
any  but  the  light  •  rains.  PRESERVO 
treated  canvas  is  waterproof  against  the 
hardest  storms. 

Untreated  canvas  is  short-lived — mildew 
causes  rapid  decay,  and  exposure  causes  it  to 
become  stiff  and  hard  to  handle.  PRESERVO 


treated  canvas  is  absolute  proof  against  mil- 
dew and  decay,  it  remains  soft  and  pliable 
and  wears  at  least  twice  as  long  as  plain 
canvas. 

PRESERVO  is  inexpensive  and  easily 
applied  to  new  canvas  or  to  old  canvas. 
Almost  any  canvas  goods  dealer  can  supply 
you  with  PRESERVO-treated  canvas  or 
with  the  liquid  PRESERVO.  You  can  add 
new  life  to  your  old  canvas  by  treating  it 
with  PRESERVO. 

Insist  on  the  Genuine  PRESERVO. 


While  there  are  other  methods  of  water- 
proofing canvas,  there  is  only  one  genuine 
PRESERVO.  You  can  insure  maximum 
service  and  economy  by  insisting  on  the  gen- 
uine. 

Write  us  about  your  canvas  needs  and  let 
us  tell  you  about  the  saving  you  can  make 
by  using  PRESERVO-treated  canvas.  Ask 
for  our  special  book  for  campers  and  sports- 
men. 


ROBESON  PRESERVO  COMPANY 

419  White  Block,  Port  Huron,  Mich. 
Eastern  Branch:  357  Western  Ave.,  Boston,  Mass. 
Canadian  Branch:  Sarnia,  Ont. 
The  Hunter-Johnson  Co.,  209  California  St.,  San  Francisco,  Cal. 

Distributors  for  the  Pacific  Coast 


Waterproofs* 
and  Preserver  Canvas 
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wended  our  way  homeward,  to  ask  him  why 
he  didn't  try  a  duck  call  again  he  said: 
"That  is  a  secret  and  women  can't  keep  a 
secret"..  Well  if  I  was  ruffled,  there  were 
no  visible  signs  for  it  was  then  dark  and  1 
instinctively  knew  we  were  approaching  a 
barbed  wire  entanglement  in  the  shape  of  a 
fence  and  without  assistance  I  might  possibly 
be  an  unwilling  picket  there  through  the 
long  night  watches.  Within  an  incredibly 
short  period  heavy  black  clouds  had  obscured 


even  the  faint  light  of  the  stars,  making  the 
intervening  fields,  before  we  landed  on  the 
King's  highway,  seem  so  rough  that  they 
suggested  the  thought  of  No  Man's  Land  and 
all  that  it  implied  and  we  invariably  uttered 
something  particularly  impressive  about  Prus- 
sianism,  whenever  we  unexpectedly  fell  over  a 
stump  or  bumped  into  a  fence.  Weary  and 
worn  and  sad,  we  reached  home  at  last  and  our 
one  regret  was  "We  had  a  vision  of  our  own, 
Ah!  why  did  we  undo  it?" 


A  Camp  Fire  Reverie 


W.  McCardell 


THERE'S  a  valley  over  the  White- 
Man's  pass  that's  never  been  explored. 
I've  heard  strange  tales  from  the 
Indians  of  things  that  have  happened  there 
and  I'm  going  to  make  it  a  point  to  visit 
that  valley.  You  can  make  it  a  safe  bet 
that  there's  something  mighty  curious  in  a 
valley  that  an  Indian  won't  explore;  when 
he  stands  longingly  at  the  entrance  to  a 
promising  hunting  ground  and  refuses  to 
enter.  Nothing  less  than  something  ap- 
proaching the  flaming  sword  at  the  entrance 
to  the  Garden  of  Eden  can  prevent  him 
from  entering.  It  has  to  be  something  very 
mysterious." 

The  speaker  was  a  bronzed  bearded  giant 
in  the  centre  of  a  party  of  men  gathered 
about  a  camp  fire  in  the  hinterland  of  the 
world.  They  were  part  of  the  vanguard 
who  are  gradually  extending  the  limit  of 
their  exploration  until  it  encompasses  the 
loneliest  valleys  and  they  are  gradually 
pushing  the  world's  frontiers  out  to  the 
farthest  out-posts  of  the  unknown.  * 

They  were  discussing  what  might  be 
in  this  valley.  The  briglft  circle  of  flame 
lit  up  the  quiet  faces  of  the  other  men; 
around  them  was  the  darkness  and  eerie 
silence  of  the  night.  By  the  time  each  had 
speculated  as  to  what  might  be  in  the  lonely 
and  undiscovered  valley,  one  would  have 
thought  that  it  was  the  place  where  the 
God  of  Adventure  sat  on  his  twilight  throne, 
under  the  canopied  palace  of  sunset.  Then 
I  realized  that  the  Camp-fire  is  a  witch's 
cauldron  in  whicn  is  conjured  up  the  strange 
tales  of  the  woods. 

I  knew  they  were  just  romancing  and  were 
wishing  for  the  perfect  valley  that  only  the 
explorer  dreams  of.    I   knew  what  sort  of 


scenery  they  required  in  this  valley  to  which 
one  could  not  get  until  they  had  crossed  a' 
rugged  barrier  of  mountains  where  the  lean 
blizzards  swept  the  peaks  and  the  mist 
constantly  trailed  across  the  scarred  cliffs. 
Over  the  other  side  of  this  rugged  barrier  to 
which  one  was  conducted  by  some  Indian, 
who  was  loyal  enough  not  to  show7  any  one 
else,  one  descended  into  a  valley  where 
summer  lay  eternally  and  the  creeks  ran 
with  gold.  There  would  be  a  long  blue  lake 
stretching  through  a  deep  forest  and  one  day 
the  quiet  dip  of  the  paddles  would  be  heard 
over  its  surface  and  then  a  lovely  dream  girl 
would  quietly  run  her  light  canoe  ashore, 
step  out  and  immediately  fall  in  love  with 
the  daring  explorer  who  had  conquered  the 
barrier. 

If  only  one  could  gather  all  the  strange 
tales  that  are  whispered  in  low- voiced  mur- 
murs over  the  flickering  campfire 

The  brotherhood  of  the  camp-fire  is  the 
oldest  institution  in  the  world.  It  had  its 
dim  beginning  in  those  days  when  the  cave- 
men roamed  the  earth.  The  camp-fire  was 
the  first  mother  of  literature.  The  cave-man 
gazing  into  its  profound  depths  was  stirred 
with  visions  that  could  not  be  expressed  in 
words  and  his  bosom  throbbed  with  dim, 
eerie  feelings.  This  was  the  dawn  of  thought 
for  thought  was  born  in  the  crucible  of  a 
camp-fire. 

These  men  talking  out  in  the  depths  of 
night  are  the  glorified  inheritors  of  the  cave- 
man's first  vision.  They  too,  are  just  as 
profoundly  stirred  and  as  they  look  into  the 
flames  they  are  seeing  visions  that  are 
carrying  the  cave-man's  dream  farther 
out  into  the  timeless  sea. 

The  camp-fire  is  the  emblem  of  discovery 
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PHONE  MAIN  4630  26  QUEEN  STREET  EAST 

SIGNAL  SYSTEMS,  LIMITED 

CROWN  OFFICE  BUILDING 

Toronto,  August  15,  1919. 

ATTENTION: 

Executives  and 
Business  Managers. 


Gentlemen : 

What  is  going  to  be  the  outcome  of  this  Labor  and  Industrial  Unrest. 
Strikes,  etc.  ?  Does  it  predict  shorter  hours  at  a  higher  rate  of  pay,  or  to 
cut  it  short,  increase  the  cost  of  production.  This  is  what  it  very  much 
looks  like.  That  will  mean  that  you  will  further  have  to  investigate 
your  production  costs  and  your  general  plant  efficiency  and  strive  to 
get  100%  efficiency  in  order  to  get  scientific  production.  It  is  here,  that 
we  can  be  of  great  service  to  you. 

A  Loud  Speaking  Telephone  System  that  will  multiply  your  executive 
efficiency. 

Electrically  controlled  "IN"  and  "OUT"  Time  and  Cost  Recording 
System. 

Electro-Call  System  that  will  locate  a  man  around  your  plant  in  30 
seconds. 

I nter-Communicating  or  Departmental  Telephone  System  that  will  save 
you  steps  and  get  things  done,  and  many  other  Automatic  Systems  that 
will  help  to  get  you  the  100%  efficiency  in  your  Organization. 

We  have  complete  illustrative  Bulletins  on  these  Systems  and  will 
be  very  pleased  to  hear  from  you  as  to  when  it  will  be  convenient  to  call 
upon  you  and  go  into  the  matter  very  fully.    Will  you  drop  us  a  line  / 

Always  at  your  service,  we  remain, 

Yours  very  truly, 
Signal  Systems,  Limited, 
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and  when  through  the  myriad  valleys  of 
the  world,  the  camp-fires  flare  up  out  of  the 
darkness  it  seems  like  the  hoisting  of  a 
signal,  spelling  out  the  day's  march  into  the 
realm  of  distance. 

I  wonder  when  the  day  will  come  when 
the  earth  will  have  no  more  undiscovered 
hinterlands,  when  all  the  Eden-valleys  that 
lie  in  the  mysterious  realm  of  the  unknown 
shall  be  discovered.  I  wonder  when  all  the 
brooding  silences  of  lonely  continents  will 
at  last  echo  to  the  sound  of  human  voice. 

I  know  that  when  that  day  comes  the 
camp-fire  brood  will  not  rest  and  be  slug- 
gards. 

From  this  they  will  turn  to  the  master 
exploration;  and  the  lonely  planets  gleaming 
out  in  space  will  be  their  goal.  The  'Colum- 
bus'of  the  world's  far  places  will  pass  on 
their  spirit  and  it  will  live  in  the  'Columbus' 
of  space.  They  will  fare  down  to  the  dim 
regions  beyond  the  farthest  ebb  of  the 
twilight  sea;  down  through  the  moonlit 
glory  of  the  plains  where  Jupiter  wheels  in 


his  stately  orb  with  his  attendant  train 
of  seven  moons  to  accompany  him  into 
the  stellar  halls  down  into  the  far  away 
depths  of  the  blue-gulf. 

These  men  of  the  out-door  world  arc 
carrying  the  dream  of  exploration  to  that 
day  when  the  sea  will  be  marked  and  charted 
like  the  currents  of  the  ocean  and  man  will 
venture  down  to  the  murky  halls  where 
flaring  comets  die.  These  men  are  the 
forbears  of  the  superman  whose  members 
will  helong  to  the  'Earth  and  Martian  Aero- 
Graphical  society.'  And  the  wheeling  plan- 
ets and  the  lords  of  the  xmter  marches  of 
space  at  the  edge  of  night  shall  be  their 
stamping  grounds. 

Yes  these  men  gathered  about  the  camp- 
fire  all  of  them  dreamers,  are  opening  the 
door  for  a  greater  and  wider  exploration, 
where  man,  Mahomet  like,  rides  to  the 
palace  of  creation. 

The  dream  of  the  cave  man  is  still  soaring 
its  way  into  the  silence  and  will  never  end 
so  long  as  there  is  space  to  conquer. 


A  Perfect  Day 

M.  I.  Taylor 


"Maggie — oh,  Maggie! — Maggie,  do  wake 
up." 

At  that  whispered  injunction  I  opened 
my  eyes  lazily,  just  to  show  that  I  had  been 
awake  for  as  long  as — ten  seconds — and 
stared  at  the  eye  which  peered  through  the 
knot  that  by  some  oversight  on  the  builder's 
part,  graced  the  partition  between  my  room 
and  the  girls'  at  our  summer  cottage.  The 
eye  blinked  back  accusingly  at  me  and  the 
whispered  conversation  continued,  although 
we  might  just  as  well  have  shouted  aloud 
at  one  another,  for  the  nature  of  summer 
homes  is  to  magnify  the  slightest  rustle  into 
a  whole  advancing  army  and  a  gentle  breath 
into  a  megaphonic  blast. 

"Well,  what  do  you  want  now,  Nora?"  I 
asked. 

"It's  going  to  be  a  perfectly  "scrump- 
tious" day  and  Vee  and  I  think  it  would  be 
just  the  time  for  our  walk  to  the  Point. 
We  can  leave  at  ten,  have  lunch  at  the  hotel 
or  picnic  outside  with  what  we  can  buy  at  the 
stores,  catch  the  noon  boat  up  the  Lake 
again  and  have  a  perfect  day.  Won't  you 
persuade  mother  to  let  us  go?" 

The  Point,  I  may  explain,  is  a  thriving 


little  hamlet  at  the  junction  of  the  Lakes.  It 
had  been  our  ambition  always  to  rowr  to  the 
mainland  and  follow  the  road  down  to  it,  the 
tramp  being  approximately  seven  miles. 
Somehow,  lack  of  energy  had  prevented  the 
consummation  of  our  plans,  but  to-day  the 
inclinations  of  all  three  coinciding,  we  pre- 
vailed upon  our  fond  parents  to  give  us  their 
permission.  Forgetful  of  the  fact  that  the 
average  temperature  for  the  last  week  had 
been  100  degrees  F.}  oblivious  of  the  head- 
shakings  of  our  advisors,  and  undeterred  by 
the  fact  that  none  of  us  had  been  really 
walking  for  two  months,  we  started  off — and 
thus  began  the  realization  of  our  dreams. 

Of  course,  it  was  very  hot  on  the  water, 
but  that  was  to  be  expected  and  the  cool 
shady  roads  would  soon  refresh  us;  and,  too, 
walking  shoes  did  feel  rather  uncomfortable 
after  the  running  shoes  in  vogue  on  our 
rocky  island,  but  our  feet  would  soon  become 
accustomed  to  them;  and  as  for  the  smiling 
looks  of  incredulity  among  our  friends  at 
the  wharf  where  we  landed, — why  they  were 
naturally  lazy,  that  was  all. 

As  we  struck  off  along  the  road,  father 
called  us  back  and  gave  us  a  little  makeshift 
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Ready  instantly  — 
when  you  pour  on  the 
water — hot  or  cold. 


We  furnish  Knock  - 

Down  and  in 
various  stages  of 
completion, 

Launches, 

Cruisers, 

Auxiliary 
Yachts, 

Work -Boats, 

and  Hulls  for 
Outboard  Motors. 


Have  ready  for  shipment  finished  hulls  from 
16  ft.  to  28  ft.,  also  some  launches  complete 
with  engine  installed  ready  to  run. 


Robertson  Bros. 


Foot  of 
Bay  St. 


Hamilton 
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lunch  of  cookies  and  apples  which  had  been 
prepared  for  our  use  along  the  way,  in  case 
we  should  develop  famishing  appetites.  In 
a  rather  superior  fashion,  we  accepted  the 
gift  with  thanks,  but  inwardly  meditated 
dropping  it  at  the  first  convenient  place  by 
the  roadside.  Having,  however,  a  Scotch 
sense  of  economy,  we  deplored  such  waste, 
consumed  what  we  could  of  it  on  the  spot, 
and  then  resumed  our  way,  leaving  the 
remnant  amongst  the  grass  and  thus  auto- 
cratically ruled  out  one  chance  for  future 
happiness. 

It  was  hot,  and  although  there  were  "cool 
and  shady"  spots  along  the  road,  they  were 
very  few  and  far  between.  We  could  feel 
the  mercury  creeping  up  and  up,  and '  our 
own  opinion  was,  that  it  had  reached  some- 
where around  200  degrees  before  we  had 
gone  a  mile.  The  meteorological  report  of 
the  day  belied  our  estimate  and  gave  it 
conservatively  at  ^8  degrees — but  as  I  said 
before,  it  was  hot. 

For  the  first  part  of  our  pedestrian  effort, 
we  found  the  road  running  through  the  midst 
of  a  great  raspberry  patch,  and  inevitably  we 
stopped  to  pick  the  fruit.  Why,  I  wonder, 
does  everyone  feel  it  incumbent  upon  him 
to  pick  wild  fruit  when  he  sees  it?  We  knew 
that  the  seeds  of  the  raspberries  are  most 
unpleasant;  that  the  sweet  acidity  of  the 
berries  would  draw  our  mouths;  and  that  the 
fruit  still  left  on  the  bushes  was  of  a  most 
inferior  quality  as  the  season  was  late,  but 
still  we  ate  them,  and  regretted  it  immedi- 
ately. 

Finally  we  reached  the  spot  where  our 
crossroads  joined  the  main  thoroughfare  and 
we  felt  sure  that  our  objective  lay  ■  just 
around  the  bend.  Others  were  not  so  opti- 
mistic, as  we  found  out,  when  we  questioned  a 
kindly  old  gentleman,  who  sat  under  the 
shade  of  the  only  tree  insight,  consuming 
a  supplementary  breakfast  or  lunch  of  bread 
and  cheese,  with  the  all  too  apparent  aid  of 
his  pen-knife. 

"How  far  to  the  Point?  Is  the  Fails  near 
here?" 

"Yes  just  three  miles  on." 
"Urn — well  it  must  be  six  miles  good  to  the 
Point.    Warm  to-day  isn't  it!" 

With  which  bright  and  original  remark 
the  conversation  closed  but  our  informant 
looked  as  if  he  thought  it  was  a  distinct  pity 
the  Point  did  not  boast  a  lunatic  asylum. 

The  raspberries  now  gave  way  to  choke- 
cherries    and    every   fence-corner   had   its  ... 
glreat  bush-like  tree  literally  covered  with  the 


rich  luscious,  deep  red,  almost  black  fruit. 
Again  we  illustrated  the  frailty  of  human 
kind  by  insisting  upon  sampling  the  product 
of  every  tree,  until -as  a  result  of  raspberries 
chokecherries,  dust  and  heat,  we  felt  that 
there  might  be  something  after  all  in  the 
stories  of  the  men  who  were  willing  to  trade 
with  Mephistopheles  for  a  drink  of  cold 
water.  The  surrounding  country  was  fertile 
farming  land,  but  most  uninteresting  sceni- 
cally.  Thrashing  operations  at  one  estab- 
lishment did  something  to  enliven  the  land- 
scape, but  apart  from  that  it  was  all  equally 
monotonous.  We  tried  to  beguile  the  time 
by  imagining  that  we  were  touring  England, 
but  that  recalled  poignant  memories  of  cool 
green  hedges  and  frequent  villages,  where 
one  could  procure  an  abundance  of  Devon- 
shire cream,  fresh  fruit  and  muffins,  and  we 
knew,  alas,  from  sad  experience,  that  the 
gaunt,  lonesome,  farmhouses  around  us, 
would  yield  nothing  more  inviting  than 
skimmed  milk,  unpalatable  green  tea,  or 
water,  the  latter  beverage  being  always 
chosen  by  the  wily  traveller  in  self-defence. 

Miles  further  on,  another  bend  in  the  road 
aroused  our  hopes  anew.  Alas!  too  sanguine 
were  we,  for  they  were  dashed  to  the  ground 
by  the  long,  unblinking,  dusty  white  ribbon 
that  stretched  ahead  of  us,  when  we  reached 
it.  Even  water  appealed  to  our  no  longer 
fastidious  taste,  and  we  decided  to  petition 
for  some  at  the  first  farmhouse  which  we 
passed.  Curiously  enough  not  one  building 
darkened  the  horizon,  and  it  was  not  until  a 
mile  or  more  had  been  traversed,  that  we, 
again  saw  the  unlovely  bulk  of  a  Northern 
Ontario  farm  house  ahead  of  us.  A  profusion 
of  gaudy  flowers  cheered  our  drooping  spirits 
as  did  the  bright  little  bride  who  drew  crystal 
clear  and  icy  cold  nectar  for  our  delectation 
and  of  it  you  may  be  sure  we  partook  liberally. 
At  last  the  world  looked  rosy  again  and 
thinking  of  the  lunch  awaiting  us  at  the  hotel, 
we  felt  our  pleasant  anticipations  re-asserting 
themselves,  only  to  have  our  hostess,  like  a 
croaking  raven,  blight  our  hopes. 

"Yes,"  she  was  saying,  "I've  had  a  rather 
busy  day,  for  one  of  the  boys  from  town  has 
just  left.  He's  on  his  way  to  see  his  brother 
who  is  dying,  and,  mind  you,  the  doctor  says 
it's  from  drinking  very  cold  water  when  he 
was  overheated. 

She  thereupon,  proceeded  to  give  us  with 
commendable  accuracy  and  realism,  all  the 
symptoms  and  lurid  details  of  the  illness, 
and  as  a  result,  queer  uneasy  sensations  in  the 
region  of  our  digestive  apparatus  and  a  futile 
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TRACK  the  lumbering  Grizzly — follow  the  path  of  the 
Mountain  Goat  —  bring  down  fleet  Big  Horns  in 
Jasper  Park  or  British  Columbia.  For  Moose,  Deer 
and  Bear,  go  to  Nova  Scotia,  New  Brunswick,  Quebec, 
New  Ontario  and  Eastern  Manitoba.  Take  with  you  a 
guide  who  knows  the  woods  and  knows  the  habits  of  the 
animals — practiced  in  the  art  of  "calling" — who  knows  the 

mystery  of  the  still  hunt. 

Hunt  Real  Game  This  Year 

and  track  the  woods  in  their  autumn  glory 

For  descriptive  booklets  and  other 
information,  write 

H.  H.  Melanson,  Passenger  Traffic  Manager 

TORONTO       -  CANADA 


Canadian  National  Railuiaqs 


458 


ROD  AND  GUN  IN  CANADA 


effort  to  remember  whether  the  hamlet  ahead 
of  us  had  a  resident  doctor,  disturbed  our 
equanimity  considerably.  Ah,  well,  to-mor- 
row we  may  ourselves  be  "with  yesterday's 
seven  thousand  years,"  as  our  friend  Omar 
says,  so  we  decided  to  make  the  most  of  what 
yet  remained  to  us,  again  thinking  of  the 
philosophy  of  the  Eastern  poet.  At  this 
point  in  our  meditations  we  turned  another 
corner. 

Then  there  faced  us  a  high  hill — at  the  foot 
of  which,  one  member  of  the  party  went  on 
strike  and  insisted  upon  resting,  so  we 
called  a  halt  and  discussed  the  mathematical 
probability  of  our  surviving  the  day.  With  a 
confidence  that  I  did  not  altogether  feel,  I 
insisted  that  I  remembered  (although  I  had 
never  been  along  the.  road  before)  that  we 
could  see  the  settlement  from  the  top  of  the 
hill  and  again  we  walked.  This  time  it  did 
happen  as  I  had  foretold  and  the  conscious- 
ness of  a  successful  conclusion  to  our  trials 
filled  us  with  gleeful  anticipations.  There 
were  hotels,  two  of  them;  stores,  two  of 
them;  a  park,  the  Lake,  and  best  of  all  there 
would  soon  be  the  steamer  and  HOME. 
What  more  could  one  want? 

We  decided  to  see"  w  hat  the  chances  for  a 
picnic  were,  before  we  entrusted  ourselves 
to  the  tender  mercies  of  the  hotel  proprietor, 
and  entered  the  general  store,  with  the  modest 
request  for  some  fresh  fruit  of  any  kind.  To 
our  amazement,  we  were  told  by  the  store- 
keeper that  he  had  none,  but  so  patent  was 
our  disappointment  that  the  gentleman  took 
pity  upon  us,  searched  more  diligently  and 
ultimately  recovered  three  skinny  little 
oranges,  which  we  took  most  thankfully. 
Neither  biscuits  nor  candies  were  to  be  had, 
there,  and  we  were  told  to  try  the  other  store, 
while  "pop"  and  ice-cream  were  to  be  pro- 
cured next  door. 


"Next  door"  proved  to  be  a  disreputable 
looking  hotel  having  in  its  windows  a  sign 
on  which  had  been  scrawled  the  legend  "Ice- 
cream parlour."  We  were  served  in  a  dis- 
mantled sitting-room,  which  contained  one 
rusty  stove,  two  relics  of  the  family  portrait 
gallery,  one  oil-clothed  topped  table  and 
five  chairs.  A  rustic  Ganymede  in  the  shape 
of  an  ancient  sailor,  took  our  order  and 
reappeared,  bearing  three  diminutive  glasses 
of  lemon  sour  and  cones  that  were  even  more 
limp  than  we  ourselves.  As  I  was  endeavor- 
ing to  prevent  mine  collapsing,  he  inquired 
solicitously,  "Is  it  leaking,  lady?  Here  wipe 
it  with  this,"  at  the  same  time  handing  me  an 
indescribably  dirty  pocket  handkerchief. 
Fortunately  our  sense  6i  the  ridiculous  came 
to  our  rescue,  and  we  retired  hastily  to 
indulge  in  unrestrained  merriment. 

One  hotel  and  one  store  still  remained.  A 
glance  into  the  abyss-like  interior  of  the 
former,  led  to  its  elimination  and  dismissal 
as  a  possible  candidate  for  patronage,  and  we 
were  forced  to  content  ourselves  with  some 
very  soft  milk  chocolate  (sanitarily  wrapped, 
however)  for  our  last  hope.  Oh  how  good 
those  cookies  and  apples  would  have  tasted 
just  then.  With  our  hunger  only  partly 
appeased,  we  betook  ourselves  to  the  lock, 
which  was  being  opened  for  the  steamer.  On 
board  our  buoyancy  of  the  early  morning 
again  appeared  and  we  amused  and  mystified 
the  crew  and  passengers  by  talking  very 
volubly  in  French,  a  language  in  which  we 
all  had  some  little  proficiency. 

On  looking  back  over  our  outing,  we 
found  that  the  bright  spots  soon  flooded  out 
those  that  were  gloomy,  and  when  we 
disembarked  at  our  "ain  name,"  we  called 
out  vociferously  and  in  single  voice  (and  we 
meant  every  word  of  it,) 

"We've  come-to  the  end  of  a  perfect  dav." 


A  Day's  Tragedies 

Iago 


EARLY   that  morning  the  eagle  left  his 
mate,  who  flew  over  the  ridge  in  search 
of  prey  to  feed  the  hungry  eaglet  in  the 
eyrie  on  the  rocky  promontory. 

For  a  time  the  mate  kept  on  a  straight  course 
but  finally  began  to  circle.  Far  below 
him  he  saw  the  roads,  mere  lines  at  that 
height,  joining  the  ranches  to  the  settlement. 


One  .of  the  ranches  (if  you  could  call  it  a 
ranch)  he  passed  over  was  a  sandy  field  of 
about  two  acres  cleared  land  and  three  more 
in  timber  and  stump  land.  At  one  corner  of 
the  cleared  piece  was  a  small  log  cabin  and 
in  the  centre  a  ruined  and  dried  up  well 
which  was  the  haunt  of  gophers.  The  land 
wras  planted  in  fruit  trees  and  a  mixture  of 
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EVINRUDE 

Detachable  Motor  for  Watercraft 

t  v  .  With  an  Evinrude  you  can  go  quickly,  without  row- 
ing, to  the  holes  where  big  catches  are  almost  sure. 
Distance  makes  no  difference  to  an  Evinrude  owner. 

Variable  speed,  suitable  for  trolling.    Swift,  smooth, 
flexible  power  for  canoe,  rowboat  and  other  craft. 

Built-in  flywheel  type  magneto.    Automatic  reverse.  Maxim 
"  silencer  and  tilt-up  arrangement  if  desired.    Our  special  method 
of  balancing  practically  eliminates  vibration. 

Nearly  100,000  Evinrudes  have  already  been  sold. 

The  Evinrude  is  used  by  25  governments. 


Write  for  Catalog 


Evinrude  Motor  Company 


61  Evinrude  Bldg. 


Milwaukee,  Wis. 


Distributors 

69  Cortlandt  St.,  New  York,  N.Y. 
214  State  St.,  Boston,  Mass. 
436  Market  St.,  San  Francisco,  Cal. 
211  Morrison  St.,  Portland,  Ore. 


A  Woodsman's  Canoe 


LIGHT,  capacious  yet  compact.    Strong,  durable,  capable  of  carrying  big  loads — 
That  is  the  kind  of  canoe  a  Forester  wants — and  that  is  a  description  of  a 

CHESTNUT  CANOE 

Indeed  it  is  the  ideal  craft  for  everyone — The  woodwork  is  of  the  toughest  cedar — 
It  is  covered  with  a  seamless  canvas,  in  turn  covered  with  an  absolutely  water-proofing 
preparation — It  is  leak-proof  and  weather-proof. 

The  pleasures  of  camping,  hunting  and  fishing  are  more  complete  when  your 
equipment  includes  a  Chestnut  Pleasure,  Sponson,  or  Cruiser,  Canoe.  You  get  every 
kind  of  service  and  pleasure  out  of  a  Chestnut  Canoe  including  every  comfort  and 
safety. 

CHESTNUT  CANOE  CO.,  Limited,   Box  445,  Fredericton,  N.  B. 
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thin  timothy  and  clover  was  withering  and 
turning  yellow  with  the  heat  and  drought 
all  over  the  field. 

Here  and  there  was  a  mound  of  yellow  sand 
made  by  the  gophers  that  infested  the  place 
and  sitting  on  one  of  these  bolt  upright  was 
the  maker  of  it  scarcely  discernible  against 
the  background.  The  eagle  shut  his  wings 
and  dropped  perhaps  a  thousand  feet.  Still 
he  was  evidently  unnoticed.  He  was  about 
to  swoop  down  upon  the  gopher  when  some- 
thing in  the  brush  caught  his  eye.  It  was 
merely  a  cock  pheasant  in  a  little  patch  of  soap- 
berry bushes.  Instantly  the  eagle  forgot 
the  gopher  and  shut  his  wings.  Down,  down 
he  swooped  until  almost  on  the  bird. 

The  pheasant  had  been  wandering  round  the 
bushes  in  search  of  food  and  at  last  had  found 
a  nest  of  black  ants  and  was  busily  engaged 
gobbling  them  up  when  a  sharp  hissing  sound 
overhead  took  its  attention  and  it  ran  under 
the  stump  pile  not  two  feet  away,  just  as 
the  eagle  hit  the  ant  nest.  The*  eagle  circled 
about  two  or  three  times  and  then  flew  toward 
the  river.  Far  off  down  the  river  he  saw  a 
whitish  streak  plunge  into  the  still  water.  It 
was  a  fish  hawk  diving  after  a  large  lake  trout. 
Instantly  the  eagle  flew  towards  it.  Now  the 
fish  hawk  was  falling  heavily  with  the  trout 
clutched  securely  in  its  talons.  The  eagle 
took  after  it  and  soon  caught  up  with  it, 
whereupon  the  fish  hawk  dropped  the  trout 
and  it  went  tumbling  down,  a  gleaming  shape, 
into  the  placid  river.  If  the  trout  fell  fast 
the  eagle  went  faster  and  splashed  into  the 
water  a  couple  of  seconds  after  the  fish,  which 
was  now  heading  towards  the  deep  water. 

Then  the  baffled  bird  flew  inland  about  a 
mile  seeing  no  game.  Suddenly  he  stopped, 
hovered  and  suddenly  shot  downward. 

The  sharp  crack  of  a  twenty- two  rifle  split 
the  silence  and  a  woodchuck  toppled  over  and 
began  kicking.  The  boy  was  standing  with 
his  smoking  rifle  at  the  side  of  a  willow  bush 
when  he  heard  a  sharp  hissing  sound  and  like 
a  flash  down  came  the. eagle  and  clutched  the 
woodchuck  and  started  away  when  again  a 
sharp  crack  split  the  silence  and  he  fell  with 
a  broken  wing  into  the  meadow. 

Three  more  shots  in  quick  succession 
er-hoed  across  the  clearing  and  the  eagle  was 
no  more.  One  of  the  bullets  pierced  its  brain 
and  now  the  bird  adorns  the  wall  of  a  certain 
farmhouse  stuffed  as  it  never  was  before. 

The  eagle's  mate  after  flying  over  the  main 
peak,  flew  down  along  the  hogback  at  a 
height  of  perhaps  a  thousand  feet. 

She  sent  a  piercing  gaze  down  to  earth, 


taking  in  even  a  small  chickadee  chirping  and 
hopping  on  the  bushes.  Suddenly  she  saw 
something  that  looked  promising,  so  closing 
her  wings  hurtled  downward  straight  as  an 
arrow.  A  large  brown  snowshoe  rabbit  lay 
panting  in  the  shade  of  a  rock  that  harmon- 
ized with  his  coloring.  A  bunch  of  sage 
brush  screened  him  on  the  other  side,  ten  feet 
away.  A  brier  bush  grew  at  one  side  of  the 
rock  while  overhanging  the  rock  was  a  smaller 
slender  birch  tree. 

But  for  the  quick  wiggling  of  his  nose  and 
heaving  sides  nothing  seemed  to  be  there. 

A  slight  stirring  in  the  sage  brush  attracted 
his  attention  and  instantly  he  froze.  Out 
stepped  a  large  mountain  blue  grouse  and 
strutted  a  few  feet  towards  the  rock  then  sat 
quite  still  its  plumage  blending  with  the 
ground  to  such  an  extent  as  to  make  it  invis- 
ible. 

A  long  gaunt  mountain  wolf  loped  along 
the  slope  and  climbed  up  through  the  timber 
and  presently  emerged  in  a  fairly  open  place 
among  poplars  and  birches  with  little  under- 
growth. Through  this  he  went  quickly  and 
silently,  ever  alert.  Higher  he  climbed 
till  he  passed  out  of  this  and  struck  opener 
ground,  a  rocky  and  desolate  area  except  for 
the  mountain  grouse,  rabbits  and  small 
birds  that  inhabited  it. 

Just  as  he  reached  a  large  brown  rock  with 
brier  bush  growing  beside  it  he  heard  a 
sharp  crack  as  of  a  twig  snapping  under  a 
heavy  weight.  Instantly  he  stiffened  and 
sniffing  suspiciously  a  smell  of  mingled 
rabbit,  grouse  and  man  smote  his  nostrils. 

Joe,  the  poacher,  and  out  of  season  killer 
plodded  wearily  down  the  mountain  after 
an  unsuccessful  hunt  for  blue  grouse.  As  he 
neared  the  brown  rock  he  stepped  cautiously 
for  had  he  not  shot  more  than  one  rabbit  in 
the  shelter  of  it.  He  watched  intently, 
waiting  for  the  least  sign  of  game.  A  sharp 
hissing  sound  was  heard  over  his  head  and 
looking  up  he  was  in  time  to  see  a  black  shape 
plunging  downward  toward  the  rock.  Like  a 
flash  he  brought  his  shot  gun  up.  With  an 
agonized  squeal  the  rabbit  sprang  in  great 
bounds  towards  the  sage  brush,  colliding 
with  the  blue  grouse  just  as  the  eagle  clutched 
him.  The  wolf"  sprang  in  upon  the  eagle 
bearing  him  to  the  ground.  There  was 
a  loud  report,  and  a  burst  of  shot  hit  the  group 
one  ball  penetrating  the  eagle's  neck  close  t© 
the  head,  and  killing  him.  instantly.  Another 
shot  pierced  the  wolf's  jugular  vein  inflicting 
a  slow,  but  mortal  wound,  while  others 
pierced  his  hid    in   various  places.  The 
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BIG  GAME  WAITING  FOR  YOU 

Along  the  line  of  the  Canadian  Pacific  Railway.  From  Nova  Scotia  to  British  Columbia. 

Here's  the  catalogue — Make  your  choice. 


Nova  Scotia. 

Caribou. 
Moose 
Deer. 
Bear. 
New  Brunswick. 
Moose  and  Deer. 
Bear. 
Quebec. 
Moose,  Caribou,  Deer. 
Bear. 
Ontario. 
Moose,  Caribou,  Reindeer. 


Season  Opens. 
Sept.  16th. 
Oct.  1st. 
Oct.  16th. 
All  year. 

Sept.  15th. 
All  year. 

Sept.  1st. 
Aug.  20th. 


Oct.  1st. 
in  certain  territory. 
Nov.  5th. 
All  year. 


Deer. 
Bear. 
Manitoba. 

Moose,  Caribou,  Reindeer,  Deer. 
Saskatchewan.  > 

Moose,  Caribou,  Deer. 
Alberta. 

Mountain  Sheep,  Mountain  Goat. 
Moose,  Caribou,  Deer. 
British  Columbia. 

Mountain  Sheep,  Mountain  Goat,  Moose,  Elk  (Wapiti),  Caribou  and  Deer. 

Season  for  big  game  generally  opens  Sept.  1st. 
Bear  4  Oct.  1st. 

Reliable  guides  and  outfits  available  at  various  points. 

Ask  for  copy  of  folder  "Open  Seasons  For  Fish  and  Game"  and  full  particulars 
from  any  Canadian  Pacific  Agent,  or  A.  0.  Seymour,  General  Tourist  Agent,  Montreal. 


Nov.  20th. 

Nov.  15th. 

Sept.lst.  , 
Nov.  1st. 
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For  Fun  and  Relaxation 


Spend  With  Us  Your  Week's  Vacation 


You've  been  promising  yourself  this  trip  for  several 
years — don't  let  this  summer  slip  away  without  enjoying 
this  delightful  six-day  sail  from  Sarnia  to  Sault  Ste.  Marie, 
Port  Arthur,  Fort  William,  Duluth  and  return.  The  cool, 
fresh  air  of  the  north  country  will  do  you  worlds  of  good. 
The  delicious  meals  on  board,  the  joyous  promenades,  the 
dancing — in  fact,  every  feature  of  the  daily  life  on  ship- 
board, where  you  spend  six  full  days  as  members  of  one  big 
family — will  prove  of  absorbing  interest. 


1000-Mile  Saguenay  Cruise 

Another  wonderful  Boat  Trip — through  1,000 
Islands  and  St.  Lawrence  River  Rapids  ;  stop- 
over if  desired  at  Toronto  and  Montreal  ;  then 
on  to  quaint  Quebec  and  the  glorious  Saguenay. 

Write  for  Booklet — "Niagara- to-the-Sea." 


Northern  Navigation  Company 


SARNIA 


Limited 
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S.S.  NORONIC'  S.S.  HAMONIC    S.S.  HURONIC 


The  three  mighty  steel  liners  of  the  Northern  Navigation  Company's 
Inland  Ocean  Fleet  leave  Sarnia  every  Monday,  Wednesday  and  Saturday. 

The  comfort,  the  service,  the  magnificence  of  the  interior  appoint- 
ments, make  of  these  steamers  palatial  floating  hotels. 

There  are  Drawing  Rooms,  Convention  Halls,  Observation  and 
Music  Rooms,  Ballrooms,  Writing  Rooms,  Smoking  Rooms  and  Barber 
Shops. 


Dancing — Music  by  the  full  ship's  orchestra,  every  week-day  evening.  Re- 
freshments at  its  close.  ' 'Northern  Navigator"- — Daily  paper  with  latest  news 
brought  in  by  wireless,  a  merry  chronicle  of  doings  on  board  ship.  Afternoon  Tea — 
Served  in  the  grand  saloons.  Concerts — Every  afternoon  and  evening.  Well- 
known  artists  as  entertainers.  Ashore — At  Port  Arthur,  Fort  William,  and  Duluth. 
Kakabeka  Falls — Near  Port  Arthur,  where  all  the'  ship's  Company  go  for  a  picnic. 
Moonlight  Chorus — After  the  dancing,  all  join  in  singing  old-time  melodies  in  the 
open  out  on  deck. 

To  Duluth  and  return,  6  full  days,  1,600  miles,  the  fare,  R  f\ 

including  meals,  berths  and  everything"  wUOsuU 


S.S.  Huronic,  S.S.  Hamonic,  S.S.  Noronic  leave  Sarnia,  every  Monday,  Wednesday 
and  Saturday,  respectively  at  6.10  p.m.  Eastern  Time. 

For  full  information,  ask  any  Grand  Trunk  Ticket  Agent,  the  Company  at  Sarnia,  or 
your  local  ticket  or  Tourist  agent. 

Write  F.  D.  Geoghegan,  Eastern  Passenger  Agent,  Sarnia,  Ont.,  for  Cruise  Booklet. 


Northern  Navigation  Company 

SARNIA  Limitea 


SPECIAL  FEATURES 


THREE  SAILINGS  WEEKLY 
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grouse,  unhurt,  rose  on  thundering  wings. 
The  rabbit,  more  scared  than  injured,  disap- 
peared over  the  rise  into  the  woods.'  The 
wolf  sprang  back  over  the  rock,  flattened  to 
earth,  and  raced  for  the  cover  of  the  woods. 
The  eagle  lay  where  she  had  fallen.  The  man 
ran  out  from  the  trees  and  taking  the  eagle  by 
its  legs,  raised  it  up  and  pulled  out  all  its  wings 
and  tail  feathers;  then  chucked  it  down  again 
and  walked  on.    The  wolf  having  got  clear 


of  the  man  began  to  feel  sick  from  loss  of 
blood  so  circled  around  and  at  length  lay  down 
under  a  stunted  fir  tree,  not  twenty  feet  from 
the  dead  eagle.  A  steady,  if  small,  stream  was 
trickling  from  the  hole  made  by  the  B.B.  shot 
in  his  throat.  Soon  his  eyes  lost  their  lustre 
and  stretching  out  he  kicked  convulsively, 
then  lay  rigid.  The  wolf  was  dead  and  high 
over  the  hogback  a  raven  croaked  harshly. 


Stick  To  It 

"Bo" 


Bad  luck?  No  name  for  it!  Here  he'd 
been  out  after  partridge  two  whole  afternoons 
aap!  not  even  a  feather  to  show  as  a  trophy. 
Jim,  the  farmer's  boy,  was  certainly  dis- 
appointed. He  looked  about  as  sad  as  the 
honorable  Billhelm  will  when  he  orders  his 
own  funeral.  But  he  didn't  give  up,  not  he. 
The  never  say  die  spirit  was  still  dominant 
within  him.  "I'll  get  'em  yet"  he  muttered 
grimly  and  proceeded  to  finish  the  morning 
chores. 

Dinner  finished  he  left  the  table  and  took 
down  his  20  gauge  single  shot  shotgun,  a 
present  from  an  uncle  who  had  gone  out 
West.  Breaking  it  he  looked  with  pride  down 
the  inside  of  the  barrel  which  was  clean  and 
shining.  After  putting  some  shells  and  a  cou- 
ple of  big  apples  in  his  pocket  he  picked  up 
his  gun  and  left  the  house.  Bill,  the  hired 
man,  hailed  him  as  he  passed. 

"Be  careful  you  don't  shoot  anything" 
he  said  with  a  broad  grin.  Jim  pretended 
not  to  hear  him  and  strode  on -rapidly. 

A  walk  of  a  few  hundred  yards  brought  the 
expectant  hunter  to  the  brush  and  he  entered 
cautiously,  picking  his  way  to  a  small  hill  a 
short  distance  away.  Once  he  stopped 
suddenly  and  looked  up.  He  heard  geese 
honking  and  presently  saw  the  flock  far  above 
his  head,  coming  from  the  north.  After 
watching  them  for  a  few  minutes  he  started 
forward  again,  being  careful  not  to  step  on 
any  twigs  or  pieces,  of  bark  that  were  on  the 
ground. 

Off  to  the  left  a  chipmunk  noisily  .proclaim- 
ed his  presence  but  the  boy  did  not  stop 
for  him.  His  .25  Stevens  was  better  for  that 
kind  of  game.  Behind  him  he  could  hear  the 
cow-bells  tinkling  softly  as  the  cows  moved 
about  in  the  big  pasture  field  behindjthe 
farmhouse. 


Quit!  quit!  quit!  Jim  heard  the  warning 
note  of  the  partridge  and  stood  still.  Again 
he  heard  the  warning  repeated  and  moved 
ahead,  making  not  the  least  bit  of  noise. 

"If  I  could  just  get  to  that  little  knoll 

I'd  • 

Whirr-rr-rrr!  The  partridge  flew  away. 
Jim  fumbled  for  a  cartridge.  Too  late!  A 
much  surprised  and  startled  partridge  had 
disappeared  among  the  trees. 

"I'll  be  ready  for  him  next  time"  he  thought 
and  put  the  shell  back  in  his  pocket.  He 
went  in  the  direction  the  partridge  had  taken 
but  not  seeing  it  went  another  way.  Still 
he  kept  going,  getting  further  into  the  bush 
all  the  time.  When  he  came  to  a  small 
rocky  clearing,  Jim  sat  down  on  a  convenient 
log  and  ate  one  of  the  apples.  Heading  off 
to  the  right  he  went  into  the  bush  again. 

Coming  up  to  a  small  grove  of  evergreens 
he  thought  he  saw  a  movement  and  stood 
still.  He  looked  again.  Yes  sir!  Not 
twenty  yaids  away  was  a  fine  partridge! 
Quietly  he  inserted  a  shell  in  the  gun,  pulled 
back  the  trigger  and  raised  the  gun  to  his 
shoulder.  The  partridge  strutting  around 
proudly  stopped  for  a  moment. 

The  finger  on  the  trigger  tightened.  Bang!. 
The  shot  sped  on  its  way,,  found  its  mark  and 
the  partridge  toppled  over  dead. 

Jim,  proud,  happy  and  excited,  ran  for- 
ward, picked  up  the  bird  and  started  for  home. 
His  feet  were  wet,  and  he  was  hungry  but 
he  minded  no  such  trivial  things.  "I  should 
worry"  he  said  to  himself  and  hurried  still 
faster. 

His  smiling  face  as  he  entered  the  door  told 
his  story  even  before  the  partridge  was  no- 
ticed. 

And  the  partridge  dinner — Yum!  Yum! 
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r  Joe  We  UK's 
Blue  Devil 
DaxRing;^/ee<ile, 

It  floats, 

is  transparent, 
waterproof 
&nd  indestructible 


Yes, 
Just  Like 
the 

Joe 
Welsh 
Leader 


My  New  Blue  Devil  Darning  Needle! 
It's  a  Dry  Fly 
Trout  and  Bass  Jump  At  It 

You  have  kniwn  the  Joe  Welsh  Leaders  for  years — 
now  make  the  acquaintance  of  the  "Blue  Devil"  ! 

Joe  Welsh  Leaders  by  mail — 3  ft.  length  for  25c — 6 
ft.  length  50c— 9  ft.  for  75c.  A  "Blue  Defil"  and  a 
3-ft.  Leader  75c. 

Joe  Welsh 

Pasadena,  California 
Distributor  for 
U.  S.  and  Canada 


SANITO  SUSPENSORY 

No.  50 

All  elastic.  Self  adjusting. 
Anatomic  fit.  Will  not  chafe. 
No  buckles.  The  pouch  is 
open  at  rear,  and  thereby  more 
sanitary. 

Perfectly  comfortable;  need  not  remove 
from  scrotum  when  seated  at  closet,  and 
can  be  boiled  to  cleanse  without  injury 
to  the  rubber. 

The  Sanito  No.  50  should  be  worn  con- 
stantly to  promote  health  and  vigor. 
If  your  dealer  will  not  furnish,  send  us   $  l  in  stamps,  specifying 
large,  medium  or  small  pouch  and  waist  measurement.  Satisfac- 
tion guaranteed  ormoney  refunded. 

The  Walter  F.  Ware  Co.    DePt.  C>  Phi,a ••  P»-, 

Makers  of  the  No.  44  Mispafi  Jock 


PATENTED 
APRIL  1.1813 


$1  each.  3  sizes 


BEFORE  YOU  DECIDE 

on  that  Big  Hunt  for  1919 
drop  us  a  line. 

We  have  cracking  good  deer  hunting  and 
several  other  kinds  of  game  very  conven- 
iently situated,  and  camps  or  house  to  suit 
almost  anyone.  Address: 

LUCKY  CROSS  SUMMER  RESORT 

Box  4,  MAGNET  AW  AN,  ONT. 


1 


Vacation  in  the  Pine  Scented 
Lakelands  of  Canada 

In  the  "Highlands  of  Ontario,"  that 
wonderful  region  of  scenic  beauty, 
you  can  Fish,  Swim,  Golf,  Canoe, 
Camp,  Hunt— spend  a  vacation 
you  will  never  regret  or  forget. 
Mirror-like  lakes  set  in  the  gran- 
deur of  forests  of  pine  and  balsam. 
The  purest  of  air,  1,000  to  2,000 
feet  above  the  sea,  and  hay  fever 
is  unknown. 

Famous  Playgrounds  for 
Outdoor  Men  and  Women 

"AlgonquinPark"— "30,000 Islands 
of  Georgian  Bay"  —  "Kawartha 
Lakes"— "Muskoka  Lakes"— 
"Timagami"  and  the  "Lake  of 
Bays.",  Modern  hotels  —  or 
"rough"  it  if  you  prefer.  Any 
Grand  Trunk  Agent  will  gladly 
plan  your  trip  for  you. 

Illustrated  descriptive  literature 
sent  free  on  request.    Apply  to 


J.  QUINLAN, 
Bonaventure  Station, 
MONTREAL.  QUE. 


C.  E.  HORNING, 
Union  Station; 
TORONTO.  ONT. 


Duck  Shooting  in  Alberta 


"Calgarian" 


WHIR,  whir,  whir! — a  reverberation  as  of 
thunder,  moving  thunder  that  is  full  of  a 
*  thousand  crashes.  There  is  nothing  like 
it  in  the  world — the  sudden  rise  of  a  myriad 
of  ducks  in  the  first  dawn  of  the  opening  day. 
At  that  great  moment  duck  fever  is  liable  to 
tackle  the  oldest  and  most  steadfast  of  our 
hunters  in  Canada.  Even  R.  G.  Robinson,  the 
daddy  of  them  all,or  Ben  McLaren,  or  Big  Bill 
McLaren,  with  his  350  pounds  of  bone  and 
muscle,  or  the  cool-eyed  Alex.  Martin — 
anyone  is  liable  to  fire  wildly  when  the  inaug- 
ural boom  of  mallard,  grey  a'uck,  teal,  widgeon, 
redhead,  spoonbill  and  pintail  fairly  shakes  the 
morning  air.  It  is  not  so  much  that  the 
nerves  are  shattered  as  it  is  the  exhilaration 
of  the  moment. 

Man,  red-blooded  man,  is  in  his  element, 
with  a  gun  and  a  dog,  and  with  the  ducks 
a-flying.  Keen  eye,  alert  mind  and  quick 
muscles  co-ordinate  to  bring  down  the  90-mile 
lightning  express  of  feathers, N flesh  and  bone 
that  whizzes  through  the  air  forty  or  fifty 
yards  away.  That  is,  it  is  forty  or  fifty  yards 
away  for  the  fraction  of  a  second.  The  next 
fraction,  it  is  out  of  range. 

But  to  get  that  brief  shot  the  hunter  will 
stand  up  to  his  waist  in  water — with  waders  on 
to  be  sure — for  many  hours.  He  will  go 
without  food,  without  drink,  without  sleep, 
and  even  without  his  beloved  tobacco,  to  get 
that  instant's  chance  to  measure  skill  with 
the  hurtling  duck.  Even  if  he  does  not  dust 
a  feather,  he  counts  the  duck-hunting  day 
one  of  the  finest  of  his  existence,  and  lives 
it  again  and  again  in  memory. 

There  is  no  sport  like  it.  It  broadens  the 
mind,  strengthens  the  muscles  and  gives 
zest  to  this  old  world  such  as  few  other  things 
can  give.  A  man  in  love  feels  pretty  good, 
so  it  is  said.  He  looks  through  rose-colored 
glasses,  and  is  alleged  to  be-,  for  a  brief  space, 
the  happiest  mortal  under  the  sun.  He  says 
so  himself.  But  lead  him  to  a  confirmed 
duck-hunter,  Harry  Ford  or  Frank  Coyle,  for 
instance,  and  they  will  smile  tolerantly,  and 
perhaps  there  will  creep  into  their  manner  a 
shade  of  superiority,  for,  a^,er  all,  what  is  the 
pleasure  of  being,  in  love  to  that  of  hunting 
the  festive  duck  in  his  favorite  marshes  and 
sloughs  and  nicking  him  at  40  or  50  yards  with 
a  well-timed  shot?  That  is  the  life,  and 
there's  nothing  to  compare  with  it,  say  they 
and  so  says  every  other  devotee  of  the  sport. 


Why,  here  in  Calgary  there  are  many  men 
who  look  to  the  duck  season  all  the  rest  of  the 
year.  They  do  not  exactly  live  for  it,  for 
they  are  invariably  the  finest  of  our  citizens — 
big-hearted  chaps  of  the  purple-blooded 
line  of  sportsmen  who  have  varied  big  interests. 
Honestly,  they  feel  sorry  for  the  fellows 
who  do  not  shoot,  for  the  men  who  miss  the 
gorgeous  dawns  when  the  ducks  fly  low  and 
fast,  and  the  twilight  shadows  when  the  big 
birds  come  tumbling  in  like  black  cannon 
balls"  from  the  north.  And  then  thermos  of 
coffee  and  the  duck  sandwiches  which  top 
off  a  perfect  day. 

They  can  talk  about  golf  and  the  electric 
sensation^  of  a  strike  by  one  of  Larry  Lar- 
mour's  bull  trout,  or  walloping  that  old  base- 
ball square  on  the  beak  for  a  homer  or  a  raise 
in  salary,  but,  oh  man,  thay  are  flat,  stale, 
tame  and  insipid  alongside  the  sensation  that 
comes  from  a  nifty  double  on  a  pair  of  mal- 
lards burning  the  air  at  anything  above  60 
miles  an  hour. 

"How  much  did  you  lead  him?" 
"Was  that  bird  in  range?" 
"Dashed  if  I  didn't  strain  my  gun  going 
after  that  old  drake.  Couldn't  tell  till  he  was 
250  feet  above  me."  (Remember  the  clear 
air  of  Alberta  is  deceiving,  and  leads  many  a 
shooter  to  take  a  crack  at  a  duck  that  is 
nearly  a  quarter  of  a  mile  out  of  range.) 

"Blamed  if  I  was  on  today.  Couldn't  get 
the  range.  Shooting  behind  'em  all  day  till 
near  night,  and  say,  did  you  see  me  drop  that 
braoe?  Some  shooting  there,  boy,  some 
shooting.  I  jumped  my  lead  "about  two 
yards,  and  they  just  naturally  walked  into 
the  shot.    Clean  kills." 

"Say,  I  remember  when  Charley  Stone 
up  at  Carstairs  shot  his  gun  off  by  the  ear 
of  that  guy  in  the  black  suit  who  came 
over  and  sat  in  front  of  his  choice  blind.  We 
certainly  miss  that  boy." 

"And  believe  me  Col.  Walker  was  a  real 
shooting  guy.  Never  missed  the  opening  day, 
and  brought  them  down,  one-two,  one-two, 
like  he  was  learning  the  two-step." 

"Tappy  Frost  is  some  artist  with  the  gun 
too.  Trouble  with  him  is  that  he  holds  his 
little  old  firearm  too  loose,  and  it's  like  to 
kick  him  to  pieces.  He  showed  me  his  arm 
one  night  after  bringing  in  a  bag  of  62,  and 
he  was  black  and  blue  from  his  wrisUto  thy 
back  of  his  neck.    He  declared  to  goodness 
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Klim 
adds  to 
the 

enjoyment 
of 

the  trip 


Whether 
it's  just  a 
we«ek-end 
jaunt  to 
where  the 
big  fellows 
hide  or  a  real 
honest  -[to  -  goodness 
fishing  trip  take  Klim 
with  you.  You'll  be  a 
long  way  from  cows  and  milkmen  but 
in  Klim  you  have  th&full  flavor  and  food  value 
of  the  freshest  and  purest  separated  milk  the 
richest  pastures  of  Canada  can  produce.  Just 
a  little  tin  containing  one  pound  of  Klim  but 
that  means  when  whipped  into  water,  four  full 
quarts  of  clean,  pure  separated  milk 

Klim  is  a  dry  powder  that  you  use  as  needed 
— it  keeps  indefinitely.    Your  grocer  sells  it. 


Genuine  Diamonds 

$1.  $2,  $3,  Weekly 

•  Save  money  on  your  Diamonds 
^N$S^j?t>«2>^  by  buying  from  us.  We  are 
Diamond  Importers.  Terms, 
$1,  $2  or  $3  Weekly.  We 
guarantee  you  every  advantage 
in  Price  and  Quality. 

Write  to-day  for  Catalogue,  it  is  free. 

We  send  Diamonds  to  any  part  of  Canada  *"r  inspection 
at  our  expense.  Payments  may  be  made  Weekly  or 
Monthly. 

JACOBS  BROS.,  Diamond  Importers 


15  Toronto  Arcade 


Toronto,  Canada 


KEEP  YOUR  GUN  CLEAN! 

HOPPE'S 

NITRO  POWDER  SOLVENT 
No.  9 

iTrade  Mark  Registered) 
A  liquid  not  made  with  acids;  thoroughly 
removes  the  residue  of  any  high  power 
powder,  including  black  powder — prevents 
rusting  in  any  climate — removes  metal 
fouling  and  leading.  Nitro  Powder  Sol- 
vent has  been  put  to  the  test  at  National 
Rille  Ranges;  used  by  U.  S.  Riflemen; 
endorsed  by  prominent  sportsmen;  never 
fails  to  do  all  claimed  for  it.  Sold  h.v 
dealers  in  guns  and  at  Hardware  dealers. 

f  RANK  A.  HOPPE,  2314  N.  8TH  ST.,  PHILADELPHIA,  PA. 


RIP, 


We  expect  a  shipment  of 
the  following  rifles  which 
should  be  in  Montreal  not 
later  than  Sept.  30th. 

BSA  Martini  Rifle  No. 
12  Model,  .22  bore, 
Target  Pattern. 

BSA  Bolt  Action,  single 
shot,  No.  1  Model,  .22 
bore. 

BvSA  Air  Rifles,  .22  and 
.177  bore. 

Orders  should  be  placed 
immediately. 
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that  he  never  knew  where  that  gun  was  going 
to  hit  him  next."  » 

And  so  the  reminiscing  goes  on  while  the 
auto  purrs  homeward.    It  is  indeed  the  life. 

And  now  a  word  of  warning.  Take  plenty 
of  ammunition.  It  is  one  of  the  saddest 
experiences  in  life  to  run  out  of  shells  just 
when  the  ducks  are  flying  free. 

Take  your  time  on  the  bird,  and  get  the 
lead  right.  It  is  far  better  to  bev  too  far 
ahead  than  too  far  behind.  A  leading  shot 
may  carry  a  few  straggling  pellets  that  will 
bring  down  your  bird,  even  if  the  main  charge 
is  too  far  ahead,  but  when  the  shot  is  behind 
there  is  not  even  this  remote  chance.  The 
best  of  our  shots  declare  that  their  great 
mistakes  are  in  not  leading  enough  and  in 
shooting  too  low.  Give  your  bird  a  good 
lead  and  raise  a  little,  and  your  bag  will  be 
heavier. 

Respect  the  other  fellow's  rights.  If  you 
intend  to  shoot  on  a  farmer's  slough,  go  and 
ask  his  permission.  Alberta  farmers  are  the 
most  reasonable  chaps  in  the  world,  but  they 
wrant  to  know  who  is  shooting  on  their  land. 


They  figure  that  the  man  who  shoots  without 
asking  them  is  the  careless  chap  who  puts  a 
charge  into  their  cattle  or  horses,  by  mistake, 
of  course,  but  the  weapon  is  no  less  lethal 
because  an  error  is  made. 

If  another  fellow  is  shooting  on  the  slough, 
keep  out  of  range  and  keep  under  cover. 

Keep  off  the  skyline,  and  wear  a  grass- 
colored  suit.    Khaki  is  the  best  color. 

Remember  that  the  duck  can  see  a  great 
deal  further  than  you-ca^i,  and  keep  under 
cover  always. 

Do  not  be  impatient.  Let  the  other 
fellow  stalk  from  slough  to  slough.  He  will 
scare  up  the  birds  for  you  to  shoot.  Patience 
is  50  per  cent,  of  duck  shooting. 

Keep  your  gun  well  oiled,  and  tighten  up 
the  screws  before  every  trip  and  while  you  are 
out.  Keep  a  little  screw  driver  in  your 
pocket. 

There's  nothing  to  beat  a  thermos  for  the 
end  of  the  day  or  in  the  early  morning. 
f  And  for  advice,  ask  any  of  the  men  in  the 
stores  that   handle  sporting  supplies 

They  will  give  you  the  right  information 


A  Rabbit  Hunt 


K.  Lawrence 


BEFORE  starting  to  tell  you  of  one  of 
my  rabbit  hunts  I  will  describe  what 
I  consider  necessary  to  successfully 
hunt  rabbits.  First  thing  is  a  good  ferret, 
which  must  be  trained  to  go  in  the  rabbit  hole 
and  drive  the  rabbit  out.  If  it  kills  the 
rabbits  in  the  hole  it  should  be  muzzled. 
Some  hunters  break  the  tusks  of  the  ferret. 
This  is  not  a  goc)d  plan,  however,  for  it  hurts 
the  ferret's  mouth. 

Then  a  good  dog  is  necessary.  My  dog  is 
part  foxhound  and  part  beagle.  He  is  a  very 
good  hunter  and  once  he  gets  on  the  track 
of  a  rabbit  he  is  almost  certain  to  catch  it  or 
chase  it  to  a  hole. 

The  last  thing  that  is  necessary  is  a  shot- 
gun. A  double  barreled  gun  is,  preferable 
because  if  the  first  shot  misses  another  shot 
can  be  fired  within  a  few  seconds.  A  single 
barrel  is  also  good  but  not  so  good  as  the 
double  barreled  weapon. 

On  one  of  the  most  enjoyable  days  I  ever 
spent  hunting  I  started  out  early  in  the 
morning  with  my  dog,  ferret  and  gun.  A 
light  fall  of  snow  during  the  night  had  made 
it  an  ideal  dav  for  tracking  rabbits.  About 


a  mile  behind  our  farm  is  a  large  woods.  As 
soon  as  we  got  into  this,  Bob,  my  dog,  started 
on  a  track.  I  went  a  short  distance  into  the 
woods  and  sat  down  on  a  log.  Soon  I  heard  ^ 
Bob  barking  and  knew  he  had  run  a  rabbit  in 
a  burrow.  I  went  in  the  direction  of  his 
barking  and  found  him  standing  at  the  mouth 
of  a  rabbit  burrow.  I  then  called  him  back 
and  placed  my  ferret  in  the  hole.  Soon  I 
heard  a  rumbling  in  the  hole  and  a  rabbit 
jumped  out,  followed  soVm  after  by  my  ferret. 
I,  let  it  get  about  twenty  yards  away  before 
firing.  It  was  running  so  fast  that  I  would 
not  have  been  surprised  if  I  had  not  hit  it. 
But  as  luck  would  have  it  the  first  shot  I  fired 
killed  the  rabbit. 

Cutting  its  head  off  I  put  it  in  my  game  bag 
and  resumed  my  hunt.  For  about  an  hour  I 
tramped  around  the  woods  without  seeing  a 
rabbit.  I  grew  tired  of  hunting  in  this  woods 
and  decided  to  try  my  luck  in  a  field  covered 
with  underbrush.  Here  tracks  were  very 
numerous  and  it  wasn't  long  until  I  saw  Bob , 
chasing  a  rabbit.  Evidently  the  rabbit  had 
not  seen  me  as  it  was  running  straight  for  me. 
I  fired  at  it  when  it  was  about  thirty  yards 
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NORTHERN 
ONTARIO 

This  vast  new  land  of  promise  is  one  degree 
South  of  Winnipeg,  and  is  big  enough  to  include 
the  six  New  England  and  four  Middle  States  of 
the  American  Union. 

Aside  from  its  immense  resources  in  timber,  mineral,  waterpower,  fish,  game  and  scenery,  NORTHERN 
ONTARIO  contains  millions  of  acres  of  fertile,  arable  land  fit  for  mixed  farming  which  may  be  had  by 
returned  soldiers  and  sailors  in  160  acre  blocks  free;  to  others,  18  years  and  over,  50  cents  per  acre. 

Already  there  are  thousands  of  miles  of  colonization  roads  and  steam  railways  spreading  like  a  spider's 
web  over  a  huge  part  of  that  immense  forest-robed  territory. 

For  free  descriptive  literature,  write 

H.  A.  MACDONELL,  Director  of  Colonization,  Parliament  Buildings,  TORONTO,  CANADA 

G.  H.  FERGUSON,  Minister  of  Lands,  Forests  and  Mines. 


THE  INTERNATIONAL 

Kerosene  Gas  Burner 

Makes  Cooking  a  Pleasure  in  Your  Home  or  Camp 
No  Ashes  No  Dirt  No  Wet  Wood  No  Hunting  for  Fuel 

Just  turn  a  valve,  light  a  match,  and  presto,  you  have  a  hot,  concentrated 
flame.  In  five  minutes  you  have  intense  heat  right  where  you  want  it. 
Burns  ordinary  coal  oil.  So  simple  in  operation  a  child  can  use  it  with 
absolute  safety. 

Carry  it  in  your  car,  boat  or  canoe.    You  set  it  up 
in  five  minutes,  either  in  your  stove  or 
as  a  camp  fire. 


Write  for  Descriptive  Matter  and 
Price  List 


National  Burners,  Limited 

Main  1278.        114-16  Jarvis  Street,  TORONTO 


FOR  SALE    KIT   BAGS    R  AF-  STORES 

Slightly  used,  but  in  good  condition.    Made  of  heavy  Khaki  Duck,  Cord  and  Gromnett 
fastener.    Size,  10  ins.  diameter  at  bottom,  23  ins.  deep,  top  to  bottom. 

SPECIAL  PRICE  TO  CLEAR,  50c  EACH 


THE 


EVERY  SPORTSMAN  CAN  USE  THESE 

D.PIKE  CO. 

THE  RELIABLE  SPORTING  GOODS  SHOP 

123  KING  ST.  E.,  TORONTO 


LTD. 
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away  and  missed.  It  then  raft  around 
through  some  underbursh  and  managed  to 
make  good  its  escape. 

I  knew  where  there  were  some  rabbit  holes 
in  the  field  so  I  decided  to  try  these.  The 
third  one  I  put  the  ferret  in  I  heard  a  rumb- 
ling. I  placed  my  hands  over  the  hole  and  the 
rabbit  jumped  right  into  them.  I  grabbed 
him  by  the  neck  and  cut  his  head  off. 

Just  as  I  had  finished  I  heard  a  whistle.  I 
whistled  back  and  soon  a  farmer's  son  whom 
I  knew  joined  me.  He  had  a  dog  with  him 
and  a  ferret.    We  sat  down  for  a  short  time 


and  talked.  Soon  we  heard  his  dog  barking 
and  made  haste  to  where  he  was,  expecting  to 
find  him  standing  near  a  rabbit's  burrow. 
Great  was  our  surprise  when  we  found  him 
standing  at  the  foot  of  a  large  tree.  A  large 
coon  was  sitting  on  a  limb  far  up  in  the  tree, 
but  at  the  first  shot  from  my  shotgun  he 
tumbled  to  the  ground  to  be  pounced  upon  by 
the  two  dogs.  We  hunted  for  the  rest  of  the 
morning,  my  chum's  dog  catching  one  rabbit. 
As  it  was  getting  near  noon  I  decided  to  go 
home.  I  skinned  and  stretched  the  coon 
before  dinner." 


Hunting  Ducks  in  Bygone  Days 

Robt.  H.  MagNair,  M.D. 


THERE  was  once  a  famous  duck  bagger 
named  Wall,  generally  known  among  his 
associates  as  "that  fellow  Wall."  Wall 
was  quite  an  oddity  but  he  brought  in  many 
wild  ducks. 

On  a  certain  dreary,  drizzly  December 
morning  I  was  invited  to  join  him  for  a  go  at 
the  "quackers,"  out  toward  a  great  flat  coun- 
try well  stocked  with  feeding  places  for  the 
wild  mallards,  etc.,  and  at  certain  intervals 
there  were  wide  pools  of  water  fringed  with 
wild  rice  and  thick  growths  of  the  buttonball. 
The  latter  in  many  places  afforded  excellent 
stalking  covers.  The  ususal  very  effective 
hunting  stunt  practiced  by  Wall  was  to  get 
in  the  first  as  a  pot  shot,  when  the  ducks 
were  well  bunched  on  the  water  and  then  put 
in  a  wing  shot  as  they  arose.  I  had  known 
this  great  greedy  beggar  to  slay  ten  or  a  dozen 
duck  with  a  big  ten  bore  muzzle  loader  with 
the  two  shots. 

Just  as  we  were  nearing  the  ponds  one 
drizzly  December  day  when  it  was  necessary 
to  keep  the  fowling  pieces  well  covered  about 
fthe   percussion  caps,   we  heard  the?  lusty 
quacking  of  an  old  green  head. 

"Never  mind,  I'll  be  with  you  in  a  little 
while,"  was  Wall's  reply  to  the  mallard  drake. 
As  we  neared  the  first  pond  on  our  visiting 
list  (there  were  about  six  in  all) travelling  very 
cautiously,  a  nice  bunch  of  blue  wing  teal 
swooped  down  over  us  in  beautiful  range 
going  straight  to  the  pond.  Involuntarily 
my  gun  went  up  but  only,to  be  stopped  by 
Wall. 

"You'll  spoil  the  whole  d —  business  by 
shooting  now,"  he  complained. 

I  had  for  the  moment  forgotten  that  I 


was  hunting  with  a  typical  "game  hog"  of  the 
old  days  but  for  my  own  sport  had  far  rather 
gotten  in  a  double  at  the  flying  teal. 

However,  our  stalking  was  very  successful 
and  there  just  within  good  range  sat  a  fine 
bunch  of  mallards.  Wall  was  just  a  little 
in  the  lead  and  as^he  turned  his  head  to  invite 
my  participation  in  the  murderous  pot  shot, 
my  chicken  heart  and  love  for  sport  interfered. 
I  motioned  to  the  potter  to  shoot  on  the  water 
and  that  I  would  come  in  a  wing  shot.  We 
bagged  nine  ducks  and  I  only  succeeded  in 
getting  a  double  from  the  wing,  but  to  anyone 
but  a  game  hog  the  latter  method  should 
have  been  the  most  enjoyable,  hence  I  was 
satisfied  for  that  occasion.  We  hunted  hard 
throughout  most  of  a  typical  day  for  duck 
shooting.  Our  success  was  very  good  indeed 
but  what  rather  spoiled  the  pleasure  of  the 
outing  for  me  was  that  my  friend,  the  G.H., 
seemed  unable  to  get  beyond  the  point  when 
he  could  stop  saying  ""just  a  couple  of  more 
shots." 

Finally  as  we  were  nearing  the  last  pond 
on  our  circuit — the  tiay  was  very  nearly  done 
— down  swung  a  handsome  flock  of  mallards. 
Wall  became  excited,  probably  from  the  fact 
that  he  would  not  get  the  two  more  shots — 
and  missed  both  barrels.  However,  the 
ducks  circled  and  lit  in  the  far  end  of  the 
pond,  affording  an  excellent  stalking  place. 

"Golly  man!  I  have  used  upjsvery  d —  bit 
oi  my  wadding.  I  haven't  even  a  piece  of 
paper  and  I  haven't  time  to  stop  and  cut 
off  the  end  of  -my  shirt.  I  didn't  wear 
socks  in  these  boots..   What  a  fix!" 

My  gun  was  twelve  gauge,  besides  I  was 
out  of  wadding  that  was  not  ruined  by  the1 
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"Try  one 
on  the 
absolute 
guarantee 

of  the 
makers." 


'antKracK 

I     TRADE  MARK      I    \      REGISTERED    I  % 

I  COATED  I  1  LINEN  I  1 


"We  Stand 
back  of 
It." 


Have  shown  the  greatest  improvements  of  any  collars  offered  to  the  trade  since  1879.  Thef  slit 
over  the  re-inforced  button-hole,  prevents  the  button  pressing  on  the  neck,  and  allows  freedom 
in  adjusting  tie.  The  Flexible  Tabs  prevent  breaking  at  the  front  fold.  Worn  by  sportsmen, 
automobile  owners,  merchants,  mechanics,  railway  employees,  and  in  fact.by  everybody.  Sold 
by  the  best  dealers  in  every  city.    MADE  IN  CANADA,  by 


THE  PARSONS  &  PARSONS  CANADIAN  CO. 


HAMILTON,  CANADA 


Fourteenth  and  L  Streets 


Within  5  minutes  walk  of  the  White  House.  A 
hotel  of  distinction.  The  home  of  Senators  and 
others  prominent  in  the  official  life  of  the  Capital. 

Rooms  from  $2  per  day  upwards. 

Excellent  restaurant.  Table  supplied  from  a  famous 
dairy  and  fruit  farm,   the  property  of  the  owner., 

FFkANK  P.  FENWICK 

Booklet  with  pictures  mailed 


J 


PRINCE  GEORGE 


TORONtO 


CANADA 


Magnificiently  Furnished.  Liberally  Conducted. 

Cuisine  unexcelled.  Courteous  and  Prompt  Service. 
European  Plan.    American  Plan. 

SAMUEL  H.  THOMPSON,  Proprietor 


DECOV  FOLDED. 


LURE  DUCKS  OUT  OF  THE  SKY 

by  usingour  Automatic  or  Illinois  River  Folding  Decoys 

They  are  the  finest  decoys  ever  invented  and  we  guarantee  them 
against  defect.    Write  for  prices,  circulars,  etc. 
J.  W.  REYNOLDS  DECOY  FACTORY,  Chicago.U.S.A. 
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constant  rain.  Diving  thumb  and  index 
finger  into  a  watch  pocket,  Wall  suddenly 
exclaimed: 

"Golly,  I  found  the  paper."  The  paper, 
however,  proved  to  be  an  old  two  dollar  bill. 
Without  a  second's  hesitation  the  G.H.  ripped 
the  old  green  in  half  and  used  it  for  wadding. 

With  that  expensive  charge  he  bagged  first 
four  mallards  tnat  Were  sitting  on  the  water 
just  before  the  roosting  hour.  Expensive 
shot,  some  good  sports  may  think.  Well, 
not  so  very  when  Wall  could  count  upon  sel- 
ling out  his  bag  at  one  dollar  a  pair.  Besides 


he  had  enjoyed  an  immense  day  of  duck- 
shooting  sport  and  had  some  fifteen  quackers 
about  his  person.  ■ 

Not  frequently  during  our  present  era  of 
conservation  laws  I  have  had  some  amuse- 
ent  in  recalling  this  episode  of  hunting  with  a 
somewhat  interesting  character.  But  in 
fairness  to  my  partner  I  may  say  that  these 
were  the  days  when  no  restrictions  were 
placed  upon  a  day's  bag  nor  the  manner  in 
which  the  shooting  was  done.  Wall  at  the 
present  day  may  have  been  a  really  ethical 
sportsman  had  he  lived  and  learned. 


A  Prophecy  Fulfilled 

Fraser  River  Salmon  Threatened  With  Extinction — A  Fateful 
Rockslide— American  Inactivity 

"Conservation,  Ottawa" 


Although  reports  from  British  Columbia 
indicate  that  the  salmon  pack  last  year  was 
the  largest  on  record,  it  must  not  be  inferred 
therefrom  that  the  salmon  industry  is  still 


the  utilization  of,  the  "pinks"  and  "chums," 
varieties  of  the  salmon,  for  which  there  was 
no  sale  until  the  sockeye  became  scarce.  The 
run  to  the  Fraser  during  1918,  was  "very 


as  flourishing  as  ever.  The  facts  are,  as 
reported  by  J. P.  Babcock,  Asst.  Commission- 
er of  Fisheries  for  the  province,  that  the  large 
pack  is  due  entirely  to  the  increase  from,  and 


much  the  smallest Jever  known.  The  river 
may  be  said  to  be  fished  out  of  sockeye,  and 
the  run  of  pink  salmon,  which  was  not  used 
previous  to  the  war,  is  fast  disappearing." 
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.280  Copper  Tube  Ross  Cartridges.    .256  Newton  Cartridges 

We  expect  during  the  next  few  weeks,  SAVAGE  RIFLES,  all  calibres, 
NOW  IN  STOCK— REMINGTON  RIFLES,  Model  12A,  .22  calibre. 

SEND  FOR  CATALOGUE 

For  Your  Fall  Shooting  Provide  Yourself  With  Pike  Equipment 

THE  RELIABLE  SPORTING  GOODS  SHOP 

Get  ready  for  your  Hunting  and  Fall  Shoots.  Don't  wait  until 
you  need  your  supplies — Order  Now. 


NEW 

GOODS 

IN 

STOCK 


123  Xxkq  St.  B.v 

"**  tOBOWTO. 

FISHING  TACKLE,  SPORTING  GOODS  AND  BOAT  HARDWARE 


NEWFOUNDLAND 

A  Country  of  Fish  and  Game.  A  Paradise  for  the  Camper  and  Angler.  Ideal  Canoe  Trips 

The  country  traversed  by  the  Reid  Newfoundland  Company's  system  is  exceedingly  rich  in  all  kinds  of  fish 
and  game.  All  along  the  route  of  the  Railway  are  streams  famous  for  their  SALMON  and  TROUT  fishing 
Also  Caribou  barrens.  Americans  who  have  been  fishing  and  minting  in  Newfoundland  say  there  is  no  other 
country  in  the  world  in  which  so  good  fishing  and  hunting  can  be  secured  and  with  such  ease  as  in  Newfound- 
land.   Information  together  with  illustrated  Booklet  and  Folder  cheerfully  forwarded  upon  application  to 

F  E.  PITTM AN,  General  Passenger  Agt.  Reid  Newfoundland  Company,  ST.  JOHN'S,  NEWFOUNDLAND 


FOLDING   PUNCTURE-PROOF  CANVAS  BOATS 

Light,  easy  to  handle,  no  leaks  or  repairs:  check  as  baggage,  carry  by  hand; 
safe  for  family;  all  sizes;  non-sinkable;  stronger  than  wood;  used  by  U.  S. 
and  Foreign  Governments.   Awarded  First  Prize  at  Chicago  and  St.  Louis 
World's  Fairs.   We  fit  our  boats  for  Outboard  Motors.  Catalogue. 
KING  FOLDING  CANVAS  BOAT  CO.  465  Harrison  St.,  Kalamazoo,  Mich. 
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Newton  Rifles  and  Ammunition  1 


now  made  and  sold  by 


j  The  Newton  Arms  Corporation 

i 

Successors  to  The  Newton  Arms  Co.  Inc.,  Buffalo,  N.  Y. 


Woolworth  Bldg. 
New  York 


» 
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HAND  CAST  BULLETS 

And  hand  loaded  shells  are  almost  invariably  used  by  expert  shooters. 
They  give  more  accurate  results  than 'factory  loaded  ammunition  and 
the  saving  in  cost  is  considerable.  Write  to-day  and  send  us  the  name 
and  caliber  of  your  rifle  or  revolver. 

IDEAL  MANUFACTURING  COMPANY 

264  MEADOW  STREET  NEW  HAVEN,  CONN. 
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The  sockeye  commands  a  higher  price  than 

any  other  Pacific  salmon  and  it  is  the  salmon 

that  made  the  Fraser  River  fisheries  famous. 
t 

The  destruction  of  this  valuable  fish  is  exactly 
in  line  with  a  prediction  made  by  Mr.  Bab- 
cock,  before  the  Commission  of  Conservation 
in  1917. 

In  the  year  1913,  a  big  rockslide,  incident 
to  railway  construction  work,  occurred  in 
Hellgate  canon  on  the  Fraser  river.  This 
slide  was  nothing  short  of  a  calamity  to  the 
sockeye  salmon-fishing  industry  in  British 
Columbia.  All  familiar  with  the  conditions 
there  know  that  a  phenomenon  known  as'  the 
"big  run"  takes  place  every  four  years. 
Big  runs  occurred  in  1905,  1909  and  again  in 
1913,  the  fateful  year  of  the  big  slide.  In 


"big  run"  has  been  wiped  out  and,  now,  all 
years  are  lean  years  for  sockeye,  so  far  as  that 
district  is  concerned. 

Another  factor  enters  into  the  situation. 
The  fishery  might  be  perpetuated  and  in  some 
degree  restored  if  conservative  fishing 
were  practised  and  if  sufficient,  fish  were 
permitted  to  pass  up  to  the  spawning  grounds. 
Unfortunately,  Canada  cannot  of  herself 
limit  the  fishing,  as  the  sockeye,  in  its  course 
from  the  ocean,  passes  through  waters  under 
the  jurisdiction  of  the  state  of  Washington. 
Canada  has  repeatedly  manifested  her  will- 
ingness to  enforce  remedial  measures. 

Following  an  investigation  in  1905,^by  a 
joint  Commission  representing  Canada  and 
the  state  of  Washington,  the  Dominion  offered 


each  of  these  years  the  run  of  sockeye  was 
very  much  larger"  than  in  the  intervening 
years.  The  phenomenon  of  the  "big  year"  is 
due  to  the  fact  that  the  sockeye  takes  four 
years  to  mature.  Thus,  the  fish  of  1913  were 
abundant  because  of  the  abundant  spawning 
in  the  year  1909. 

The  slide  above-mentioned  unfortunately 
occurred  during  a  "big  run"  year.  It  so 
narrowed  the  river  (see  illustration)  that 
the  force  of  the  water  was  too  great  foj^even 
the  sockeye  to  overcome  and  they  were  unable 
to  reach  their  spawning  beds.  The  other 
illustration  gives  a  glimpse  of  the  crowds  of 
fish  held  back  by  the  obstacle.  Although 
the  slide  was  removed  before  1914,  it  was  too 
late  to  allow  many  fish,  of  the  1913  run  to 
ascend  the  river,  and,  in  consequence,  most 
of  the  sockeye  of  that  year  failed  to  spawn. 

It  was  feared,  therefore,  that  the  run  in 
1917  would  be  seriously  reduced.  The  fear 
was  only  too  well-founded.  The  pack  for 
that  year  in  the  Fraser  River  district  was 
only  about  one-fifth  of  that  in  1913,  and  there 
is  little  doubt  that  the  pack  for  1921  will  be 
still  less.    In  fact,  the  phenomenon  of  the 


to  suspend  all  sockeye  fishing  in  the  Fraser 
River  district  during  1906  and  1908  condition- 
al upon  identic  action  by  that  state.  The 
State  Legislature  refused  to  take  the  desired, 
action. 

In  1908,  Great  Britain  and  the  United 
States  concluded  a  convention  providing  for 
the  protection,  preservation  and  propagation 
of  the  sockeye,  but  the  United  States  Senate, 
after  years. of  delay,  refused  to  approve  the 
treaty. 

This  year,  a  new  treaty  is  awaiting  action 
by  the  United  States  Senate.  It  provides 
for  an  international  commission  of  two 
Canadians  and  two  Americans  to  make  in- 
vestigations and  to  make  such  recommenda- 
tions governing  the  fishing  as  may  appear 
desirable. 

It  is  earnestly  to  be  hoped  that  4his  pro- 
posed treaty  will  go  into  effect  and  that  the 
recommendations  will  be  acted  upon.  Other- 
wise, the  Fraser  River  sockeye  is  simply 
threatened  with  extermination.  Canada  has 
done  and  will  do  all  she  can  to  preserve  this 
valuable  food  fish.  The  fate  of  the  sockeye 
lies  in  the  hands  of  the  state  of  Washington. 
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Meet  Me  at  Hallam's 

/     when  in  TORONTO  and  inspect  the  ^ 


Largest  Assortment  of  Animal 
Traps  in  Canada 

As  well  as  Rifles,  Headlights,  Fish  Nets,  Shoepacks  and 
^      the  1001  other  kinds  of  Sporting  Goods. 


We  are  distributors  of  the  famous  U.  S.  Cartridge  Company's  line  of  shells  and 

ammunition  including 

BLACK  SHELLS 


in  trap  and  game  loads.  These  shells  are 
waterproof  and  are  unexcelled  for  Range, 
Velocity,  Penetration  and  killing  power. 


Have  you  tried  the  22  N.  R.  A.  rim  five,  long 
rifle  lesmok  cartridge?  Range  250  yards, 
costs  no  more  than  other  similar  cartridges, 
but  gives  longer  range.  We  have  in  stock 
280  Ross  copper  tube  and  metal  patch 
cartridges. 


BRILLIANT  SEARCHLIGHT 

100  Candle  Bower,  with  Flat-Flame  Burner 
and  Interchangeable  Lens  $8.00;  with  Self 
Lighter,  $9.00.  Mailing  weight  3  pounds. 
Traps,  Guns,  Animal  Bait,  Headlights, 
Nets,  Shoepacks,  Marble's  Specialties  and 
hundreds  of  other  articles  for  the  trapper 
and  hunter,  described  and  priced  in 
HALLAM'S  TRAPPERS  AND  SPORTS- 
MEN'S SUPPLY  CATALOGUE- 


SAVAGE  RIFLES 

We  have  a  shipment  of  .250-3000  and  .22 
High-Power  Savage  and  the  New  Savage 
Model  1919  N.R. A.  Rifles. 

WRITE  FOR  PRICES 


Write  for  your  copy  to-day. 
Address  in  full. 


It  is  Free. 


-imited 

953  Hallam  Building,  TORONTO 

THE  LARGEST  IN  OUR  LINE  IN  CANADA 


Mr.  J.  WARD  WINS  OIL  PAINTING 


As  intimated  in  our  August  issue  we  are 
pleased  to  be  able  to  announce  a  winner 
in  the  ROD  AND  GUN  MECHANICS  CON- 
TEST. This  contest,  which  was  open  to  all 
readers  of  Rod  and  Gun  in  Canada  opened 
in  June  1918  and  closed  in  July  1919.  A 
splendid  oil  painting  was  offered  to  the  reader 
sending  in  the  best  kink  for  the  Department. 
Mr.  Robert  Page  Lincoln,  a  well-known  staff 
correspondent  and  editor  of  the  Fishing 
Notes  Department, was  asked  to  act  as  judge 
and  we  publish  his  award  as  follows: 

"The  Kink  by  Mr.  J.Ward  in  the  February 
Number  I  have  selected  as  the  winner  in  the 
contest  started  in  Rod  and  Gun  in  the  June 
1918  issue.  I  have  selected  this  one  for  the 
simple  reason  that  there  are  thousands  sleep- 
ing out  every  year  who  do  not  know  how 
to  make  a  balsam  bough  bed;  or  who  do  make 
beds  of  boughs  and  sleep  uncomfortably  for 
the  reason  that  the  branches  are  not  arranged 
right.  Mr.  Ward's  arrangement  is  good  and 
makes  for  a  fine,  springy,  comfortable  bed. 
Since  this  is  a  kink  that  will  cause  thousands 
to  enjoy  healthy  sleep  I  think  it  is  well  worth 
the  painting  that  the  Publishers  are  donating 
to  the  cause  of  kinkshipr 

Robert  Page  Lincoln." 

We  would  ask  Mr.  Ward  to  look  over  the 
covers  of  the  past  issues  of  Rod  and  Gun  and 
make  a  choice  of  one  of  the  cover  paintings 
and  we  will  be  pleased  to  forward  it  "to  him. 

USEFUL  CAMP  UTENSIL 

Robert  Hodgson. 

The  birch  bark  lantern  shown  in  the  illus- 
tration is  very  picturesque  as  well  as  serving 


the  purpose  for  which  it  is  designed,  that  of 
light  giving.  First  cut  the  bottom  out  of  an 
inch  board,  boring  a  hole  in  same1  to  hold  tne 
candle.    Then  cut  the  bark  to  fit  well  around 


this  bottom.  Where  the  bark  overlaps  it 
should  be  sewed  up,  the  sewed  part  being 
fastened  on  the  bottom  with  tacks.  Add  a 
handle  of  leather,  bark  or  other  material  and 
your  lantern  is  ready  for  use  around  the  camp. 


NOTICE  TO  FRANK  BICKNELL 

s  Will  Mr.  Frank  Bicknell,  whose  inquiry  re 
a  Winchester  '95  appeared  in  the  July  issue 
of  Rod  and  Gun,  kindly  send  his  address  to 
the  office  of  Rod  and  Gun  in  Canada,  Wood- 
stock, Ontario. 
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About  Your  Own  Vigor 

Sent  Free 


MR.  READER: 

Here  is  something  I  have  to  offer  you  absolutely  for 
nothing — a  little  private  book  of  special  information 
about  the  legitimate  uses  and  unnatural  abuses  of 
manly  vigor;  about  the' preservation  of  manly  strength 
and  its  possible  self-restoration;  an  illustrated  pocket 
compendium  of  8,000  words.  72  pages  and  30  half-tone 
photographs,  reproductions — which  I  am  very  pleased 
to  send  by  mail,  absolutely  free  of  charge,  in  a  plain, 
sealed  envelope,  to  any  man,  young  or  elderly,  single  or 
married,  who  writes  for  it. 

Over  a  million  of  these  books  have  been  thus  sent  to 
applicants  all  over  the  world  since  my  free  offer  first 
appeared.  Publishers  are  charging  as  much  as  $2  for 
books  on  sex  subjects,  while  my  book  is  tree.  There- 
fore, reader,  if  you  would  like  a  great  fund  of  inside 
information  relating  directly  to  the  subject  of  manly 
vigor,  all  put  in  perfectly  plain,  easy-to-read  language, 
with  many  hints  that  you  can  surely  apply  to  your  own 
self  no  matter  how  strong  you  may  be,  or  how  nervous 
or  run-down  you  may  be — if  you  want  to  know  the  facts 
about  this  particular  subject,  given  to  you  without  a 
single  scare,  then  fill  in  the  coupon  below,  send  to  me  and 
receive  my  book,  sealed,  by  return  mail.  In  one  part 
of  this  little  publication  I  describe  a  mechanical  in- 
vention of  my  own.  which  I  call  the  SANDEN  Vitalizer, 
something  you  wear  at  night  as  an  aid  to  the  restoration 
of  lost  or  waning  strength;  but  you  are  not  expected  to 
get  one  of  these  appliances  unless  you  decide  for  your- 
self that  you  want  one.  The  book  is  complete,  and 
there  is  absolutely  nothing  you  are  required  to  buy  or 
pay,  either  now  or  in  the  future.  Therefore,  please 
send  your  name  and  address  to-day.  SANDEN, 
Author. 

MANHOOD!  The  quality  which  rules  the  world  to- 
day. My  friend,  there  never  was -a  time  in  the  history 
of  the  human  race  when  real,  sturdy  manhood,  manly 
vigor  and  manly  courage  counted  for  as  much  as  they 
do  now,  this  very  minute.  No  matter  what  your  years, 
whether  you  are  20  or  60,  you  must  be  either  entirely  in 
the  race  or  entirely  out  of  it.  It  is  invariably  the  fellow 
who  proves  up  the  strongest  in  this  human  strength  that 
forges  to  the  front,  while  weaklings  stand  aside;  it  is  he 
also  who  is  in  most  demand  and  most  sought  after  by 
women  and  men  in  his  community,  simply  because  he 
radiates  that  marvellous  magnetic  influence  which  only 
an  abundant  vigor  and  rugged  manly  health  can  radiate. 
I  believe  any  man  can  hope  to  completely  develop  or 
restore  this  same  vigor  of  manly  strength,  no  matter 
what  his  past  follies  may  have  been,  provided  he  is 
willing  to  REALLY  MAKE  THE  EFFORT;  and  pro- 
vided, of  course,  he  is  not  weighed  down  by  extreme 
old  age  or  is  not  incurably  diseased.  To  my  mind,  the 
road  of  the  one  who  wants  more  vigor  is  perfectly  plain, 


Manhood  Wins  in  AH  Walks  of  Life 


but  it  is  a  road  that  any  man  MUST  travel  if  he  attains 
the  highest  ideals  in  respect  to  his  own  manhood.  See 
information  in  my  free  book. 

As  to  the  SANDEN  Vitalizer,  previously  mentioned, 
will  say  it  is  a  little  mechanical  appliance,  weighing  but 
a  few  ounces,  which  you  wear  at  night.  This  Vitalizer 
generates  and  sends  forth  a  certain  soft,  penetrating 
force  which  I  call  Vitality.  It  apparently  drives  this 
Vitality  into  your  nerves,  blood,  muscles  and  organs  as 
you  sleep.  It  is  quieting  to  the  nervous  system — or,  at 
least,  so  users  say.  Men  write  that  it  takes  pain  out 
of  the  back  and  restores  vitality  in  90  days.  Remember 
the  general  information  of  the  free  book  is  independent 
of  this  Vitalizer,  and  you  are  not  expected  to  get  one  of 
these  little  appliances  unless  you  want  to.  You  can 
write  me  later  as  to  that  if  ydu  so  desire.  With  special 
attachments,  my  Vitalizer  is  used  by  women  as  well  as 
men  for  rheumatism,  kidney,  liver,  stomach,  bladder 
disorders,  etc.  If  you  live  in  or  near  this  city  I  should 
be  most  pleased  to  have  you  call  in  person  at  my  office, 
where  you  may  see  and  test  the  Vitalizer  free  of  charge.- 
Satisfaction  guaranteed  in  every  case.  Or  if  incon- 
venient to  call,  do  not  fail  to  write  for  the  free  booklet. 


TO  GET  FREE  BOOK  PLEASE  USE  COUPON 

If  you  li\  e  too  far  to  call,  or  if  you  cannot  call,  please  fill  in  the  coupon  below  and  send  it.  You  will  receive 
free,  sealed,  by  return  mail,  our  72-page  illustrated  book,  containing  8,000  words,  a  complete  compendium  of  useful 
information  for  men,  young  or  elderly,  single  or  married,  who  want  the  truth  about  the  subject  of  vital  strength, 
its  preservation,  its  possible  self -restoration  and  its  legitimate  uses  and  wanton  abuses.    You  get  it  all  free. 


R.  G.  SANDEN  CO.,  140  Yonge  St.,  Toronto  Ont., 

Dear  Sirs — Please  forward  me  your  Book,  as  advertised,  free, 
sealed. 


Name. 


Address. 


Irish  Rifle  Association 


Annual  Rifle  Matches,  August  4th 

Jt  W.  Smith 


THERE  were  over  one  hundred  entries  in 
the  Annual  Rifle  Matches  held  by  the 
Irish  Rifle  Association  on  August  4th 
at  the  Long  Branch  Ranges  near  Toronto, 
and  the  event  was  an  unqualified  success. 
The  Match  Committee,  under  the  capable 
leadership  of  the  popular  president  of  the 
Association,  Captain  Dave  Spence,  had  made 
perfect  arrangements  for  carrying  out  the 
program,  and  the  various  events  were  shot 
off  with  a  smoothness  and  precision  which 
elicited  favorable  comments  from  both 
competitors  and  spectators.  The  weather 
was  bright  with  a  light  east  wind  which  re- 
mained fairly  steady  all  day,  creating  ideal 
conditions  for  good  shooting. 

During  the  afternoon,  General  Gunn  and 
General  Mitchell  watched  the  proceedings  for 
a  while,  and  were  very  favorably  impressed 
with  the  manner  in  which  the  shoot  was  being 
conducted.  Colonel  F.W.  Brown,  the  founder 
of  the  Association,  was  also  an  interested 
spectator,  but  did  not  take  an  active  part  in 
the  matches.  Several  marksmen,  whose 
names  are  famous  in  the  annals  of  the  sport  of 
rifle-shooting  were  to  be  seen  among  the 
competitors.  The  duties  of  Range  offiecrs 
were  efficiently  carried  out  by  Captain  A.  E. 
Gooderham,  Captain  E .  H.  Price,  and  Mr. 
W.  J.  Kingdom,  and  the  success  of  the  meet 
was  largely  due  to  the  capable  manner  in  which 
they  did  their  work. 

The  General  Match  Aggregate  was  won  by 
R.  Storrar,  a  member  of  the  48th.  Highlanders 
and  the  I.R.A.  with  a  score  of  101.  R.  Will- 
iams, of  the  Queen's  Own  Regiment  was  sec- 
ond, his  score  at  600  yards  being  one  point 
less  than  that  of  Storrar.  No  less  than  five 
men  made  the  creditable  score  of  100,  the 
best  being  that  of  li.  Edmond,  who  hails  from 
Australia,  and  is  a  member  of  the  12th. 
York  Rangers  and  the  I.R.A.  This  is  Mr. 
Edmond's  first  season  in  this  country,  and 
he  is  considered  quite  an  acquisition  to  the 
sport  in  Canada.  T.  W.  Younger,  of  the 
Grenadiers,  and  the  I.R.A.  was  most  unfor- 
tunate in  making  the  splendid  score  of  102, 
which  was  ruled  out  by  his  failure  to  properly 
challenge  a  shot  according  to  the  O.R.A. 
rules,  under  wheih  the  meet  was  conducted. 
The  Extra  Series  Aggregate  was  won  by 


W.  A.  Hawkins,  member  of  the  48th,  High- 
landers and  the  I.R.A.,  and  well-known  as 
the  winner  of  the  King's  Prize  at  Bisley  in 
1913.  J.  E.  Fitzgerald  is  one  of  the  newer 
shots,  and  belongs  to  the  110th  Irish  Regi- 
ment and  the  I.R.A.  G.  W.  Bull  is  also  one 
of  the  newer  marksmen,  and  has  been  shooting 
consistently  well  this  season. 

One  of  the  features  of  the  matches  was  the 
fine  form  shown  by  marksmen  who  will  rank 
as  tyros  in  the  coming  O.R.A.-matches.  and 
it  is  expected  that  these  new  men  will  carry 
off  many  of  the  honors  at  the  matches  in 
August.  An  account  of  this  shoot  would  be 
incomplete  without  mentioning  the  invaluable 
work  done  by  the  captain  of  the  Association, 
A.  Emo,  ably  assisted  by  his  lieutenant,  S. 
D4an,  and  the  two  other  members  of  the 
Match  Committee,  R.  W.  Murray,  and  J. 
Sharp.  Credit  is  also  due  to  the  majority  of 
the  members  of  the  Association  who  worked 
hard  all  day  as  register-keepers,  and  competed 
in  the  matches  at  the  same  time.  The  follow- 
ing shows  a  complete  list  of  the  prize-winners 
with  their  scores* — 

.  Match  I.  Extra  Series. 

200  yds. 

J.  E.  Fitzgerald   50 

G.  W.  Bull   50 

R.  Edmond   50 

J.  Lonsdale  .-.   49 

W.A.Hawkins   49 

W.  Dymond   49 

R.Williams  )   49 

A.  Lowry   49 

Match  2.  200  yds.,  Match. 

W.  Cowie   34 

N.McLeod   34 

T.W.  Younger   34 

J.E.Fitzgerald   34 

W.  A.  Hawkins,  -  34 

G.  Charles   33 

A.H.Young   33 

Match  3.  Extra  Series. 

500  yds. 

G.W.BulL   50 

J.  Slatter  \     50 

A.  Emo..  :   50 

J.  E.  Fitzgerald   50 

A.  R.  Humphries   50 

R.  Edmond   50 
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98% 
Weedless 


-     *v  He  d  don 
%}^*         Carter-Built  Reels 
Jim  Heddon  2-Piece  Rods 
Baby  Crab  and  Other  Minnows 

"AsK  the  Fish !"m 
Jas.Heddon's  Sons, 

Dowagiac,  Mich. 


CHAMPION 

DOG  BISCUIT 

A  crisp,  clean,  balanced  ration  of 
meat,  wheat  and  cereals.  In  5-lb.  cartons, 
also  50-lb.  containers  and  bags  for  large 
kenndls  and  park  animals.  SEND  FOR 
SAMPLE,  prices  and  our  book  on  bow  to 
care  for  and  feed  your  dogs. 
CHAMPION  ANIMAL  FOOD  CO.,  Minneapafis,  Mmnesate 


HOTEL 

VAN  RENSSELAER 

Eleventh  Street,  by  Fifth  Avenue 
NEW  YORK 

KNOTT  MANAGEMENT 

Situated  in  the  coolest  and  quietest  part  of  New 
York.    Directly  in  the  Washington  Square  Section. 
Near  the  terminus  of  the   popular  Fifth  Ave.  busses. 
The  town  residence  of  prominent  business  and  pro 
fessional  men  and  their  families. 
MINIMUM  KATES  BY  THE  DAY: 
Single  Room  (1  person)        *       *         $4.00  with  meals 
_  '  $2.00  without  meals 

Double  Room  (2  persons)     -       -         $7.00  with  meals 

$3.50  without  meals 
Special  weekly  rates  for  families. 
An  interesting  illustrated  booklet  sent  free. 

JOHN  HARRIS 

Manager 


Read  This  Great  Magazine 

SportsAfield 

The  Greatest  Sportsman's  Magazine 
published  this  side  of  the  Line.  Full 
of  life,  and  vim  and  real  worth.  Our 
contributors  are  true  outdoor  people — 
our  illustrations  are  real  stories  of  the 
Out-of-Doors. 

Six  Months  $1.00.  One  Year  $2.00. 
No  additional  Charge  on  Canadian 
Subscriptions.  Thirty-third  Year  of 
Publication.    Order  Now. 

Sports  Afield  Publishing  Co. 


542  Soulh  Dearborn  St. 


Chicago,  111. 


Get  the  New  S.O.S. 
|£ush  'pango  J^innow 

Registered  Trade  Mark 
It's   a   wizard  for  casting.    Swims    on    surface  with 
life-like  motion.     Can  be  made  to  wiggle  under  surface. 
A  sure  killer  for  all  kinds  of  game  fish!  [  "3 

Any  of  my  Regular,  "Junior,"  "Weedless  Midget' J 
or  S,O.S.  Models  at  your  dealer's  or  direct  postpaid  $1.00 

4  of  assorted  colors  and  models  ...$4.00 

All  models  patented  and  guaranteed. 


J.  K.  RUSH 

944  S.  A.  &  K.  Bldg.,  -  Syracuse,  N.  Y. 
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G.  Lambton   50 

W.A.Hawkins   50 

W.Reid  .....>   50 

Match  4.  500  yds,,  Match. 

A.  R.  Humphreys   35 

R.W.Murray....   35 

G.  Charles  ,   35 

R.Williams   35 

W.Lennox  (.   34 

R.  Edmond   34 

W.Dymond   34 

R.Clarke   34 

Match.  5.  Extra  Series. 

600  yds. 

W.A.Hawkins     50 

J.E.Fitzgerald   49 

J.W.Smith  A   49 

N.McLeod  \  !   49 

J.  Slatter,..  1   49 

R.Edmonfl   49 

A.R.Humphreys   49 

R.Williams   49 

W.  Leushner   49 

Match.  6.  600  yds.  Match. 

J.  W.  Smith.   35 

J.  Slatter.  !  v35 

R.  Edmond   35 

Col.  Elliott  ,   34 

A.  Lowry   34 

R.  Storrar   34 

W.Buick   34 

Match  9 — Extra  Series  Aggregate. 

200  500  600  Total 
yds  yds  yds 

W.A.Hawkins   49    50    50  149 

J.E.Fitzgerald   50    50   49  149 

R.  Edmond.   50    50   49  149 

G.W.  Bull   50.   50    48  148 

A.R.Humphreys  48    50   49  147 

J.W.Smith   48    49    49  146 

N.  McLeod   48    49    49  146 

W.  Dymond   49    49    48  "  146 

S.  Dean  :..  48    49    48  145 

W.Lonsdale..,   48    49    48  145 

Match  10. — General  Match  Aggregate. 

200  500  600  Total 
yds  yds  yds 
R.  Storrar   33    34    34  101 


R.Williams                        33    35    33  101 

R.  Edmond                         31    34    35  100 

J.W.Smith                        32    33    35  100 

A.Emo  :  31    35    34  100 

G.W. Bull                         33    34    33  100 

A.  R.Humphreys                 33    34    33  100 

A.  Lowry                            32    33    34  99 

R.Weir                              33    33    33  99 

J.  Slatter                           32    31    35  99 

.Match  11.— Team  Match. 
1st. — Irish  1st.  Team. 

R.  Storrar   101 

J.W.Smith   100 

A.Emo   100 

S.  Dean...   97 

W.  A.  Hawkins   96 

J.E.Fitzgerald..:.   96 

Total  \   590 

2nd. — Queen's  Own  Regt. 

R.Williams   101 

G.W.  Bull   100 

R.  Weir  *   99 

J.  Sharp   98 

N  W.Atkins..     97 

G.Brooks     92 

Total   I....'  f   587 

3rd —Irish  2nd.  Team. 

A.R.Humphreys   100 

W.  Dymond   98 

G.  Lambton...,   97 

R.  Campbell   96 

R.  Oldfield   96 

W.Brodie   94 

Total   581 

4th.— 12th.  York  Rangers. 

R.  Edmond  .....100 

J.  Slatter   98 

Col.  Elliott   97 

W.  Lonsdale   95 

J.  Lonsdale   94 

H.  Carey...  '.  .fc.  88 

Total  '   572 


FIRE  DESTROYED  GAME. 

Writing  from  Midnight  Lake,  P.O.  Sask. 
Mr.  B.  W.  Broatch  tells  of  the  awful  damage 
done  during  the  recent  holocaust.  He  says 
in  part — 

"Have  just  been  over  a  few  hundred  square 
miles  of  the  fire  swept  area  trying  to  locate  a 
good  hunting  ground  for -this  Fall.  Found  a 
good  sized  tract  (about  20  sections)  that  the 


fire  missed.  Moose  tracks  were  plentiful  so 
I  conclude  there  will  be  some  moose  left  in 
the  unburnt  patches.    I  saw  plenty  of  deer. 

The  fire  made  an  awful  wreck  of  our  north- 
ern woods,  and  must  have  wrought  terrible 
havoc  on  the  game  too.  One  can  ride  for 
endless  miles  without  seeing  a  living  thing. 

Sincerely  yours, 

B.  W.  Broatch. 
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HOTEL  ST.  JAMES 

Times  Square,  New  York  City 

Just  off  Broadway  at  109-113  W.  45th  St. 
3  Blocks  from  Grand  Central  Station. 

Conducted  by  a  Canadian. 

Much  favored 
by  women  trav- 
elling without 
escort. 


40  Theatres,  all 
principal  shops 
and  churches, 
3  to  5  minutes' 
walk. 


2  minutes  of 
all  subways,  %' 
roads,  surface 
cars,  bus  lines. 

All  Outside 
Rooms 

Hot  and  Cold 
Running  Water 
in  every  room. 
With  adjoining  bath  .   .  from  $1.50  up 
With  private  bath  •  .   .   .   from  $2.50  up 
Sitting  room,  bedroom,  bath,  from  $5  up 
W.  Johnson  Quinn,  Mgr. 
Formerly  of  Hotel  Webster 


C.  S.  R.  CORPORATION 

140  West  34th  St.  New  York,  N.  Y. 

Importers,   Manufacturers  and  Dealers  in 

Everything  for  and  About  the  Dog 

Special  United  States  Agents 

C,  S.  R.  DOG  REMEDIES 

FRENCH'S    MODERN    DOG  REMEDIES 

VETOL — The   Great  Invigorator. 

KALFOS— The  Bone  Builder. 

RAJAH — The  Powerful  Disinfectant. 

Send  for  Catalogue  and  free  copy  Field  and  Fancy, 
the  leading  weekly  on  Dogs. 

C.  S.  R.  CORPORATION 

140  W.  34th  STREET,  NEW  YORK  CITY. 


KEATING'S 

,  POWDER 


V4£»  BUGS,    FLEAS,  FLIES, 
MOTHS,  COCKROACHES, 
and  all  insects  cannot 
exist  in  contact  with  Keat- 
ing's  Powder, 
»  with  Heating's. 


"The  Canadian  Golfer" 

(Official  organ  of  the  Royal  Canadian  Golf  Association). 

Has  the  highest  class  subscription  list  of  any  monthly  magazine  published 
in  the  Dominion. 

It  covers  an  exclusive  field  exclusively. 

Printed  on  1001b.  book  paper  and  handsomely  illustrated. 


The  men  and  women  who  play  golf  are  good  people  to  know  and  do 
business  with.  They  are  splendid  spenders  and  any  magazine  that  pertains 
to  the  Royal  and  Ancient  Game  has  a  warm  spot  in  their,  hearts  and  a 
premier  place  in  their  homes. 

High  class  advertising  only  accepted.    Rates  on  application.  Subscription 
price  $3.00  per  year.    Office  of  publication — 

BRANTFORD,  ONT.    Ralph  H.  Reville,  Editor  and  ihiblisher 


Canadian  Makes 


Good  at  Chicago 


Joe  Jennings,  Second  .  Place  At  Chicago. 
Frank  Troeh  Makes.  World  Record. 

Chicago,  Aug.  12. — New  records  for  the  Amercian 
amateur  trapshooting  championship  and  the  profession- 
al championship  of  the  Grand  American  Handicap 
Tournament  were  established  late  to-day.  when  the 
winners  in  the  respective  events,  Frank  M.  Troeh, 


JOE  JENNINGS 

of  Todmorden,  who  finished  second  to  Troeh  in 
the  American  handicap  trapshooting  tournament 
at  Chicago.  Troeh  established  a  new  world's  re- 
cord by  breaking  the  entire  two  hundred  targets, 
while  Jenning8>  broke  one  hundred  and  ninety- 
eight.  1 


Vancouver,  Wash.,  and  Bart  Lewis,  Auburn,  Ills  ,  broke 
the  entire  200  targets  thrown. 

Never  before  in  competition  from  eighteen  yards  had 
the  entire  program  been  run  without  a  miss^  The 
best  previous  performance  at  18  yards  was  by  Troeh 
here  two  years  ago,  when  he  won  the  event  with  199 
out  of  200. 

J.  E.  Jennings  of  Todmorden,  Canada,  was  second  to 
Troeh,  with  198.  He  ran  140,  and  then  missed  a  pair, 
finishing  out  his  string  without  a  miss.  W.  Henderson 
of  Lexington,  Ky.,  champion  of  that  State,  and  T.  L. 
Edens,  Phoenix,  Ariz.,  Arizona  champion,  tied  for  third 
place  with  197,  Henderson  won  the  place  in  three 
shoot-offs,  hitting  all  twenty  targets,  after  each  had 
made  20  and  19  in  the  first  two. 

For  the  professionals,  Charley  Spencer  of  St.  Louis, 
Mo.,  and  Fred  Gilbert,  Spirit  Lake,  Iowa,  each  broke 
198  targets,  with  William  Crosby,  O'Fallon,  Ills.,  next 
with  197. 

The  squad  in  which  Troeh  shot,  composed  of  Mark 
and  Nich  Arie,  Chas.  Powers  and  E.  V.  Kirby,  broke 
977  of  1,000  targets  thrown.  That  was  also  a  new 
world's  record  for  18  yards.  It  also  surpassed  any 
shooting  ever  done  from  18  yards  by  a  squad  of  five. 

Other  Canadians  who  finished  in  the  first  flight  in 
the  South  Shore  Country  Club  event,  with  their  scores, 
are  as  follows: 

Norman  Brownlee,  Ottawa,  97;  W.  H.  Gooderham 
Toronto,  94;  W.  H.  Hamilton,  Winnipeg,  91 ;  Ted  Kerr, 
Crediton,  94;  J  Vance,  Tillso-nburg,  85. 

\   

"MODEST"  FRANK  WRIGHT  AMATEUR  CHAM- 
PION." 

Winner  at  St.  Thomas.  Won  Amateur  Singles 
Championship.  / 


Chicago,  Aug.  13. — Frank  S  Wright,  champion  of 
New  York,  won  the  American  amateur  trap-shooting  * 
single  targets  championship  to-day  after  a  tie  at  199 
out  of  200  with  R.  D.  Morgan,  of  Washington,  cham- 
pion of  the  District  of  Columbia,  and  John  William 
Akard  of  Fairplay,  Mo. 

On  the  shoot-off  of  25  targets  Akard  missed  the  13th 
and  was  eliminated,  Morgan  missed  the  first  on  the 
second  shoot-off ,  while  Wright  ran  his  second  25  straight 
making  a  total  of  249  out  of  a  possible  250. 

Nick  Arie,   Menard,   Texas,   won  the  American 
amateur  championship  at  double  targets  with  91. 

George  Andrew  Miller,  a  ten-year-old  Brewton,  Ala., 
lad,  the  youngest  competitor,  won  the  junior  champion- 
ship with  49  out  of  50,  and  Andrew  Mayer,  Madison. 
Wis.,  71  years  old,  won  the  three-score  and  ten  champ- 
pionshiD. 


Successful  Shoot  at  Peterboro'. 


The  Port  Hope  and  Lakefield  Gun  Clubs  paid  a 
visit  to  the  local  Gun  Club's  grounds. 

There  was  a  very  high  wind  and  it  made  the  shooting 
difficult,  but  some  very  good  scores  were  made; 

H.  Reynolds  and  R.  S.  Watson,  of  Port  Hope,  and 
Roy  Hutchinson, of  the*home  team,  were  high  guns  with 
scores  of  41  each. 

The  Port  Hope  squad  won  the  team  shoot  for  the 
cigars  with  Peterborough  two  birds  behind.  Mr. 
Reynolds  won  the  blind  handicap  with  22  and  T.  Curvin 
and  Chris.  Graham  were  tied  for  second  with  21. 

The  Port  Hope  Club  is  shooting  fine  and  sent  up  two 
squads.  Lakefield  had  a  nice  turnout  of  gunners  and 
are  doing  great  work  for  a  new  club. 

The  executive  of  the  Peterborough  Club  were  delight- 
ed with  the  number  of  shooters  who  attended  the  even- 
ing's sport,  there  being  twenty-seven. 

Return  visits  will  be  made  to  Port  Hope  and  Lake- 
field  in  the  near  future.  t 

The  Scores. 

Shot  At.  Hit 

H.Reynolds   50  4: 

R.S.Watson   50       4  J 
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R.Hutchinson   50 

C.G  Graham  !   50 

J.  Roper   50 

All .  Autram    50 

J.Watson   50 

A.Gordon   50 

J.  S.  Coon   50 

T.  E.  Gurvin   50 

W.  H.  Harmon   50 

C.Gutterson   50 

J.Strickland   50 

F.G.Jackson   50 

Dr.  McGlennan.  .   50 

C.  Tanner   50 

E.  R.  Tate   50 

C.Mann   25 

W  Spence   25 

'  C.Mills   25 

J.  Hendren   25 

H.Jackman   25 

C.Wood   25 

W.  Symes   25 

W.Belleghem   25 

C.  Moncur   25 

W.  Rye   25 

Hamilton  Gun  Club. 


41 

38 
37 
36 
36 
35 
35 
35 
34 
31 
28 
27 
27 
25 
22 
19 
18 
18 
17 
16 
16 
16 
15 
13 
12 


RUNNERS  UP 


FOR  CANADIAN 
SHIP. 


CHAMPION- 


The  regular  shoot  was  held  at  the  Hamilton  Gun 
Club  on  July  9,  and  the  cooler  weather  must  have  been 
conducive  to  good  shooting,  judging  by  the  scores  made. 
The  main  event  of  the  afternoon  was  a  25-bird  mer- 
chandise, and  the  scores  in  each  class  ran  very  close. 

In  A  class  H.  Lennox  and  N.  Long  tied  for  the  lead 
with  24,  and,  instead  of  shooting  off  the  tie,  the  coin 
was  flipped,  H.  Lennox  coming  out  the  lucky  one.  E. 
Harris  and  E.  S'turt  were  both  close  up  with  23,  while 
Geo.  Beattie,  W.  Barnes  and  C.  Thompson  all  had  22 

J.  Smith  sprang  a  surprise  in  B  class  and  put  on  a 
25  straight,  thereby  winning  the  prize,  but  even  then 
only  nosed  out  Geo.  Stroud,  who  broke  24-  A.  Par- 
menter  and  Dr.  Greene  each  got  22. 

In  C  class  A.  Smith  came  out  the  successful  one  with 
20  out  of  25,  but  was  followed  very  closely  by  A. 
Glover  with  19,  and  J.  Moyer,  who  had  18. 

H.  Lennox  shot  only  the  one  event,  but  had  the 
high  average  with  24  out  of  25.  H.  Barnes  was  in  good 
form  and  broke  118  out  of  125.  Third  high  average 
honors  were  won  easily  by  M.  E  Fletcher  with  92  out 
of  100,  E.  Harris  with  46  out  of  50,  and  N.  Long,  who 
also  had  a  good  run  of  115  out  of  125. 

The  scores  were: 

Shot  At. 

G.  Beattie  

M.  E.  Gobdale  

M.  E.  Fletcher  

E.  Harris,  r'--'-  

A.  Glover.  

J.  Hunter  

W.  J  Wark  ,  

J.Smith  

A.  Parmenter  

J.  Moyer  


B.Smith.  . . 
A.  Smith. . . 
H.  Smith. . . 
G.  West. . . . 
G.Stroud. . 

E.  Sturt  

Dr.  Greene. 


A.  Lee. . 


Broke. 

75 

68 

50 

42 

100 

92 

50 

46 

100 

77 

100 

86 

50 

38 

50 

42 

50 

36 

100 

74 

125 

115 

125 

104 

125 

118 

125 

111 

75 

60 

50 

36 

50 

36 

100 

82 

75 

67 

75 

65 

100 

90 

25 

24 

100 

•  90 

25 

17 

PETERBORO  SHOOT. 

The  results  of  the  recent  gun  shoot  of  the  Lakefield 
Gun  Club  are  as  follows: 

Shot  At.  Hit. 

George  Spence   25  9 

Walter  Nugent   25  17 

George  Jackman   25  20 

Arthur  Webster   50  27 

K.  Tate   10  6 

.J.C.Strickland   5Q  38 

E.  R.  Tate   50  31 

C.S.  Tanner   50  40 

C.  Graham,  Peter boro   50  31 

T.  E.  Curvin,  Peterboro   50  38 

Dr.  Smith   25  18 

Percy  Spence   25  18 

J.  B.  Jarrell   25  15 


Although  not  quite  good  enough  to  represent  the 
Dominion  at  Chicago,  the  runneis-up  for  Eastern  and 
Western  Canada  displayed  considerable  class  as  shown 
by  their  scores: 

Western  Canada — J.  A.  Black,  Winnipeg, — 282. 

Eastern  Canada — William  Barnes,  Hamilton, — 286. 


CANADIAN  REPRESENTATIVES  AT  CHICAGO. 


Dominion  Shooter  s  were  ably  represented  at  Chicago 
by  the schampions  of  Eastern  and  Western  Canada. 
Their  scot  es  which  qualifiedthem  for  entry  as  Canadian 
Champions  compare  favorably  with  those  of  the  various 
state  champions  with  whom  they  competed.  Scores 
made  in  winning  the  title  are- 
Western  Canada — W.  M.  Hamilton,  Winnipeg — 288. 
Eastern  Canada — S.  G.  Vance,  Tillsonburg, — 290. 


IN  LEADING  FIFTY  AMATEURS 


Included  in  the  leading  list  of  fifty  amateur  shooters 
of  America,  who  have  broken  over  1000  targets  is  J. 
Wesley  Hart  of  Dresden.  Mr.  Hart  holds  31st  place 
having  broken  1104  out  of  1150,  giving  him  an  average 
of  .9513. 


HAMILTON  GUN  CLUB 


July  12th. — The  first  shoot  of  the  season  at  Dynes 
Beach  park,  was  r  un  off  on  Saturday,  and  good  scores 
were  made.  John  Hunter  won  the  prize  in  the  firs  t  event 
with  25  straight,  B.  J.  Pierce  won  the  sweepstake  with 
24  out  of  25,  Watson,  Choate  and  Jones  taking  second 
money  with  23  each,  Nelson  Long,  the  local  professional 
was  high  gun  for  the  afternoon  with  73  out  of  75, 
smashing  the  last  61  straight. 

A  Shot  at  Broke 

Nelson  Long  M.      75  73 

J.Jones   50  36 

F.  Watson  •.   50  46 

C.  Choate   75  66 

J.  Hunter   50  46 

Geo.  Stroud  '..    100  86 

A.  Porter   50  39 

B.  J.Pierce   50  48 

George  Beattie   25  23 

J.  Crooks   25  20 

J.  Moyer   25  22 

W.Wark  25  20 

H.V.  Overholt   25  18 

H.  Kretchman   50  40 

T.  Crooks   25  18 

July  19. — Some  good  scores  were  made  at  Dynes' 
this  afternoon.  John  Hunter  was  high  gun  with  96. 
Roy  Metcalf  and  Bert  Smyth  were  second  with  47 
each.  In  the  25  bird  race  for  a  box  of  cigars,  Pearl 
Friend  surprised  the  natives  by  smashing  them  all, 
but  Tom  Gardner  also  broke  25,  and  a  shoot-off  at  25 
was  in  order,  Pearl  getting  24,  while  Tom  missed  three. 
The  scores  were: 

Shot  at.  Broke.. 

G. Beattie  ..J^   75    '  69 

J.  Hunter  f%[.         100  96 

W .  Livingstone   125       1 09 

H.Smyth   100  88 

N.Long   150  141 

R.  Metcalf   50  47 

A.  Morningstar   50  32 

W.Bradshaw   50  40 

P.  Friend   100  86 

A.Smyth   25  17 

J.  Moyer   50  33 

J.  Gomph   100  91 

E.Harris   75  65 

H.  Lennox   75  65 

J.  Groves   100  89 

G.  Stroud   100  82 

A.  Crumb  m   25  11 

T.  Gardner   75  68 

B.  Smyth  :   50  47 

J.Cline  25  21 

HIGH  PROFESSIONAL  SHOOTER 


Nelson  Long  of  Hamilton,  the  well-known  target 
manufacturer  was  leading  Canadian  professional  to 
July  1st  according  to  Peter  P.  Carney,  Editor  of  the 
National  Sports  Syndicate.  Mr.  Long  had  an  average 
of  .9291,  having  broken  1115  of  1200. 

LADIES'  DAY  AT  HAMILTON. 


On  Saturday  afternoon,  July  26,  the  Hamilton  Gun 
Club  held  its  annual  ladies'  day  at  the  club  grounds  and 
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OURTRAPPER'5  FRIEND 
AND  GUIDE  FREE 


WEIL  PAYS  CASH  for  furs  and  remits  quicker  than 
any  other  House.  Furs  much  higher.  Big  money  trap- 
lng  Only  House  holding  shipments  5  days  without 
your  asking.  Our  Trapper**  Guide  Is  as  different  from  others 
as  an  Auto  from  a  Stage  Coach.  It's  Free.  Price  1 1st  free. 
Ref.your  Bank.  In  business  45  yrs-  The  Square  Deal 
House.  WEI L  BROS.  &  CO.,  Box  72  Ft.  Wayne, in 4. 


"Catch  Fish  Worth  Fishing  For" 

Use  the  TEMPTER  Bait 

FREE  TO   EVERY  ANGLER 

who  uses  it,  a  prize,  value  $4.50 
WRITE  For  Full  PARTICULARS 

BAITS,  75c  EACH,  Any  Color. 

J.  W.  REYNOLDS  DECOY  FACTORY 

CHICAGO,  U.S.A. 


Patent  Pending 


Catch 
Fish 


South  Bend-Anti-Back-Lash 
Casting  Reel  thumbs  itself, 
eliminates  back-lashes. 
South  Bend  B  AS  S-ORENO.  Users 
say  best  fish  getting  bait  made." 
Twelve  colors  75c  each, 

FREE— THE  DAYS  OF 
REALSPORT 
'.-  A  r^d  blooded  fishing  story.  Car-. 
"    toons  by  Briggs.  Write  for  it*. 

SOUTH  BEND  BAIT  CO. 
8293  Colfax  Ave.,    South  Bend,  Ind. 
S,x 


National  Sportsman 

is  a  monthly  magazine,  crammed  full  of  Hunting, 
Fishing,  Camping  and  Trapping  stories  and  pic- 
tures, valuable  information  about  guns,  rifles,  revolvers, 
fishing  tackle,  camp  outfits,  best  places  to  go  for 
fish  and  game,  changes  in  fish  and  game  laws,  and  a 
thousand  and  one  helpful  hints  for  sportsmen.  Na- 
tional Sportsman  tells/ you  what  to  do  when  lost  in  the 
woods,  how  to  cook  your  grub,  how  to  build  camps  and 
blinds,  how  to  train  yojfir  hunting  dog,  how.  to  preserve 
your  trophies,  how  to  start  a  gun  club,  how  to  build  a 
rifle  range. 

No  book  or*  set  of  books  you  can  buy  will  give  you 
the  amount  of  up-to-date  information  about  life  in 
the  open  that  you  can  get  from  a  year's  subscription 
to  the  National  Sportsman.  Special  information 
furnished  to  subscribers  at  all  times,  Free  of  Charge 


SPECIAL  OFFER 

The  8  beautiful  outdoor  sport  pictures,  shown  above, 
are  reproduced  on  heavy  art  paper,  size  9x12,  in 
strikingly  attractive  colors,  from  original  oil  paintings 
by  well-known  artists.  They  mate  appropriate  and 
pleasing  decorations  for  the  den,  qamp  or  club-room  of 
any  man  who  likes  to  hunt  or  fish. 

We  will  send  you  this  set  of  pictures,  and  the  National 
Sportsman  Magazine,  for  a  whole  year  on  receipt  of 
$1.50. 


ORDER  BLANK 
NATIONAL  SPORTSMAN  MAGAZINE 
209  Columbus  Ave.,  Boston,  Mass., 

Enclosed  find  $1.50  for  a  year's  subscription  to  the  National 
Sportiman  and  the  set  of  8  outdoor  pictures. 

Name  

Address  


1 
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this  event  proved  to  be  the  banner  attraction  of  the 
year.  The  scores  made  by  some  of  the  ladies  certainly 
se£  a  mark  for  even  the  male  members  of  the  club  to  look 
up  to. 

In  the  first  event  of  5  birds  Mrs.  Lennox  and  Mrs. 
Harris  tied  with  5  straight,  wnile  right  behind  them 
were  Mrs,  Lutz.,  Miss  Hunter,  Miss  Ecker,  Mrs. 
Stockford  and  Mrs.  Livingstone  with  4  out  of  5.  In  the 
shoot  off  Mrs.  Lennox  again  broke  4  straight  carrying 
away  the  first  prize,  while  Mrs.  Harrison  took  second 
prize,  having  gotten  2  out  of  4.  In  the  shoot  off  for 
third  place  Mrs.  Lutz  and  Mrs.  Livingstone  again  tied 
with  4  out  of  5,  Miss  Ecker  and  Mrs.  Stockford  getting 
2  and  Miss  Hunter  1.  By  this  time  the  excitement 
was  running  high  and  Mrs.  Lutz  ended  the  battle  by 
breaking  5  straight  and  Mrs  Livingstone  got  4.  Other 
scores  were  Mrs.  Choate,  Miss  Harris  3  out  of  5  and 
Mrs.  Taylor,  Miss  Fletcher,  Miss  Long,  Mrs.  Fell, 
Miss  Howsego  and  Miss  Devine  2  out  of  5. 

One  of  the  other  pleasing  features  of  the  afternoon 
was  a  25  bird  r  ace  for  the  men,  each  lady  present  hav- 
ing drawn  a  ticket  of  the  name  of  one  of  the  contestants, 
two  handsome  prizes  being  given  to  the  ladies  holding 
the  winning  shooter's  name.  A  surprise  was  sprung 
in  this  event  when  W  Livingstone  put  oa  a  straight 
score  of  25  and  tied  with  G.  Beattie  for  the  lead  and 
then  went  right  back  and  in  the  shoot  off  scored  another 
straight,  while  G.  Beattie  broke  24.  Mrs.  Dr.  Groves 
held  the  winning  ticket  and  Miss  Ferguson  received 
second  prize. 

There  was  also  a  consolation  drawing  for  those 
ladies  who  had  not  won  a  prize  in  the  other  events,  and 
in  this  Mrs.  Shepherd  proved  the  lucky  one. 

During  the  afternoon  dainty  refreshments  were 
served  by  A.B.  Crawford  after  which  the  prizes,  con- 
sisting of  beautiful  cut  glass  were  presented  to  the 
winners,  everyone  then  leaving,  pronouncing  the 
afternoon  a  grand  success. 

The  scores  of  the  men  were:  * 

Shot  at  Broke. 

M.  Honsberger   50  39 

W.  Hunsberrv   50  46 

W.  Root  *  (   125  112 

C,  Graham  125  107 

R.E.  Smithers   75  47 

A.J.Thomson   75  60 

W.  W.  Livinastone  '   100  92 

E.  Harris     '.   100  80 

Geo.  Beattie   100  97 

P.  Friend   50  31 

P.  R.  Dealtrv   75  56 

J.  Moyer  .'   50  34 

A.  Parmenter   50  43 

H.  Marshall   75  54 

B.  J.  Pearce.   100  92 


H.  Lennox   75  68 

M.E.Goodale   75  67 

A.  Morningstar.'.   50  38 

A.Smith    50  37 

I.  Smith   50  47 

H.  Lutz   50  28 

I.  Bradshaw   50  37 

J.  Gomph   100  83 

M.  E.  Fletcher    75  64 

R.D.Metcalfe   50  43 

J.  P.  Mantle   75  57 

G.  Brown   50  36 

A.  Glover   50  39 

J.  Hunter   50  47 

E.  Cliff   50  34 

N.S.Braden   25  20 

W...  Wark   50  44 

N.  Long   100  87 

R.  A.  Smithers   ,50  39 

L  Long   50  41 

F.  W.Watson                                          75  69 

J.J.  Cline   50  39 

C.Thomson   75  69 

B.  Smith   75  70 

A.James   75  57 

H.  Smith   75  68 

J.  Lisson   75  46 

C.  Syer   50  44 

M.  Rasberry   50  43 

J.  Gardiner   100  88 

Dr.  Greene   75  67 

G.  Stroud   100  88 

Norman  Long   50  27 

W.Barnes   125  116 

E.Sturt   100  92 

The  Ithaca  Gun  Company  have  placed  a 
splendid  single  barrel  trap  gun  on  the  market. 
They  have  named  it  the  Victory  Grade  and 
have  produced  a  well  made,  12  gauge  gun  at  a 
remarkably  low  price.  Standard  specifica- 
tions and  quantity  production  allow  them  to 
offer  the  Ithaca  Victory  Grade  at  a  figure  that 
will  allow  the  man  of  moderate  means  a 
chance  to  purchase  a  gun  that  will  "bust  'em" 
with  any  of  the  higher  grade  guns.  With  a  34 
inch  barrel  the  Victory  has  racy  lines  that  will 
appeal  to  all  lovers  of  good  firearms. 


HELP    PREVENT    FIRES— FOLLOW 
THESE  RlfrJES. 

k.  Matches — Be  sure  your  match  is  out. 
Pinch  it  before  you  throw  it  away. 

2.  Tobacco — Throw  pipe  ashes  and  cigar  or 
cigarette  stumps  in  the  dust  of  the  road  and 
stamp  or  pinch  out  the  fire  before  leaving 
them.  Don't  throw  them  into  brush,  leaves, 
or  needles. 

3.  Making  Camp — Build  a  small  campfire. 
Build  it  in  the  open,  not  against  a  tree  or  log 
or  near  brush.  Scrape  away  the  trash  from 
all  around  it. 

4.  Leaving  Camp — Never  leave  'a  campfire, 
even  for  ,  a  short  time,  without  quenching  it 
with  water  and  then  covering  it  with  earth. 

5.  Bonfires — Never  build  bonfires  in  windy 
weather  or  where  there  is  the  slightest  danger 
of  their  escaping  from  control.  Don't  make 
them  larger  than  you  need. 

6.  Fighting  Fires — If  you  find  a  fire,  try 
to  put  it  out.  If  you  can't,  get  word  of  it  to 
tke  nearest  forest  ranger  at  once. 


The  above  rules  for  the  prevention  of  fires, 
prepared  by  the  United  States  Forest  Service, 
are  equally  applicable  to  Canada.  Their 
observance  would  go  far  toward  lessening  the 
tremendous  toll  taken  each  year  by  the  forest 
fire  fiend. 


ENQUIRY  CONCERNING  THE  LAKE 
OF  THE  WOODS. 

Editor: — 

I  spent  ten  days  on  Lake  of  the  Woods 
last  year  during  the  last  two  weeks  of  October. 
Business  will  take  me  to  that  region  again  this 
fall  and  I  would  like'to  time  my  visit  so  tnat  I 
may  take  advantage  of  duck  hunting.  Per- 
haps you  or  some  of  your  correspondents 
may  be  able  to  tell  me  the  most  favourable 
portion  of  the  lake  for  hunting  and  the  best 
time  of  the  season  to  go  there  either  for 
mallard  or  the  late  fall  duck. 

I  shall  greatly  appreciate  any  information. 

Yours  very  truly, 

J.  B.  A. 
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YARMOUTH 

NOVA  SCOTIA 

NO  HAY  FEVER 

Summer  temperature  averages  70  de- 
grees- at  noon;  first-class  hotel;  good 
board  in  town  and  country;  boating 
and  bathing,  salt  and  fresh  water 
fishing,  hunting,  golf,  charming  drives, 
excellent  roads,  regular  steamship  ser- 
vice from  Boston.    Write    for  booklet. 

J.  BOND  GRAY,  Secretary 

Tourist  Committee,  130  Main  Street 


BAKER'S  HOTEL 


GASPE,  P.Q. 


NOW  OPEN 


Excellent  salmon  and  trouj  fishing,  privi- 
lege of  private  pools,  streams  and  lakes. 
Excellent  table  service,  private  baths,  hot 
and  cold  running  water.  Beautiful  scen- 
ery, tennis,  driving,  riding,  sea-bathing, 
boating,  etc. 

For  booklets,   rates,   train  connections, 

Apply  to — 

The  Jules  Hone  Travel  Agencies, 

9  St.  Lawrence  Boulevard, 
(Corner  St.  James  St.)  MONTREAL,  P.  Q . 
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Gives  you  a  feeling  of  real  comfort  and 
the  assurance  of  perfect  protection  while 
exercising.  Opening  beneath  Patent 
flap  A.  Small  amount  of  material  be- 
tween thighs  C.  Perfect  pouch  B.  Welt- 
bound  webbing.  Can  be  cleaned  by 
boiling  without  injury  to  rubber.  Fits 
perfectly.  Can't  rub  or  chafe.  Finest 
quality  elastic  webbing.  Ask  your  dealer, 
and  if  be  will  not  supply  you  with 
MIZPAH  JOCK  No.  44,  send  us  $t  in 
stamps  and  waist  measurement  and  we  will  send  by  mail. 

The  Walter  F.  Ware  Co.   Dept.  c,  Phila.,  Pa. 

Makers  of  the  Celebrated  Sanito  Suspensory  No.  50 


All  About  Airedales 

By  R.  M.  Palmer 


A  Book  of  Genera.!  Information 

Valuable  alike  to  dog  lovers  and  owners, 
breeders  and  fanciers.  Illustrated  from 
selected  photographs  of  noted  dogs  and 
rare  scenes.  Interesting  alike  to  the  nov- 
ice who  is  a  fancier  of  oiher  breeds  than 
the  Airedale  and  of  particular  interest  to 
the  Airedale  fancier. 

Paper  Bound  $1;  Cloth  Bound  $1.50 
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A  marvelous  tonic  for  Mogs  that  are  all  out  of  sorts,  run  down,  thin  and  unthrifty 
with  harsh  staring  coat,  materated  eyes  and  high  colored  urine.  There  is  nothing  to 
equal  them  for  distemper,  mange,  eczema  and  debilitating  diseases .  You  will  notice 
the  difference  after  a  few  doses.  At  druggists  or  by  mail,  fifty  cents.  The  Dent 
Medicine  Company,  Toronto,  Canada  and  Newburgh,  N.Y.  •  A  practical  treatise 
on  dogs  and  there  training,  160pp.  fully  illustrated  mailed  for  10c  to  all  customers. 


Champion  Shannon's  Bandit" 


HAIG  KENNELS 


Ch.  Bandit  is  the  best 
show  beagle  on  the  con- 
tinent, having  won  four  cham- 
pionships. He  also  is  a  won- 
derful hunter  and  producer  of 
the  best  show  and  field  stock 
in  the  United  States. 


Stud  Fee,  $10.00 


148  Fredrick  Street,  Kitchener,  Ont* 


Open  Seasons  for  Game  in  Canada  and 
Newfoundland,  1919 

Compiled  by  George  A.  Lawyer  and  Frank  L.  Earnshaw 

U.  S.  Dept.  of  Agriculture 


THE  OPEN  SEASONS  HERE  SHOWN 
ARE  INCLUSIVE  OF  BOTH  DATES. 
When  the  season  is  closed  for  a  fixed  period 
the  date  terminating  the  closed  season  is 
given.  ( 

The  term  rabbit  includes  "hare;"  quail, 
the  bird  known  as  "partridge"  in  the  South; 
grouse  includes  Canada  grouse,  sharp-tailed 
grouse,  ruffed  grouse  (known  as  "partridge" 
in  the  North  and  "pheasant"  in  the  South), 
and  all  other  members  of  the  family  except 
prairie  chickens,  ptarmigan,  and  sage  hens; 
introduced  pheasant  is  restricted  to  the  Old 
World  pheasants. 

PERSONS  ARE  ADVISED  to  secure 
from  Provincial  game  commissioners  full 
text  of  game  laws  in  Provinces  where  hunting 
is  contemplated,  as  provisions  of  minor  im- 
portance are  omitted. 

beer. 

Alberta — Nov.  1-Dec.  14x 
British  Columbia — *a  (a) 
Manitoba— No\ .  20-Dec.  10a-. 
New  Brunswick*— Sept.  15-Nov.  30a. 
Northwest  Territories — Sept.  1-Apr.  lxa. 
Nova  Scotia — Oct.  16-Oct.  31xa. 
Ontario — Nov,  5-Nov.  20. 
Quebec — Sep. -Dec.  31a. 
Saskatchewan — Nov.  15-Dec.  14xa. 
Yukon*— Sept.  1-Mar.  lx. 

I 

Moose. 

Alberta— Nov.  1-Dec.  14x. 

British  Columbia*a —  (a) 

Manitoba— Nov.  20-Dec.  lOx. 

New  Brunswick*— Sept.  15-Nov.  30x. 

Northwest  Territories — Sept.  1-Apr.  lxa. 

Nova  Scotia — Oct.  1-Nov.  30xa. 

Ontario — Oct.  1-Nov.  30xa. 

Quebec — Sept.  1-Dec.  31xa. 

Saskatchewan — Nov.  15-Dec.  14xa. 

Yukon* — Sept.  1-Mar.  lx. 

Newfoundland* — No  open  season. 

Rabbit. 

Nova  Scotia —  Dec.  1-Feb.  1. 
Ontario — Oct.  15-Nov.  15a. 
Prince  Edward  Island* — Nov.  1-Feb.  1. 
Quebec— OctC  15-Jan.  31. 
Newfoundland* — Sept.  20-Jan.  1. 

Squirrel. 

Ontario — Nov.  1-Nov.  15a. 


Quail. 

British  Columbia*a —  (a). 
Manitoba— Seot.  J4, 1927. 

Ontario— Oct.  14,*1920. 

t, 

-  Grouse. 

Alberta— Oct.  1-Nov.  14. 

British  Columbia*a —  (a). 

Manitoba — No  open  season. 

New  Brunswick* — 1921. 

Northwest  Territories — Sept.  1-Jan.  la. 

Nova  Scotia — No  open  season. 

Ontario— Oct.  15, 1920. 

Prince  Edward  Island* — Oct.  15-Nov.  15. 

Quebec — Sept.  1-Dec.  14. 

Saskatchewan — No  open  season. 

Yukon*— Sept.  1-Mar.  15. 

Newfoundland*— Sept.  20-Jan.  1. 

Prairie  Chicken.  • 

Alberta— Oct.  1-Nov.  14. 
Manitoba — No  open  season. 
Northwest  Territories — Sept.  1-Jan.  la. 
Ontario— Oct.  15, 1920. 
Saskatchewan — No  open  season. 
Yukon*— Sept.  1-Mar.  15. 

Introduced  Pheasant. 

Alberta— Oct.  1,  1920. 

British  Columbia*a —  (a).  n 
Manitoba— Sept.  15, 1927. 
Nova  Scotia — No  .open  season. 
Ontario— Oct.  14, 1920. 
Quebec— Sept.  1, 1920.  ' 

Wild  Turkey. 
Ontario — Nov.  1-Nov.  15. 

MIGRATORY  GAME  BIRDS.** 
(The  seasons  here  shown  are  the  times  when 
migratory  game  birds  may  be  hunted  without 
violating  either  Dominion    regulations  or 
Provincial  laws.) 

Ducks,  Geese,  Brant,  Coot,  Gallinules. 

Alberta— Sept'.  1-Dec.  14. 
Br.  Columbia —  (a). 
Manitoba— Sept.  15-Nov.  30. 
New  Brunswick — Sept.  1-Dec.  14. 
Northwest  Ter. — Sept.  1-Dec.  14. 
Nova  Scotia — Sept.  15-Dec.  31 
Ontario — Sept.  1-Dec.  14. 
Pr.  Edward  Isl.— Sept.  1-Dec.  14. 
Quebec — Sept.  1-Dec.  14. 
Saskatchewan — Sept.  15-Dec.  31. 
Yukpn — Sept.  1-Dec.  14. 
Newfoundland* — Sept.  20-Jan.  la. 
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PREMIUMS  FOR  NEW  SUBSCRIPTIONS 

We  are  desirous  of  adding  1000  new  subscriptions  to  our  lists  and  in  order  to  ac- 
$  complish  this  we  make  the  following  generous  offers. 


For  One  New  Subscription 

A  single  action,  raised  pillar,  rivetted 
brass  reel  with  click,  80  yds.;  A  Standard 
waterproof  Bass  Line,  10  yds.;  A  Mackerel 
waterproof  line,  25  feet;  A  Kelso  Pearl 
Spoon  Bait:  A  Sullivan  Hjook^and  Reel 
Gkiard;  A  Finger  Grip  for  fishing  rods;  A 
Fish  Hook  for  Frog  Bait:  Two  Rubber  Grips 
for  fisjhing  rods. 

For  Two  New  Subscriptions 

A  Fountain  Pen;  A  copy  of  "Radford's 
Garages  and  How  to  Build  Them"  ;  A 
Vest  Pocket  Flashlight ;  A  Stag  Brand 
Landing  Ring;  A  copy  of  Deadfalls  and 
Snares,  a  book  of  instruction  for  trappers 
about  these  and  other  home-made  traps; 
A  Copy  of  Canadian  Wilds,  tells  about 
the  Hudson's  Bay  Co.,  Northern  Indians 
and  their  modes  of  hunting,  trapping, 
etc.;  A  Copy  of  Steel  Traps,  describes 
the  various  makes,  and  tells  how  o  use 
them,  also  chapters  on  care  of  pelts;  A 
copy  of  Camp  and  Trail  Methods;  A  copy 
of  Science  of  Fishing;  A  copy  of  Fox  Trap- 
ping— Tells  ihow  to  trap,  snare*  poison  and 
shoot;  A  copy  of  Mink  Trapping—Gives 
many  methods  oi  trapping;  A  copy  of  Wolf 
and  Coyote  Trapping;  A  copy  of  Science 
of  Trapping  —  Describes  the  Fur-bearing 
animals,  their  nature,  habits  and  distribu- 
tion with  practical  methods  of  their 
capture;  A  copy  of  Fur  Farming — A  book 
of  information  on  raising  Furbearing  ani- 
mals, telling  all  about  enclosures,  breeding, 
feeding,  habits,  care,  etc.;  A  Grease  Gun 
manufactured  by  Miller  &  Starr;  An  Oil 
Gun  manufactured  by  Brown  Co.;  A  Gem 
Safety  Razor;  An  American  Pedometer — 
Regulate^  to  step  and  registers  exact 
distances;  A  copy  of  The  Camper's  Own 
Book  (cloth);  A  copy  of  "Motor  Craft 
Encyclopedia";  A  copy  of  "The  Culture  of 
Black  and  Silver  Foxes" — Contains  chap- 
ters on  Heredity,  Origin,  Breeding,  Mating 
and  Gestation,  Pens  and  Dens,  Food  and 
Feeding,  Food  and  Care',  Value. 


For  Three  New  Subscriptions 

A  Landing  Net  manufactured  by  All- 
cock,  Laight  &  Westwood;  A  Line  Drying 
Reel,  A  Pair  of  Elliott's  Ear  Protectors  for 
Trap-Shooters  and  Sportsmen;  Three  Crow 
Decoys,  A  New  Wonder  Flashlight, 
manufactured  by  Canadian  Electric  No- 
velty Co.,  Toronto.  Case  made  of  metai 
covered  with  leatherette;  One  half  dozen 
"Stag  Brand  Rubber  Frogs  or  Froggies; 
One  of  Walter's  hand-made  axes,  handled. 
Length  of  handle,  14  inches;  A  copy  of 
Camp  Kits  and  Camp  Life. 

For  Four  New  Subscriptions 

A  pipe — HBB  brand;  An  Automatic 
Razor  Stropper ;  A  minnow  trap,  celluloid- 
unbreakable,  and  collapsible,  worth  13.00. 

For  Six  New  Subscriptions 

A  Minnow  Pail  manufactued  by  All- 
cock,  Laight  &  Westwood;  A  Thermos 
Bottle. 

For  Seven  New  Subscriptions 

A  10  ft.  Fly  Rod;  A  Younger  Willow 
Cha^ir. 

For  Eight  New  Subscriptions 
A  Conklin  Fountain  Pen. 

For  Thirteen  New  Subscriptions 

A  Bait  Casting  Rod. 

For  Fifteen  New  Subscriptions 

A  Marvel  Petit  Camera. 

For  Seventeen  New  Subscriptions 

A  Pair  of  "Witch  Elk"  Hunting  Boots. 

For  Twenty-five  New  Subscriptions 

A  Handy  Tent  Cot,  manufactured  by 
Cutten  &  Foster,  Toronto;  A  Korona 
Petit  Camera,  size  33^x53^;  manufactur- 
ed by  the  Gundlach-Manhattan  Co. 

If  you ,  are  interested  write  for  sub- 
scription blanks,  sample  copies,  etc. 

The  subscription  price  of  ROD  AND 
GUN  is  $1.50  per  annum. 


Subscription  Dept.,  Rod  and  Gun  in  Canada,  Woodstock,  Ont. 
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Black-Bellied    and    Golden    Plovers  and 
Yellowlegs. 

Alberta — Sept.  1-Dec.  14. 
Br.  Columbia —  (a). 
Manitoba— Sept.  15-Nov.  30. 
New  Brunswick — Aug.  15-Nov.  30. 
Northwest    Ter. — Sept.    1-Dec.  14. 
Nova  Scotia — Aug.  15-Nov.  30. 
Ontario — Sept.  1-Dec.  14. 
Pr.  Edward  Is!.— Aug.  15-Nov.  30. 
Quebec — Sept.  1-Dec.  14a. 
Saskatchewan — Sept.  15-Dec.  31. 
Yukon — Sept.  1-Dec.  14. 
Newfoundland* — Sept.  20-Jan.  1. 

Wilson    Snipe    or  Jacksnipe. 

Alberta — Sept.  1-Dec.  14. 
Br.  Columbia —  (a). 
Manitoba— Sept.  15-Nov.  30. 
New  Brunswick — Sept.  15-Nov.  30. 
Northwest  Ter.— Sept.  1-Dec.  14. 
Nova  Scotia— Sept.  1-Dec.  14. 
Ontario — Sept.  1-Dec.  14. 
Pr.  Edward  I  si—  Sept.  15-Nov.  30. 
Quebec — Sept.  1-Dec.  14a. 
Saskatchewan — Sept.  15-Dec.  31. 
Yukon — Sept.  1-Dec.  14. 
Newfoundland* — Sept.  20-Jan.  f. 

Woodcock. 

Manitoba— Sept.  15-Nov.  30. 
New  Brunswick — Sept.  15-Nov.  30. 
Nova  Scotia — Sept.  1-Dec.  14. 
Ontario — Oct.  15-Nov.  14. 
Pr.  Edward  Isl.— Sept.  15-Nov.  30. 
Quebec — -Sept.  1-Dec.  14a. 

'  Rails. 

Alberta — Sept.  1-Dec.  14. 
Br.  Columbia —  (a). 
Manitoba— Sept.  15-Nov.  30. 
New  Brunswick — Sept.  1-Dec.  14. 
Northwest  Ter. — Sept.  1-Dec.  14. 
Nova  Scotia — Sept.  15-Dec.  31. 
Ontario — Sept.  1-Dec.  14.  t 
Pr.  Edward  Isl.— Sept.  1-Dec.  14. 
Quebec — Sept.  1-Dec.  14. 
Saskatchewan — Sept.  15-Dec.  31. 
Yukon— Sept.  1-Dec.  14.  i 

Dove. 

Manitoba— Sept.  15, 1927. 
Ontario — No  open  season. 

OTHER  GAME. 
(Season  closed  in  Provinces  not  mentioned.) 

BIG  GAME. 
Antelope. 

Manitoba — Nov.  20-Dec.  10.x.  \ 
Bear. 

(Unprotected  in  'other  Provinces.) 
Quebec* — Aug.  20-June  30. 


Caribou. 

Alberta — Nov.  1-Dec.  14. 
Br.  Columbia* — (a). 
Manitoba— Nov.  20-Dec.  lOx. 
Northwest  Ter. — Dec.  1-Apr.  la. 
Nova  Scotia — Sept.  16-Oct.  15xa. 
Ontario — Oct.  1-Nov.  30xa. 
Quebec — Sept.  1-Jan.  31. 
Saskatchewan — Nov.  1"5-Dec.  14xa. 
Yukon* — Sept.  1-Mar.  lx. 
Newfoundland*— Oct.  21-Jan.  31a. 

Elk. 

Yukon :: — Sept.  1-Mar.  lx. 

Goat. 

Alberta— Sept.  1-Oct.  31. 
Br.  Columbia* — (a). 
.Northwest  Ter. — Sept.  1-Apr.  1. 
Yukon* — Sept.  1-Mar.  lx. 

Sheep. 

Alberta — Sept.  1-Oct.  31x. 
Br.  Columbia* — (a). 
Northwest  Ter. — Dec.  1-Apr.  la. 
Yukon*— Sept.  1-Mar.  lx. 

GAME  BIRDS. 

Ptarmigan. 

Alberta— Oct.  1-Nov.  14. 
Manitoba— Oct.  1-Oct.  20. 
Northwest  Ter. — Sept.  1-Jan.  1. 
Nova  Scotia — Aug.  15-Nov.  30. 
Quebec — Nov.  1-Jan.  31. 
Yukon*— Sept.  1-Mar.  15. 
Newfoundland*— Sept.  20-Jan.  1. 

DAYS  EXCEPTED. 
All  hunting  prohibited  on: 
Sundays. — In  all  Provinces  east  of  the  105th 
meridian,  except  Quebec. 

*Laws  of  1919  not  received. 
tLocal  exceptions, 
t  Certain  species, 
x  Males  only. 

**Under  the  regulations  for  the  protection 
of  migratory  birds  the  season  is  closed  on 
swans,  wood  duck,  cranes,  curlew,  willet, 
godwits,  upland  plover,  and  all  the  smaller 
shore  birds  in  the  United  States  and  Canada, 
and  on  band-tailed  pigeons  in  the  United 
States. 

aADDITIONAL  PROVISIONS  AND  EX- 
CEPTIONS. 
British  Columbia* — Open  seasons  on  game 
fixed  annually  by  Order-in-Courieil  which  will 
be  available  from  Secretary,  Game  Conserva- 
tion Board,  Victoria,  B.  C,  after  August  15, 
1919. 

New  Brunswick. — Deer,  on  Grand  Manan 
and  Campobello  Islands,  no  open  season. 
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Read  This  Great 
Dog  Story ! 

A  TALE  OF 
THE  NORTHERN  WILDS 

In  the  old  Klondike  gold  rush  days,  Jack, 
a  full  blooded  Airedale  terrier,  followed  his 
master  up  from  The  States,  to  Dyea  and 
Skagway,  to  Dawson — and  to  Nome. 
Up  back  of  Nome  he  died — to  save  the  life 
of  the  master  he  loved. 
This  great  story,  which  will  bring  tears  to 
the  eyes — yet  gladness  to  the  heart,  is  one  of 
the  most  truly  realistic  animal  stories  ever 
written.  Very  handso- 
mely and  attractively 
bound  in  cloth  and  ex- 
tensively illustrated. 

Get  this  Book  for 
70  cents  or  FREE 
for  one  new  sub- 
scription to  Rod 
and  Gun. 

Just  send  us  one 
New  Subscription 
at  $1.50  for  a  full 
year,  and  we  will 
send  you  as  a  re- 
ward, Absolutely 
Free,  a  copy  of 
THE  STORY  OF  JACK. 

Sample  copies  and  subscription 
blanks  are  sent  free  on  request. 

I    WRITE  TO 

PREMIUM  DEPARTMENT 

Rod  and  Gun  in  Canada 

W.  J.  Taylor,  Limited 

WOODSTOCK,  -  ONT. 


[Mink,  Skunk,  "Coon,"  Rabbits, 

with 


A  Dime 


brings  Illustrated  Trappers 
Guide.  It  tells  how.  Giving 
the  first  time  in  print  the  treasured  secrets  of 
the  wisest  old  trappers  in  this  country,  it's 
worth  dollars  to  you. 


TRAPPERS' 

BOXC     -      -  ■ 


SUPPLY  CO. 

OAK  PARK,  ILL. 


OUTDOOR  BOOKS 


By  Warren  H.  Miller 


Editor  Field  and  Stream 


The  Outdoors  man's  Handbook 

Everything  for  the  hunter,  wing  shot,  fisherman, 
camper,  canoeist  and  dog  owner,  condensed  into 
compact,  handy  reference  Form.  In  canvas  binding, 
$1.50;  with  a  year's  subscription  to  Rod  and  Gun, 
$2.25. 

Camp  Craft 

The  latest  and  best  of  camping  books.  282  pp., 
profusely  illustrated.  All  the  modern  camping 
equipments  that  you  do  not  find  in  earlier  works 
are  described  in  this  work.  Cloth,  $1.50;  with  a 
year's  subscription  to  Rod  and  Gun,  $2.25. 

Rifles  and  Shotguns 

Military  rifle  shooting,  big  game  rules,  and  how  to 
learn  shooting  at  big  game;  sights,  targets,  rifle 
mechanics,  trap-shooting,  wing  shooting,  patterns, 
snap  shooting,  etc.  A  complete  and  authoritative 
work  for  the  big  game  and  feathered  game  hunter. 
I  Special  chapters  on  the  U.  S.  Springfield.  Cloth, 
$2.00;  with  a  year's  subscription  to  Rod  and  Gun, 
$3.00. 

T*ie  Boys'  Book  of  Hunting  and  Fishing  ' 

With  ten  chapters  on  camping  for  boys.  How  to 
catch  trout,  bass  and  muscallonge,  and  the  tackle 
to  get  that  a  boy  can  buy.  How  to  learn  wing  shoot- 
ing and  rifle  shooting.  How  to  make  your  own 
camping  outfit.  Cloth,  $1.25;  with  a  year's  sub- 
scription to  Rod  and  Gun,  $2.00. 

The  Boys'  Book  of  Canoeing  and  Sailing 

Has  also  chapters  on  the  motorbkat,  besides  many 
on  canoeing,  canoe  cruising,  how  to  build  a  decked 
canvas  sailing  canoe;  boat-building  and  rigging  for 
sail  batteaux,  dories,  skiffs,  duckboats,  catboats 
and  knockabouts.  350  pp.,  127  illustrations.  Cloth, 
$1.25;  with  a  year's  subscription  to  Rod  and  Gun, 
$2.00 

Airedale,  Setter  and  Hound 

With  a  chapter  on  the  pointer  and  Irish  setter. 
All  about  raising  and  training  the  principal  breeds 
of  hunting  dogs.  A  thoroughly  practical  work. 
160  pp.,  50  illustrations.  Paper,  $1.00;  cloth,  $1.75; 
with  a  year's  subscription  to  Rod  and  Gun,  $1.75. 

The  Medicine  Man  in  the  Woods 

A  pamphlet  in  waterproof  packsack  binding,  cover- 
ing emergency,  first  aid  and  woods'  medicine.  50 
cents;  with  a  year's  subscription  to  Rod  and  Gun, 
$1.60. 

SEND  CHECKS  DIRECT  TO  , 
W.  J.  TAYLOR,  LTD., 
Pub.  Rod  and  Gun  in  Canada,  Woodstock,  Ont. 


Mounted  Moose  Heads 


in    excellent  condition 


Bargain  for  quick  sale.  Box  41,  Rod  and 
Gun,    -    -    WOODSTOCK,  ONTARIO 
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Northwest  Territories. — Additional  season 
on  caribou  and  sheep,  Aug.  1-Oct.  1.  Female 
caribou,  mountain  sheep,  or  mountain  goat  with 
yontig  at  foot,  and  their  young  at  foot,  no 
open  seasons.  Governor  General  in  Council 
may,' by  regulation,  alter  seasons. 

Nova  Scotia  -Big  game,  on  Cape  Breton 
Island,  no  open  season.  Caribou  (male), 
in  Inverness  and  Victoria  Counties  only. 

Ontario.— Moose,  reindeer,  caribou  (males) 
south  of  Canadian  Pacific  Railroad,  from 
Mattawa  to  Port  Arthur/ Oct.  5-Nov.  20; 
north  of  railroad,  Oct.  1-Nov.  30.  Hares, 
also  Dec.  23-Jan.  2. 


Quebec. — Deer,  bull  moose,  in  Labelle, 
Ottawa,  Pontiac,  and  Temiscami'ng,  Oct. 
1-Nov.  30.  Black-bellied  and  golden  plovers, 
yellowlegs,  Wilson  snipe,  woodcock,  in  Bona- 
venture,  Gaspe,  Rimouski,  and  Saguenay 
Counties,  Aug.  15-Nov.  30;  in  districts  ad- 
jacent to  tidewater,  Sept.  1-Nov.  30. 

Saskatchewan. — Deer,  moose,  caribou  (males 
only),  north  of  township  34,  Nov.  15-Dec. 
14;  south  of  township  35,  no  open  season. 

NEWFOUNDLAND. 
Newfoundland. — faribou,    also    Aug.  1- 
Sert.  30    Geese,  unprotected. 


The  Culture  of  Black 
and  Silver  Foxes  \ 


By  R.  B.  and  L.  V. 
Croft,   B.A.,  M.D. 


CANADA'S   leading  sportsman's  magazine.  "Rod  «|. 

and  Gun"  is  being  besieged  by  requests  for  in-  4. 

formation,  the  result  of  the  interest  created  by  «?» 

the  splendid  articles  that  hav*e  appeared  in  recent  «|» 
issues. 

To  meet  this  demand,  the  publishers  are  issuing  the  «|* 

articles  in  book  form,  in  which  enthusiasts  are  given  «|* 

valuable  and  hitherto  unknown  information  about  4* 
foxes,    under    the   following   heads:  Introduction, 
Heredity,  Origin,  Breeding,  Mating  and  Gestation, 
Pens  and  Dens,  Food  and  Feeding,  Food  and  Care, 

Value.  -•?♦ 

The  volume  is  profusely  illustrated  with  pictures  «|* 

taken  from  life,  and  will  doubtless  be  eagerly  re-  4* 

ceived   by   everyone   interested   in   the   profitable  4. 

raising  of  this  valuable  animal.  4* 
Mailed  to  any  address  upon  receipt  of  price — 60c 
postpaid. 


W.  J.  Taylor,  Ltd.,  Publishers 
WOODSTOCK  -    -    -  ONTARIO 


Add  To  Your  Collection  of 
Victor  Records— FREE 

We  are  offering  "His  Master's  Voice"  records  as  premiums  for  new 
subscriptions  to  ROD  AND  GUN  Magazine. 

Two  new  subscriptions  at  $1.50  each  entitles  you  to  a  90c  record. 

Three  new  subscriptions  at  $1.50  each  entitles  you  to  a  $1.25  or  a  $1.50 
record  as  desired.  :-s 

Four  new  subscriptions  at  $1.50  each  entitles  you  to  a  $2.00  record. 

Five  new  subscriptions  at  $1.50  each  entitles  you  to  a  $2.50  record,  and 


so  on. 


Send  us  the  subscriptions  and  we  will  have  the  record  or  records  you 
earn  sent  you,  all  charges  paid. 

Sample  copies  and  subscription  blanks  will  be  furnished  on  application. 


PREMIUM 
DEPARTMENT 


Rod  and  Gun  in  Canada,  Woodstock,  Ont. 
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BEST  BOOKS  PUBLISHED 

•  -~  .  / 

For  Automobilists 
qnsf  Motorcyclists 

Three  Complete  and  Distinct 

Works 

Irrespective  of  price,  the  following  publications  are  the  greatest 
values  of  their  kind  on  the  market. 

Works  are  almost  indispensable  to 
OWNERS,  STUDENTS,  OPERATORS,  BUILDERS,  SALESMEN 

or  REPAIRMEN. 

While  technical,  are  Written  in  Simple  Language.  Practical  and  convenient  works  of 
reference.  Used  as  part  of  Standard  Courses  at  leading  Automobile  Schools  in  the  United 
States.  Approved  and  recommended  by  many  of  the  leading  American  motor  car  makers 
and  their  agents.  This  recommendation  is  a  guarantee  of  the  educational  value  of 
these  works. 


The  A.  B.  C.  of  Motor  Car  Operation    -   -  50c 

The  A.  B.  C.  of  Internal  Combustion  Engine, 
^  Maintenance  and  Repairs    -   -   -   -  25c 

The  A.  B.  C.  of  Battery  Ignition  Systems  -  25c 


ADDRESS  ALL  ORDERS  TO 

W.  J.  TAYLOR,  Limited,  Publisher      -      -      Woodstock,  Ont. 


Advertisements  will  be 
inserted  in  this  Department 
at  4c.  a  word.    Send  re- 
mittance with  order .  Copy 
should  not  be  later  than 
the  10th  of  the  month. 

FOR  SALE,  WANT  AMD 
EXCHANGE  DEPT. 

ANTIQUE  FIREARMS 


Kentucky  rifles,  flintlock,  pistols,  powder-horns,  swords, 
daggers,  Indian  relics,  coins,  stamp  collections.  Lists 
free.    Antique  Shop,  33  South  18th  St.,  Philadelphia. 

7-TF 

BUY,  SELL,  EXCHANGE  old-time  and  modern  Fire- 
arms.  Antiques  wanted.  Stephen  Van  Rensselaer,  805 
Madison  Avenue,  New  York.'  8  12T 


 BIRDS  AND  ANIMALS 

FOR  SALE — Best  quality  ranch-raised  mink,  also 
Canada  wild  geese.  Nelson  Waldron,  Tyne  Valley,  Prince 
Edward  Island.  6  6T 


REGISTERED  SILVER  BLACK  FOXES— Rugged 
pups  bred  on  Ideal  cold  mountain  ranch.  BORN  AMONG 
FIRS— BRED  TO  MAKE  FURS.  Also  Registered 
milch  goats.  Borestone  Mt.  Fox  Ranch,  P.  O.  Guilford, 
Me.  9_1T. 


Ferrets  and  Black  Siberian  Hares.  Choicest  Stock.  L. 
Murray,  Harrow,  Ont.  9-1T. 


WILD  ANIMALS — Correspondence  solicited  with 
parties  interested  in  Fox  Ranching  or  in  purchasing  or 
selling  stock.    Blake  Vanatter,  Georgetown,  Ont.  J.t.f 

CURIOS  AND  PHOTOS 


WANTED — Indian  beadwork,  stone  relics,  blankets, 
baskets,  single  pieces  or  valuable  collections. Nagy,  33 
South  18th  St.,  Philadelphia.   9-1T. 

CURIOS  AND  PHOTOS— For  your  den.  Real  art 
Photos  that  please.  New  prints,  postal  size.  Mailed 
sealed  $1.00  a  dozen.  List  of  den  curious  for  stamp.  Gulf 
Curio  Co.,  Houston,  Texas.  9-1T 


DOGS 


AIREDALE  PUPS  SIRED  by  Vickery  Vesuvius  (Imp.) 
Clonmell  Master  Crack  and  Ch.  King  Noblers  Double 
strain  on  dam  side.  Also  have  the  large  hunting  strain. 
A.  O.  Underbakke,  Hanley,  Sask.  8  2T 


Canuck  Kennels,  Lindsay,  Ont.  Champion  bred 
Airedales,  Irish  (reg.)  Water  Spaniels  and  Foxhounds 
occasionally,  of  select  breeding.       ,  8  TF 


FOR  SALE.— Splendid  Llewellin,  English,  Irish,  Gordon 
setter  pups  and  trained  dogs,  pointers,  spaniels  and  re- 
trievers in  pups  and  trained  dogs.  Enclose  stamp  for 
description.    Thoroughbred  Kennels,  Atlantic,  Iowa.  tf 

THE  BLUE  GRASS  FARM  KENNELS,  OF  BERRY, 
KY.,  offer  for  sale,  Setters  and  Pointers,  Fox  and  Cat 
Hounds,  Wolf  and  Deer  Hounds,  Coon  and  Opposum 
Hounds,  Varmint  and  Rabbit  Hounds,  Bear  and  Lion 
Hounds,  also  Airedale  terriers.  All  dogs  shipped  on  trial, 
purchaser  to  judge  the  quality,  satisfaction  guaranteed 
or  money  refunded.  Sixty-eight  page  highly  illustrated, 
instructive,  and  interesting  catalogue  for  ten  cents  in 
stamps  or  coin.  5-TF 

FOR  SALE — Airedale  pups,  resistered,  very  choice. 
C.  A.  York,  Ruscomb,  Ont.  6  TF 


America's 
Pioneer 
Dog  Medicines 


BOOK  ON  / 

DOG  DISEASES 
And  How  to  Feed 

Mailed  free  to  any  address  by 
the  Author 

H.  CLAY  GLOVER  CO.,  Inc., 
118  West  31st  Street,  New  York 


THE  HOMESTEAD  KENNELS,  GREENWOOD 
MISS. — Have  for  Sale  Trained  Hounds,  for  Fox,  and 
Cat,  Wolf  and  Deer,  Coon  and  Oppossum  and  Skunk, 
Squirrels  and  Rabbits,  good  as  live.  Fine  lot  of  young 
dogs.  Trained  dogs  sent  on  15  days  trial.  10  centa 
for  illustrated  catalog.  5-T.F. 

FOR  SALE — French  Police  dog  and  bitch.  Dog  fully 
registered,  in  Paris  amd  Ottawa.  Bitch  is  thorough-bred 
but  can't  comply  with  all  red  tape  necessary  to  satisfy 
Ottawa  authorities.  These  are  real  dogs.  Imported  by 
myself.  Have  had  one  litter,  seven  pups  and  all  perfect 
specimens.  Dog  18  months  old,  bitch  20.  Will  consider 
any  reasonable  offer  with  choice  from  next  litter  at  three 
months  or  $150.00  takes  both.  O.  A.  Elliott,  229  Yonge  St. 
Toronto.  9-1 T. 


For  sale- 

soll,  Ont., 


-Young  fox  hounds. 


Ed  Wiseman,  Inger- 
9-1T. 


FOR  SALE — Fox  Hound  pups,  Sire  and  Dam  first  class 
workers.  Inwood  Hunt  Club,Inwood,  Ont..  9-1T. 

TRAINED  HOUNDS — Pedigreed  coon,  cat,  bear,  deer, 
wolf,,  fox  and  rabbit  hounds.  Pups  that  make  good  with 
little  training.  Sharon  Centre  Kennels,  W.  J.  Lytle, 
Prop.,  Sharon  Center,  Ohio,  9-2T 

The  St.  Catharines  Hunt  Club  are  offering  for  sale 
another  litter  of  Fox  Hound  Puppies,  at  $5.00  each,  while 
they  last.  Also  two  fine  Bitch  Puppies,  four  months  old, 
at  $5.00  each,  and  two  very  fine  eighteen  months  old  Dogs 
at  $20.00-each.  For  further  particulars  apply  to  the  Secre- 
tary Chas.  Taylor,  St.  Catharines,  Ont.  9-1T. 
 ^  

FOR  SALE — Trained  and  untrained  Rabbit,  fox  and  deer 
Hounds.  Only  buyers  need  apply.  Stamps.  Herman 
Fischer,  Waterloo,  Ont.  9-5T 


"FIELD  AND  SHOW  DOG" 

With  All  Breed  Directory  Combined. 
Special  Department  on  all  breeds,  especially  Airedale 
terriers  each  month.     The  best  and  most  popular 
Kennel  advertising  medium  in  America. 
Issued  monthly;  Price  $1.00  year7,  sample  copy  15c. 
Published  by    JOHN  A.  WHITE  &  SON, 
739  W.  Federal  St,  Youngstown,  Ohio,  U.S.A. 


ENGINES  AND  LAUNCHES. 


Row  boat  Outboard  motors  and  others  cheap;  also 
reverse  gears,  rear  starters,  magnetos,  etc.  Send  for  list. 
Guarantee  Motor  Co.,  Hamilton,  Canada.  10-TF 

FOR  SALE — Marine  Engines,  two  cycle,  two,  three  and 
four  cylinder,  also  2  cylinder  4  cycle.  All  new.  Write  for 
further  particulars  stating  horse  power  required,  to  Box  L 
ROD  AND  GUN,  Woodstock,  Ont.  TF 

FOR  SALE — 23  ft.  Semi-speed  launch,  beam  4  feet 
3  inches,  finished  ready  for  engine.  This  is  a  new  launch, 
now  ready  for  delivery.  For  further  particulars,  etc., 
write  Box  F.  ROD  AND  GUN,  Woodstock,  Ont.  TF 

GUNS 

YES — I  WILL  TRADE  GUNS — Send  2c  stamp  for 
complete  list  of  second  hand  and  shop-worn  firearms. 
Everything  guaranteed.  Tell  us  what  you  want  in  first 
letter.  Wm.  R.  Burkhard  (Established  in  1855),  143 
East  4th  St..  St.  Paul,  Minn.  "The  Original  and  Old 
Reliable."  12-TF 

'  . — —  —  

jF  FOR  SALE— Lee  Enfield  Rifle.,  .303,  30  inch  barrel, 
match  sights,  sporting  stock,  perfect  condition,  $45.00. 
Game  Getter  gun,  .22  and  .44  cal.,  12-inch  barrels,  good 
condition,  $15.00.  Colt  military  automatic,  .45,  like  new, 
$35.00.    Will  ship  express,  subject  to  inspection.. 

WANTED — Colt  or  Smith  &  Wesson  military  revolver, 
38,.45or.455.    Apply  P.O.  Box  221,  Winnipeg,  9-1T 
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WANTED — .30-30  Winchester  Rifle  in  good  condition. 
Also  good  hunting  dog.  Priced  reasonable.  A.  P.  Grant. 
Kincardine,  Ont.  9-1T. 

FOR  SALE — New  Ross  Model  R.  rifle.  Perfect  condition. 
Never  been  used.  Will  take  130.00,  R.  Hill,  St.  Ann's, 
Ont.  9-1 T 


FOR  SALE— One  Winchester  rifle.  38-55. 
Apply  L.  O.  Purdy,  Springfield,  Ont. 


season 


Used  one 
9-1T 


WANTED— One  30-30  Remington  rifle.  State  con- 
dition and  lowest  cash  price.  Apply  L.  O.  Purdy,  Spring- 
field, Ont.  9-1T 

Big  game  ammunition  loaded  to  order.  Progressive 
powders  with  copper  jacketed  bullets.  Henry  Bros.  616 
Cordova,  St.,  East.,  Vancouver,  B.C.  5-6T 


GUN  REPAIRING 

W.  A.  Brock 
We  make  a  specialty  of  Fine  Gun  Work, 
Restocking,  Barrel  Boring,  Stock-Bend- 
ing, Barrel  Browning,  etc. 

All  work  guaranteed. 

A  SNAP  IN  A 
NEW  STANDARD  MARLIN  TRAP  GUN:  12 
guage,  30  in.  barrel,  bored  especially  for  trap  use. 
Selected  English  walnut  stock  and  forearm,  beauti- 
fully polished  and  checkered. 

It's  the  best  trap  gun  made  for  the  man  who 
likes  u  hammerigun.       Only  $50.00. 

BROCK'S 

The  Sporting  Goods  Store  of  London,  Ont. 


SPECIALS 


FOR  SALE — Set  of  Electric  automobile  lamps,  two  side 
and  one  tail.  Never  been  used.  Box  L,  ROD  AND  GUN 
Woodstock,  Ontario.  TF 

ECZEMA,  PSORIASIS,  SMSa.S.  S3? 

matism,  piles,  cured  or  no  charge.  Write  for  particulars. 
Eczema  Remedy,  Co.,  Dept.  R.  G.,  Hot  Springs,  Ark., 
U.  S.  A. 

Send  25c  in  stamps  or  coin  for  3  issues  of  National 
Sportsman  Magazine,  devoted  to  Hunting,  Fishing 
Camping  and  Trapping,  and  containing  more  For  Sale 
and  Exchange  classified  advertisements  of  guns,  rifles,  dogs, 
camping  and  trapping  outfits,  etc.,  than  any  magazine 
published.  National  Sportsman  Magazine,  221  Columbus 
Ave.,  Boston,  Mass.  7-TF 

I  ean  get  you  caribou,  goat  and  grizzly  in  new  district, 
easy  to  get  at.  Charges,  $15.00  per  day  per  man.  Horses 
furnished.    Geo.  Smith,  Seymour  Arm., B.C.  9-1T. 


|  Young  lady,  21,  Wterth  $60,000  cash,  city  property  also, 
would  marry  honorable  gentleman.  Mrs  Warn,  2216^ 
Temple,  Los  Angeles,  Cal.  9-1T. 

,  MARRY  IF  LONELY— For  results,  try  me;  best  and 
most  successful  "Home  Maker;"  hundreds  rich  wish  mar- 
riage soon;  strictly  confidential;  most  reliable;  years  of 
experience;  descriptions  free.  "The  Successful  Club," 
Box  556,  Oakland,  Calif.  9-1 T 

TRAPPERS — Send  for  my  printed  instructions  "How  to 
Successfully  Trap  Muskrats  Under  the  Ice  in  Winter."  It 
explains  four  successful  methods  in  such  a  manner  that  any 
man  or  boy  can  understand  and  use"*with  good  success. 
This  explains  the  secret  how  old  veteran  trappers  make  such 
enormous  rat  catches  yearly.  Price  60c.  A.  E.  Schmidt, 
Box  475,  Valley  City,  N.  Dakota.  -  9-1T 

Fyke  net,  18  ft.  wings,  six  turtle  traps,  new  hand-made. 
Best  offer,  A.Wallace,  Station"A" .Milwaukee,  Wis.'  9-1T 

 T  AX  I  DF  RIKIY  AND  TANNING  

FOR  SALE — Moose  Head,  fine  specimen  excellent  con 
dition.    Apply  Box  L.,  ROD  AND  GUN.  Woodstock, 
Ont.  TF 

Artificial  eyes  and  skulls  for  Taxidermists  and  Furriers. 
Oliver  Spanner  &  Co.,  26  Elm  St.,  Toronto;  We  buy  raw 
furs.  3  12T 


I  SPECKLED  TROUT 


5       Stock  your  streams  and  ponds  with  brook  trout. 

Large  income  from  your  waste  land.  Trappers, 
|    you  can  work  at  this  business.    Demand  is  large. 

Free  information  on  trout  culture. 

J   S.  Roberts  -  531  Manning  Ave.,  Toronto 

 ■■      "      —      •-   i  r      nil      im      ■»      »»  uu 


Instructions  for  Net  Making 

Fish  Nets  easily 
made  b  y  photo- 
graphs and  print 
ed  instructions 
Price  25c  postpaid. 


<Af<: *'>■•  ■.^•■•-^ 

Send  to  day  and  learn  how. 
W.  E.  CLAYTON  Altoona,  Kansas 


OPERATIONS 
UNNECESSARY 

HEP^TOLA  removes  Gall  Stones,  cor- 
rects Appendicitis  in  24  hours  without  pain. 
Registered  under  Pure  Food  and  Drug  Act. 
$5.50  Delivered. 

SOLE  MANUFACTURER 

Mrs.  Geo.  S.  Almas 

230  4th  Ave.  S.       Saskatoon,  Sask. 


For  8  Subscriptions 

To  Rod  and  Gun  in  Canada 


You  can  secure  FREE  a  splendid 
Conklin  Fountain  Pen. 

Get  to  work  at  once.  Your 
friends  will'  enjoy  reading  the 
magazine  during  1918  and  YOU 
will  enjoy  using  the  pen.  Sample 
copies  sent  on  request. 


PREMIUM  DEPARTMENT 

W.  J.  Taylor,  Ltd.,  Publisher 
WOODSTOCK,  ONTARIO 
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ROD  AND  GUN  IN  CANADA 


Tells  about  the  Hudson  Bay  Company,  Northern  < 
Indians  and  their  modes  of  Hunting,  Trapping,  etc. 

This  book  contains  277  pages,  size  5x7  inches,  is  printed  on  good 
quality  heavy  paper  and  contains  thirty-seven  chapters, 
The  book  is  from  the  pen  of  a  Hudson's  Bay  Officer  (Martin  Hunter), 
who  has  had  40  years'  experience  with  the  Hudson's  Bay  Company — 
from  1863  to  1903.  During  that  time  he  was  stationed  at  different 
trading  posts  in  Canada,   Price,  doth  bound,  postpaid,  $1.00. 


W.  J.  TAYLOR,  LTD.,  Publisher,  -  Woodstock;  Ont. 


J/iq  CAMPER'S 
OWN  BOOK 


The  Camper  s  Own  Book 


'Price  yo  Cm/s 


This  is  that  BIG  little  book  of  the  open— America's  new 
outdoor  manual.  It  comes  to  you  bound  as  you  see  here.  It  is 
"woodsy"  from  cover  to  cover — stirred  by  lake-breezes  and 
redolent  of  pine.    It  is  endorsed  by  outdoor  men  everywhere. 

Authors  of  country-wide  repute  have,  with  their  enthusiasm 
and  familiar  knowledge,  aided  its  making.    Dan  Beard,  Emlyn 
M,  Gill,  Captain  Kenealy,  Oliver  Kemp,  Dr.  E.  H,  Forbrush — 
these  and  others  join  this  camp  fire  council.    They  say  their 
•ay  about  a  hundred  little  practical  details  that  hold  close  interest  for  you;  and  they 
■pin  a  yarn  or  two  by  the  way, 

"The  Camper's  Own  Book"  measures  8x5  %  inches  over  all.  It  is  a  goodly  gener- 
ous volume  with  over  200  pages  and  21  of  the  finest  illustrations  you've  ever  seen. 
Everybody  should  have  a  copy  who  believes  that  a  day  under  the  free  sky  makes  the 
pomp  of  emperors  ridiculous.    And  you're  one — you  know  you  are. 


PRICE  PER  VOLUME 

In  the  appropriate  green  T-cloth 

Post-paid 


$1.00 


W.  J.  TAYLOR,  Limited,  Publisher 


Wopdstoek,  Ont. 


Have  You  Ever  Used  An 

Arctic  Eiderdown 
Sleeping  Bag? 

If  you  haven't,  half  your  pleasure  and  comfort  in  fall  hunting 

has  been  lost. 

Booklet  and  full  information  on  request 

SOLE  MANUFACTURERS 

Woods  Manufacturing  Co. 

OTTAWA 


CLARK'S 
PREPARED  FOODS 

Please  remember  Mr.  Canadian  Sportsman  that  Clark's 
can  give  you  the  finest  selection  of  Canned  Foods  for 
Camp  use  and  that  they  are 


mm 


MADE  IN  CANADA 


Corned  Beef,  Roast  Beef,.  Roast  Mutton,  Loaf  Meats, 
Cooked  Tripe,  Beefsteak  and  Onions,  Stewed  Kidney, 
Ox  and  Lunch  Tongues,  Potted  Meats,  Concentrated 
Soups,  Pork  and  Beans,  Peanut  Butter,  Tomato  Ketchup,  Spaghetti 
with  Tomato  Sauce  and  Cheese,  Canadian  Boiled  Dinner,  etc.,  etc. 

PERFECTLY  COOKED  AND  READY  TO  SERVE 
YOUR  GROCER  HAS  THEM  INSIST  ON  CLARK'S 

W.  CLARK,  LIMITED,  MONTREAL 
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No.  2— Canadian  Natural  History  Photos 

BONNYCASTLE  DALE 

Female  Virginia  Rail  entering  nest.  This  robin-sized  bird  has  a  booming  note 
like  a  great  horn  as  well  as  many  low,  sweet  calls.  It  is  too  alert  to  be  caught  napping 
by  a  shooter  unless  in  a  wind  or  either  early  or  late  in  the  day  when  its  flight  makes  it 
an  easy  shot  for  gunners. 
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Dredging  Within  the  One  Hundred  Fathom  Line 

Written  and  Illustrated  by#BoNNYCASTLE  Dale 


WE  were  off  the  lonely  and  iso- 
lated island  called  Forester, 
due  north  west  of  the  big 
Queen  Charlotte  group  in  the  Pacific. 
This  is  the  most  southerly  of  the 
group  of  islands  lying  just  north  of 
British  Columbia.  There  was  much 
confusion  hereabouts.  The  Alaska 
Award  line  was  being  pushed  north 
rapidly — and  too  far  west  we  all 
thought  for  Canada's  good.  All  the 
riff  raff  of  the  beachcombers  of  the 
Coast  were  flapping  Nalong  under 
tattered  and  mildewed  canvas,  in 
homemade  craft;  of  divers  and  weird 
shapes — and  we  felt  and  knew  we 
would  be  "good  picking"  for  any  of 
these  gentry — just  a  naturalist  and  a 
boy,  unarmed  at  that.  So  I  bought, 
for  specimen  work — and  the  pot 
work  too,  a  Winchester  Special,  us- 
ing .22  Special  Long;  and  hung  it  on 
the  wall  of  the  shack — we  went  for  a 
walk — so  evidently  did  someone  else 
for  when  we  returned  the  rifle  had 
walked  off  too.  We  at  once  tracked 
and  traced  a  passer-by  and  off  we  set 
for  the  nearest  "Il-la-hie"  or  "sum- 
mer grounds"  of  a  wandering  fishing 
tribe.  One  member  I  knew  slightly 
and  it  had  been  he  who  had  passed 
my  shack. 

"I-lost-rifle-this-morning-stolen.  If 
its  not  laid  down  by  twelve  I  bring 
police  in."  I  told  him.  I  knew  they 
were  in  great  fear  of  the  deep  sea 
patrol  that  was  hunting  some  desper- 
radoes  along  this  coast — still  he  could 
have  popped  us  both  over  and  it  is  a 
question  if  our  bodies  would  ever 
have  been  found — still  the  bluff  work- 


ed, and  he  was  at  my  shack  almost  as 
soon  as  we  were. 

"What  side  you  look?"  I  asked  him 
in  Chinook,  still  pretending  to  find 
a  lost  rifle 

'"O-koke"  ("this"  he  answered) 
then  I  knew  it  was  on  the  other 
and  started  to  look. 

"Wake  Kloshe"  ("no  good"),  he 
said  after  a  long  hunt  and  changed 
sides.  Pretty  soon  he  grunted  in 
surprise  and  I  went  over;  and  there 
was  the  innocent  little  rifle  hiding  there 
in  the  ferns.  I  praised  him  for  "find- 
ing" it,  told  him  I  would  put  a  man  in 
Skookum  House  (jail)  next  thing  I 
lost.  Then  he  slyly  asked  me  "If  I 
missed  anything  else,"  "No"  I  told 
him  and  off  he  slouched. 

Laddie,  Jr.,  a  short  time  after,  went 
over  to  the  pile  of  boxes  of  shells — too 
light — all  emptied  and  put  carefully 
back  in  rJlace.  We  had  bought  a  few 
hundred,  as  we  kill  our  geese  and 
brant  with  the  rifle;  and  Tzum,  as  he 
was  called — had  Tzumed  the  whole 
pile. 

"Here  comes  the  Nan-itsh!"  said 
Laddie,  Jr,  and  the  new  boat  we  had 
hired  came  >  puffing  into  the  wee 
harbour.  Translated  she  is  "To- 
Seek"  — I  hope  she  does.  All  the 
boats  we  had  used  before  seemed  to 
just  glide  from  the  arrival  to  "Pay-me- 
Now,"  from  the  Jap,  or  Dane  or 
Swede  skipper.  I  guess  they  had  had 
uncertain  lessees  before, as  they  always 
looked  relieved  when  I  promptly  paid 
them.  The  Captain  belonged  to  the 
"I  ban  do  it"  tribe  I  thirik,  as  he 
always  used  these  words.    I  explained 
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The  Dredgers 


several  times  that  we  just  wanted  to 
dredge  for  a  few  days  in  fifty  fathoms 
and  he  always  figured — "One  day 
ban  twenty- five" — "two  ban  two 
twenty-fives,"  and  so  on  and  so  on. 
He  couldn't  get  far  away  from  that 
daily  price  of  his  Seeker. 

So  behold,  Laddie  and  I  and 
"Ban"  as  the  boy  called  him  and 
"Chew-it-all"  as  Laddie  called  the 
other  tobacco  devouring  individual. 
He  was  actually  polite,  always  push- 
ing me  carefully  aside  so  that  he 
might  spit  to  leeward. 

"I  ban  starting!"  said  the  Norse- 
man "Ting-a-ling"  goes  the  bell — no 
start 

"Ole— le!    Ole— le!"  he  yelled. 
"You  stay  mit  the  engine."  and  off 
we  puffed. 

Now  it  heeded  both  the  men  to  get 
our  big  heavy  drag-purse  over,  a  net 
bag  twenty  by  ten ;  with  a  ten  by  two 
iron  frame  open  mouth.  A  "splash!" 
down  she  sinks  and  we  are  at *  last 
really  dredging  again.  I  just  want  to 
remark  that  dear  as  the  opening  day 
of  shooting  or  fishing  is  to  the  devotee 
of  gun  and  rod,  so  is  the  first  appear- 
ance of  the  dredge  above  water  on 
our  first  day  to  us. 

There  was  a  dull  oily  roll  in  from 
the  restless  Pacific,  just  enough  to 
make  one  sleepy  this  bright  young 
summer  day,  the  soft  coal  smoke  blew 
all  about  us  and  half  drowsed  us  too 
when  "bump!"  went  the  "gate"  far 
below  and  "Ollie"  rushed  up  and 
back.  "She  got  stuck!"  he  yelled. 
Away  he  darted  like  a  madman,  put 
the  engine  backing  against  the  run 


of  the  tide  and  soon  the  big  purse 
mouth  rode  the  boulder  and  on  we 
went — at  about  a  mile  on  hour  gait. 

"Stop!"  signalled  the  Captain — 
and  the  drag  rope  was  put  on  to  the 
winch  and  up  came  the  purse — belly- 
ing out  behind — now  the  men  seized 
the  slack  and  hauled  out — and  we  fell 
on  our  knees  examining.  Evidently 
we  had  struck  a  mass  of  great  polyps 
and  gone  right  through  their  peaceful 
sea  villa  and  scooped  them  all.  There 
was  a  mass  of  sea  pumpkins  as  big 
as  toy  balloons,  almost  transparent 
and  coloured  as  fantastically  as  the 
lanterns  about  a  Chinese  Joss-house, 
great  trembling  masses  of  green  and 
gold  and  purple  and  wondrous  vari- 
coloured jelly — with  their  stomachs 
and  interior  departments  plainly 
in  view  of  their  neighbors.  You 
would  wonder  how  they  eat  and 
breathe.  What  a  sight  of  magni- 
ficence they  must  be  in  their  deep 
homes  when  I  tell  you  that  some  are 
illuminated  by  a  wonderful  phos- 
phorescence and  others — I  suppose — 
use  the  Gen.  Seabottom  Electric 
Light  Co's  radiance  supplied  away 
down  there  by  countless  millions  of 
diatoms;  each  golden  blue  in  its  glow. 

"Look  out — bite,"  /warned  Ollie. 

The  lad  was  taking  out  a  green  and 
white  beauty  of  a  well  shaped  fish. 
"Rat-fish,"  again.  "Lookout!"  warn- 
ed the  Swede.  I  stripped  the  jaws 
open.  No  wonder  they  called  it 
Rat-fish.  Its  teeth  were  fully  an 
inch  long;  and  wide  white  cutting 
chisels  they  were.  We  were  long 
on  Ratfish,  must  have  had  a  thousand 
so  we  dumped  them  forthwith. 


A  netful  from  the  ocean 
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"Keep  him!"  both  men  burst  out 
when  I  pushed  many  flapping  Red 
Rock  fish  into  the  sea. 

"Sell  him — Prince  Rupert,"  they 
told  me — and  I  guess  we  confirmed 
their  'opinion  of  our  madness  when 
sea  bass  and  cod,  herring  and  oulicans, 
skate  and  flounder,  halibut  and  rare 
mackerel  followed  suit — and  we  both 
loudly  exulted  over  a  strange  thing 
called  a  Porhpino,  or  dollar  fish  and 
speedily  pictured  the  small,  round 
fat  fish. 

"Here's  a  devil-fish,"  squealed  the 
boy.  "Oh  I  wish  we  had  that  fellow 
who  wrote  about  them  eating  men 
here,  we'd  make  him  eat  this,  and  he 
lifted  out  of  the  foot  deep  mess  of 
squirming  Marine  Zoology — an  oc- 
topus, a  nice  five  foot  long  bunch  of 
eight  grisly  arms  hung  down  like 
so  much  gristle  from  the  boy's  landing 
net,  the  Nature  Fakirs  stretch  the 
arms  wide  out  and  call  this  a  "ten- 
foot-terror-of-the-seas."  This  one 
weighed  fifty  pounds. 

"I  want  him,"  said  Ollie,  appearing 
with  a  big  butcher  knife,  so  we  handed 
it  over  and  he  cut  off  the  eight  tent- 
acles and  it  appeared  at  dinner  that 
day — just  a  tasteless  mass  much 
like  the  thicker  muscles  of  an  oyster 
or  clam — simply  not  worth  eating. 


Laddie  Jr.  burying  a  crab 


A  ninety-foot-long  sea  weed  strong  enough 
to  moor  a  boat 


"Sharks,"  cried  the  boy,  a  pair 
evidently  of  little  fellows,  delicately 
gray  as  Milady's  gloves,  all  finned  in 
wondrous  manner  from  gillarch  to 
tail,  "snappy  little  brutes,"  quoth  the 
lad,  as  one  neatly  engulfed  a  too 
inquisitive  finger. 

"Keep  it  in  your  own'mouth  now," 
he  says  I  told  him. 

"Goot  many  tings!"  said  Ollie  as 
we  lifted  ^out  a  mass  of  most  excellent 
shrimps. *  I  found  three  kinds  here 
and  we  got  a  true  shrimp  later,  the 
first  three  were  prawns. 

"Say!  look  at  the  live  knitting 
needles,"  called  Laddie  Jr.,  as  he 
picked  up  a  group  of  polyps — each 
one  almost  forty  inches  long — just 
like  a  bone  needle — Yes!  white  ani- 
mal bone;  and  on  the  top  a  head  as 
big  as  your  finger  and  all  luminous 
at  night.  "I'll  bet  they  have  a 
regular  illuminated  field  of  growing 
wheat  down  there  when  all  the  knit- 
ting needles  are  in  position — and  just 
think  of  a  fish  swimming  through  this 
ph  osphorescent  mass  down  there  and 
them  all  waving  away  as  it  passed . 
Oh!  Joy,"  said  Laddie,  "And  these 
are  the  things  the  Chinks  eat,"  he 
said  as  he  pulled  out  a  ladle  net  full 
of  sea  cucumber,  these  long  jelly- 
like, grisly  things  were  most  beauti- 
fully coloured — but  excuse  me  from 
eating  them  please — I  once  had  "blird 
nestee  soup"  and  sea  cucumber,  and 
pressed  oily  duck  served  in  a  Chinese 
restaurant — and  I  guess  they  are 
there  yet  as  I  made  a  nice  full  meal 
off  plain  crackers.  Thank  you  very 
kindly 

I  guess  they  didn't  name  this  one," 
said  the  boy  as  he  picked  up  a  thing 
that  looked  like  a  Japanese  puzzle 
made  out  of  bone — another  polyp  t 
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a  regular  beautiful  little  bone  basket, 
a  real  embroidery  of  bone. 

The  ooze,  as  you  might  call  it  of 
that  first  drag  was  a  thing  of  wonder ; 
we  had  animals  so  like  sea  weeds  that 
we  could  not  tell  them  apart — and  sea 
weeds  so  like  animals  that  no  man 
may  discover  the  dividing  line — each 
a  thing  of  wondrous  beauty  set  away 
down  where  no  man's  eye  should  see  it. 
— What  is  this  scheme  of  things  we 
call  Life,  anyway? 

Day  after  day,  hour  after  hour,  so 
long  as  we  could  afford  that  "one- 
day  ban- twenty-five-dollar-boat"  we 
took  of  the  treasures  of  the  deep — and 
re-deposited  them  to  the  amazement 
of  the  wondering  Norsemen.  We 
could  not  have  kept  the  perishable 
eatable  part  had  we  wished  to  do  so. 

"Throw  him  all  out,"  lamented 
the  loquacious  Ollie — as  net  full 
after  net  full  was  carefully  liberated. 
We  were  getting  into  deeper  water 
now  and  odd  anemone  and  rare  sea 
whips  and  strange  jellylike  masses 
came  in  hourly — and  at  times  dark 
strange  shapes  devoured  them  as 
soon  as  we  liberated  them,  ground 
or  basking  sharks  and  some  odd  fluted 
tailed  sharks.  Yes!  and  the  big  mouth- 
ed cod  were  not  averse  to  filling  their 
stomachs  with  their  late  fellow  cap- 
tives. 

"Whoop!"  screamed  the  boy  once 
as  a  great  black  shape  suddenly  rose 
near  the  dragging  rope  of  the  net 
astern,  and  a  killer  whale  reared  for  a 
moment  to  sight.  Once  we  ran  into 
a  stream  of  passing  salmon  with 
their  attendant  sea  lions,  long  dim 


shapes  that  swam  just  outside  the 
school — and  ate  one  every  time  they 
got  hungry  enough.  We  took  one 
wolf-eel,  he  snapped  and  rolled  and 
displayed  his  terrible  mouth  and 
crunched  to  fragments  every  mussel  or 
giant  cockle  shell  which  the  boy 
threw  into  his  awful  maw;  he  was 
fully  six  feet  of  weird  sea  life.  We 
,got  tons  of  the  rarest  sea  weeds,  but 
alas!  we  were  not  preserving,  only 
picturing. 

We  lived  like  lords  on  any  and  all 
the  know  dainties  of  the  sea,  but 
most  carefully  refused  to  serve  airy 
unknown  bit  of  horribleness.  At 
times,  in  the  shallows,  we  took  rare 
abelone  and  moonfish.  These  last 
were  big  shellfish  as  big  as  base-balls. 

They  can  exude  enough-stick-em- 
tight  to  make  any  sea  glue 
manufacturer  die  of  envy — and  they 
roll  up  and  fashion  out  a  nest  that 
exactly  resemble  gray  felt  hats  with 
the  crown  cut  out. 

At  nights  when  we  slept  in  the 
man  nests  made  by  those  Norsemen, 
too  short  where  they  were  long  and 
too  narrow  where  they  were  wide. 
I  used  to  poke  my  head  out  for  air, 
and  all  the  tragedy  of  the  sea  was 
enacted  in  the  moonlit  waters  down 
beside  me — it  seemed  as  if  each  chap 
ate  the  next  smaller  one  with  intense 
energy — and  they  literally  smacked 
their  lips  over  it.  When  one  big 
ground  shark  came  finning  slowly 
along  past  the  little  Nan-itsh,  and 
rolled  and  fixed  me  with  its  bright 
green  little  eye  I  withdrew  in  haste — 
you  see  I  had  not  lost  any  sharks. 


Squab  Raising 


In  the  present  post  war-time  days, 
there  is,  of  necessity,  an  ever-growing 
scarcity  of  meat,  inasmuch  as  we  are 
called  upon  not  only  to  feed  our  own 
nation,  but  European  countries  as 
well.  Therefore,  any  pursuits  that 
will  add  to  the  fresh  meat  supply 
will  be  at  once  patriotic  and  pro- 
fitable. 

In  view  of  this,  squab  raising  should 
receive  new  impetus.  At  present 
most  of  the  large  squab-producing 
plants  of  the  United  States  are  found 


near  the  larger  cities  of  the  North- 
eastern States  and  on  the  Pacific 
coast.  However,  pigeons  are  quite 
generally  distributed  all  over  the 
country.  Many  of  them  are  kept 
on  farms  in  the  Middle  West  as  a 
sort  of \side  issue,  also  in  the  South, 
but  the  average  value  of  pigeons  in 
these  sections  is  only  slightly  in 
excess  of  15  to  25  cents  apiece,  com- 
pared to  40  to  55  cents  and  up, 
in  New  York  and  New  Jersey. — 
T.H.H. 


"We  caught  all  the  law  allowed" 


Under  Canvas  With  Moses 

or  Luring  Shigan,  the  Fighting  Bass,  in  the  Timagami  Forest  Reserve 

J.  Livingston 


WE  called  him  "Mose"  but  his 
name  was  Moses  Missabi. 
Mose  was  a  full-blooded,  blue- 
blooded  aristocrat  among  the  Ojib- 
ways  who  summered  around  Bear 
Island  and  wintered  on  the  many 
lakes  and  rivers  throughout  the  Tima- 
gami Forest  Reserve  in  their  quest 
for  furs,  which  furnished  them  with 
the  necessities  of  life,  but  in  none  too 
generous  quantities. 

Just  how  many  summers  Mose  had 
to  his  credit  we  did  not  find  out  for 
he  was  as  bashful  as  a  maiden  of 
sixteen  years  when  it  came  to  fur- 
nishing information,  especially  per- 
sonal information.  But  we  know  that 
his  father,  Peter  Missabi,  was  one  of 
the  most  active  guides  around  the 
Hudson  Bay  post,  and  as  further 
evidence  that  Mose  was:  far  from 
being  past  his  usefulness,  that  his 
grand-father,  Daniel  Missabi,  a  gray- 
haired  old  warrior  of  over  one  hundred 
summers,  still  tended  to  his  potato 
patch  on  Obabika  lake  and  paddled 
his  own  canoe  to  get  there. 


Mose  was  wife,  guide,  handy  man, 
bull  cook,  wood  chopper,  pack-wrang- 
ler, canoe-carrier,  piscatorial  adviser, 
center  piece  for  our  pictures,  fish- 
cleaner,  general  assistant,  and  all 
around  companion  of  Bert  Jackson 
and  Mrs.  Bert  Jackson,  who  hailed 
from  Akron,  the  rubber-town  of 
Ohio,  and  myself,  a  humble,  hard- 
working member  of  the  fourth  estate. 

In  addition  to  all  this,  Mose  was 
my  bed-mate  and  lying  under  canvas, 
with  Wasa  Te  Bicon, — the  northern 
lights — running  through  the  skies 
like  fingers  of  fire  or  again  marshall- 
ing in  serried  array  like  soldiers  pre- 
paring for  the  attack,  we  talked  of 
many  things,  of  life  as  observed  from 
the  view-point  of  a  dweller  of  the  sil- 
ent north,  and  under  the  mystic 
spell  of  the  lure  of  the  out-doors 
struck  many  a  responsive  chord. 

Mose  told  me  how  Pegigwani — 
the  fish  hawk — snatched  his  dinner 
from  the  placid-blue  waters  of  Lake 
Timagami;  how  Ammek — the  beaver 
— built  his  dams  and  floated  his 
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fallen  trees;  how  Keewadin  Coocoo- 
coo — the  great  northern  owl — whose 
"coo-coo-coo"  often  boomed  down 
the  lakes  in  the  still  of  the  night, 
terrorized  the  smaller  animal  king- 
dom; how  Ma  Quoit — the  bear — was 
enticed  to  his  doom  by  log-falls; 
and  how  Ojik — the  fisher — fought  to 
the  death  even  wheji  grips  of  steel 
were  slowing  pinching  out  life. 

Grim  tales  of  the  trapping  line, 
when  starvation  and  cold  were  fought 
off  at  every  step,  when  the  grub  was 
down  and  the  spirit  was  low  and 
every  breath  burned  the  lungs,  were 
related  in  an  unemotional  vein  as 
lying  on  our  backs  under  the  canvas, 
Mose  blew  out  vast  clouds  of  smoke 
from  a  well-burned  pipe  and  I  fol- 
lowed suit  with  "coffin  nails."  With- 
out knowing  it,  Mose  painted  word 
pictures  of  his  world  that  defied  the 
power  of  the  brush  or  pen  to  repro- 
duce. 

But  it  was  in  the  canoe  that  Mose 
reigned  supreme.  As  he  swung  his 
paddle — silently  but  powerfully — 
through  the  water  and  applied  the 
kick  at  the  end  of  the  stroke  which 
fairly  lifted  one  over  the  surface  and 
left  little  rippling  swells  for  a  wake, 
it  could  be  seen  that  he  was  on  his 
native  heath.  With  a  deft  stroke 
here  and  there,  Mose  guided  his 
little  craft  scientifically. 


Mose  poses  for  the  camera 


To  Moses  the  water  was  an  open 
book  and  as  we  would  set  out  from 
our  camp  at  the  foot  of  the  south- 
west arm  of  Lake  Timagami  and  cross 
one  portage  into  Olier  lake,  where  we 
were  in  the  habit  of  enjoying  the 
king  of  sport  with  Shigan — the  fight- 
ing bass — he  would  read  from  the 
blue  depths  nature's  story.  He 
would  point  out  the  favorite  rock- 
ribbed  nest  of  Ogogishe — the  rock 
bass;  where  Kenonja — the  northern 
pike — would  lie  in  wait  before  hurling 
himself  on  unsuspecting  brethren  of 
the  deep;  how  Oganse — the  pickerel — 
preferred  to  wallow  in  a  certain 
swift  current  that  tumbled  into  the 
larger  waters;  and  holes  many  hun- 
dreds of  feet  deep  in  whose  dark  and 
unknown  depths  Namaqus — the  lake 
trout — sulked  during  the  day,  but 
left  in  the  shades  of  the  night  to  roll 
and  splash  in  the  surface  sun-beams. 

The  portage  would  be  taken  and 
if  only  Bert  and  I  were  along— oc- 
casionally the  "Lady"  would  remain 
behind  in  camp  and-  steal  a  few  hours 
extra  sleep — Mose  would  slip  the 
canoe  easily  on  his  shoulders  and  , 
balancing  it  with  his  right  hand  would 
take  the  axe,  bait  pails  and  perhaps 
an  odd  sweater  and  silently  glide 
away  over  the  slip  of  land  separating 
us  from  our  fishing  beds. 

In  the  still  of  the  morning  or  the 
calm  of  the  evening,  Bert  and,  I 
carrying  our  beloved  tackle  and 
cameras,  would  following  slowly  over 
the  well-worn  portage  path  that 
could  have  told  us  so  many  tales, 
strange  and  weird,  if  it  could  have 
only  given  tongue.  It  might  have 
taken  us  back  to  the  time  of  the 
first  0  jib  way  brave,  as  he  made  his 
way  to  the  Hudson  Bay  post,  which 
in  the  early  days  was  back  ef  Timag- 
gami  Island,  with  his  bale  or  furs; 
or  again  to  the  days  when  painted 
bucks,  with  their  squaws  left  safely 
behind  in  their  wigwams,  stole 
through  the  woods  and  over  the 
waters  to  partake  of  the  harvest  of 
scalps  that  were  reaped  in  the  early 
Indian  wars  around  Georgian  Bay. 

Coming  to  more  modern  periods 
the  portage  path  could  have  spoken 
of  the  first  surveyor,  the  lonely 
prospector,  and  the  latter-day  green- 
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horn,  who  insisted  upon  carrying 
his  canoe  by  the  thwarts  or  dumping 
the  hot  ashes  of  his  pipe  into  the 
woods  and  leaving  behind  a  raging 
inferno  that  blazed  and  [scorched 
and  killed  until  it  died  out  from  lack 
of  fodder. 

In  tender  tongue  it  might  have 
spoken  of  the  honeymoon  couples, 
who  hand  in  hand  had  walked 
over  its  stony  path  in  the  wake  of 
the  guide  and  commenced  their  life 
of  love  and  sacrifice  under  a  roof  of 
stars  and  hemmed  in  with  nature's 
walls,  a  criterion  for  them  to  follow 
through  life's  journey. 

Once  on  the  water  and  over  the 
fishing  bed  of  reeds,  Mose  became 
possessed  of  a  pair  of  eyes  that  could 
see  bass  where  Bert  and  L could  only 
see  water. 

"No  bass  there,"  he  would  say, 
after  a  careful  look  into  the  blue 
depths  and  on  the  canoe  would  go 
until  another  reed  bed  was  sighted. 

"Good  place,"  Mose  would  grunt 
and  when  he  said  that,  Bert  and  I 
would  brace  our  feet  and  begin  to 
look  anxious.  It  always  meant  fish 
and  big,  black  gamey  fighting  bass 
at  that.  • 

Then  the  hooks  would  be  carefully 
baited  with  live  minnows,  during 
which  Mose  would  be  dropping  the 
anchor,  which  consisted  of  a  huge 
rock  tied  to  a  |  piece  of  clothes-line 
for  the  purpose  of  keeping  us  over 
the  bass  bed.  The  canoe  safely 
tied,  Mose  would  also  bait  his  hook 
and  then  the  sport,  which  has  no 
equal  in  the  world,  would  commence. 

I  remember  vividly  on  one  occasion 
I  had  no  sooner  dropped  in  my  hook 
than  a  three-pound  black  demon 
shot  from  out  of  the  reeds,  grabbed 
the  minnow  and  started  to  walk 
away  with  it. 

"You  got  him.  You  got  him," 
shouted  Mose,  and  as  I  jerked  the 
sharp  barbs  into  the  scaley  mouth, 
there  was  a  zip  of  the  line  and  with 
a  flash  of  spray  a  darn  shiny  body 
broke  the  surface  of  the  water,  spun 
in  the  air  for  a  few  seconds  and  then 
returned  to  the  depths,  determined 
to  fight  to  the  last  to  rid  himself  of 
his  tormentor. 

"Keep  him  on  until  I  get  one," 


The  father  of  the  father  of  Mose 

shouted  Mose,  and  while  the  trick 
was  a  new  one  to  me,  I  played  with 
my  catch  until  Mose  had  also  got 
one  on  from  the  horde  of  fish  that 
were  following  my  victim,  for  what 
reason  I  don't  know,  unless  it  was 
simply  curiosity  or  greediness  to  par- 
take of  what  the  hooked  one  was 
trying  not  to  partake  of. 

Bert  then  threw  in,  and  while  I 
endeavored  to  land  mine,  he  struck 
and  succeeded  in  getting  another 
beauty  on.  As  a  result,  the  three  of 
us  all  had  fish  'and  it  certainly  was 
pleasant,  but  no  fun  trying  to  land 
them  and  only  have  the  canoe  to 
work  from. 

Eventually  the  three  fish  were  land- 
ed, but  Mose  had  his  in,  despite  the 
fact  that  he  was  second  in  the  water, 
minutes  before  Bert,  and  I.  The 
secret  of  Mose's  success  was  that  he 
scorned  the  use  of  the  reel  and  as  long 
as  the  line  and  hook  held  he  simply 
pulled,  hauled  and  yanked  until  that 
fish  came  into  the  boat  or  sailed  away 
with  the  best  part  of  his  tackle . 
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On  that  occasion  we  caught  all  the 
law  allowed  and  it  was  a  memorable 
two  hour's  fishing.  Mose  worked  the 
same  tactics  from  reed  bed  to  deep 
rocky  holes  and  very  seldom  made 
a  mistake  on  his  selection  of  bass 
nests.  But  no  matter  how  big  or 
small  the  fish,  Mose  did  not  take  to 
the  reel. 

Mose  was  in  the  habit  of  trailing 
his  minnow  in  the  water  while  moving 
from  the  different  holes,  while  Bert 
and  I  scorned  such  fishing  methods 
and  always  carefullly  drew  in  our 
lines  and  re-baited  our  hooks.  It 
turned  out  that  Mose  had  the  right 
idea  in  attaching  a  trailer. 

The  first  time  a  big  bass  broke  the 
water  and  after  grabbing  the  minnow 
was  yanked  into  the  boat  so  fast  by 
Mose  that  it  must  have  got  out  of 
breath. 

"That's  the  way  to  catch  them. 
Make  them  come  after  you,"  re- 
marked Mose,  amid  broad  grins, 
as  he  unhooked  his  victim. 

Another  time  when  he  left  his  bait 
overboard,  Mose  pulled  in  a  bass  that 
run  along  the  top  of  the  water  for 
almost  ten  feet  in  its  efforts  to  grab 
the  wiggling  and  bouncing  minnow. 
Despite  the  fact  that  we  considered 
it  an  unorthodox  method  of  fishing, 
Mose  was  more  pleased  than  if  he  had 
landing  the  biggest  bass  ever  caught 
in  the  Timagami  Forest  Reserve. 
Accomplishing  the  unusual  gave  Mose 
the  keenest  pleasure  and  enjoyment. 

One  afternoon  the  "Lady"  and 
myself  were  fishing  in  one  canoe 
and  Bert  and  Mose  in  another.  For 
once,  Mose  was  unable  to  locate  the 
fish  and  wandered  all  around  the 
little  rock-bound  Lake  in  an  aimless 
manner,  while  the  "Lady"  and  my- 
self were  enjoying  the  best  of  sport. 
We  were  catching  them — big  black 
fellows — and  did  not  go  out  of  our 
way  to  give  Bert  and  Mose  the  laugh 
anytime  they  paddled  by. 

Finally  we  became  separated  and 
after  catching  three  under  the  shadow 
of  a  steep  bluff  and  being  pestered 
to  death  by  little  rock  bass,  which 
insisted  upon  swallowing  a  bait  al- 
most as  large  as  themselves,  we 
rounded  a  corner  and  beheld  an 
exhibition    of    r^ass    fishing  that 


The  Lady,  but  not  fishing 

will  always  be  remembered  as  long 
as  bass  are  bass. 

Bert  and  Mose  were  casting  along- 
side of  a  dead  tree,  buried  about  a 
yard  beneath  the  surface  of  the  water, 
and  as  fast  as  they  threw  in,  their 
bait  was  eagerly  and  voraciously 
snapped  up  by  a  huge  school  of 
bass  of  all  sizes  that  had  been  basking 
under  the  log.  For  five  minutes 
there  was  a  confusion  of  shouts, 
splashes,  ejaculations,  flopping  fish 
in  the  water,  on  the  water,  and  in  the 
canoe,  hurrahs  from  Bert  and  grunts 
from  Mose.  When  the  smoke  finally 
cleared  away  ten  fat  black  bass 
twisted  and  flopped  on  the  now  scaly 
and  bloody  floor  of  the  canoe.  Bert 
was  wearing  a  triumphant  grim  that 
extended  from  ear  to  ear,  and  Mose, 
his  face  wreathed  in  smiles,  chuckled 
and  said:  "Some  fishing." 

It  was  the  most  extraordinary  bit 
of  bass  fishing  that  had  ever  been 
my  good  fortune  to  witness  and  that 
night,  while  Mose  and  I  were  having 
our  smoke  before  pulling  up  the 
blankets,  I  asked  him  what  was  the 
reason  for  the  bass  taking  the  bait 
so  savagely,  considering  the  fact  that  y 
it  was  during  the  hottest  hours  of  the 
afternoon. 
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"Fish  mad  and  want  to  fight" 
was  his  explanation,  and  I  guess  he 
knew  what  he  was  talking  about, 
because  I  have  never  witnessed  such 
an  occurrence  since  and  as  a  matter  of 
record,  never  had  before. 

As  we  spent  day  after  day  with 
Mose  he  continually  turned  over  new 
leaves  from  the  book  of  nature.  One 
day  it  was  a  new  method  of  baiting 
and  the  next  a  novel  way  in  which  to 
string  our  catch.  He  fitted  into  his 
surroundings  without  the  least  trou- 
ble and  proved  a  guide  among  guides. 

Breaking  camp  was  not  as  pleasant 
as  setting  up,  though  a  heavy  rain 
fell,  and  when  we  pulled  away  from 
the  rock-ribbed  point  where  Mose 


had  erected  our  home  of  a  few  days, 
it  was  with  sincere  regret.  We  wrap- 
ped the  "Lady"  well  up  in  a  rubber 
coat,  Bert  threw  on  a  heavy  sweater 
and  I  donned  the  pack-sack,  but 
Mose  scorned  the  rain  and  with  his 
pipe  alight  and  bowl  upside  down  in 
order  that  the  drops  would  not  put 
out  his  tobacco,  sent  the  canoe 
humming  through  the  water  at  such 
a  rate  that  Bert  and  I  had  to  exert 
ourselves  to  keep  in  the  going. 

A  few  hours  stiff  paddling  against 
a  head  wind  landed  our  little  party 
at  Turner's.  All  of  us  were  soaked 
through,  but  thoroughly  convinced 
that  Mose  had  lived  up  to  his  reputa- 
tion of  being  the  last  word  in  guides. 


Albert  E.  Jay 


NEARLY  every  body  of  water  of 
any  magnitude  has  at  some 
period  of  its  existence,  been 
credited  with  harboring  beneath  its 
calm  and  placid  surface  some  species 
of  the  denizens  of  the  deep.  Even 
the  Grand  River,  which  flows  so 
serenely  and  peacefully  from  its  source 
through  the  beautiful  agricultural 
districts,  cities,  and  towns  of  southern 
Ontario,  eventually  pouring  its  large 
volume  of  fresh  water  into  the  turbid 
waters  of  Lake  Erie  at  Port  Maitland 
was  at  one  time  supposed  to  be  the 


abiding  place  of  some  unnamed  spe- 
cies of  the  deep  sea  tribe.  Just  how 
the  gentleman  had  managed  to  navi- 
gate the  dam  at  Dunnville  was  not 
explained.  He  probably  landed  and 
skirted  the  dam  while  the  night 
watchman  at  "slabtown"  slept.  Be 
that  as  it  may,  there  were  several 
reputable  people  who  had  heard  from 
a  very  reliable  source  that  Mr.  So 
and  So  talked  to  a  man  who  told 
him  positively  he  had  met  a  fellow, 
whose  father  knew  a  man,  who  had 
seen  this  scaly  monster  rise  out  of 
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the  water  anywhere  from  twenty  to 
fifty  feet,  snap  its  jaws  like  a  clap  of 
thunder,  survey  the  surface  of  the 
river  for  a  few  seconds,  and  dis- 
appear again  beneath  the  water. 
Once  a  rumor  gets  a  real  running 
start  a  prairie  fire,  or  a  spread  of 
chicken  pox  has  nothing  on  it  for 
getting  around,  and  like  an  avalanche 
it  gathers  size,  and  momentum  equal- 
ly. The  big  fish  as  some  referred  to 
it  was  reported  to  be  anywhere  from 
twenty  to  one  hundred  feet  in  length, 
and  from  the  size  of  a  man's  thigh  to 
that  of  a  sugar  barrel.  To  be  sure  no 
one  gave  the  rumor  the  least  cre- 
dence, not  any  at  all,  but  certain  of 
the  boys  between  the  ages  of  short 
trousers,  and  their  first  manipulation 
of  Dad's  razor,  herded  in  pairs  or 
squads,  and  gave  the  river  bank  a 
wide  berth  after  the  twilight  shadows 
began  to  fall.  The,  story  had  about 
died  out  for  lack  of  fuel,  and  the  kids 
were  once  more  taking  an  afternoon 
dip,  with  a  sentry  posted,  when  four 
boys  ranging  in  years  from  sixteen 
to  twenty,  planned  a  little  fishing 
party  to  take  place  that  night. 
Notwithstanding  the  fact  that  it 
was  a  violation  of  the  game  laws  it  was 
not  unfrequent  for  the  boys  along  the 
river  to  load  up  the  old  flat  bottom 
boat  with  pitch  pine,  set  the  light- 
jack  up  in  its  socket  in  the  front  of 
the  boat,  push  off  quietly  and  when 
in  the  middle  of  the  stream  light  up 
and  let  her  go.  Game  laws  were 
less  stringent  then,  and  fish  more 
plentiful,  therefore  some  of  the  first 
families'  sons  were  fish  bandits  with- 
out their  conscience  clamoring  a 
very  violent  protest.  Arrangements 
were  about  completed  when  Tom, 
the  wag  of  the  party,  wondered  aloud 
if  the  sea  serpent  would  be  prowling 
around  that  night.  The  joke  did 
not  bring  forth  much  hilarity,  and 
from  the  man  in  the  tree's  standpoint 
it  looked  as  if  the  wonderworks  of 
the  other  three  boys  ran  about 
parallel  with  Tom's.  However,  as 
soon  as  the  big  world  was  shrouded 
in  darkness,  there  being  no  moon, 
the  boys  secured  their  spears,  paddles, 

etc.,  and  silently  made  their  way  to 
the  boat  landing.  It  was  the  work 
of  a  few  moments  for  them  to  load 


the  wood,  adjust  the  lightjack,  and 
with  Jim,  who  acted  as  master  of 
ceremonies,  taking  his  place  in  the 
front  with  Bert  beside  him,  and  Tom 
and  George  acting  as  propellers  the 
boat  was  pushed  out  into  the  creek 
which  leads  out  into  the  river  proper. 
Without  a  word,  and  scarcely  a  ripple 
the  boys  paddled  along  until  the 
mouth  of  the  creek  was  reached. 
"Whoa,"  said  Jim,  and  the  paddling 
ceased.  There  was  the  flare  of  a 
lucifer,  and  shading  it  with  his  hat 
Jim  applied  it  to  the  fine  wood  in 
the  bottom  of  the  jack.  There  -was 
a  little  flame  at  first  which  was  soon 
fanned  into  a  bright  blaze  and  in 
less  than  no  time  the  wood  was 
crackling,  and  a  great  glare  of  light 
was  thrown  over  the  water  for  some 
distance.  This  light  has  the  effect 
of  either  dazzling  the  fish,  or  making 
them  curious;  in  either  case  it  is 
very  often  their  undoing.  "I  guess 
we  better  run  up  to  shore,  and  swing 
around  inside  the  island  first,"  said 
Jim,  and  the  boat  swung  smoothly 
,to  the  right,  and  ahead.  It  was 
scarcely  under  way  when,  zip,  Jim's 
spear  cut  the  water  like  a  knife,  the 
handle  slipping  smoothly  through  his 
hands.  With  a  chug,  it  stopped, 
and  a  three  pound  pike,  (up  here  we 
call  them  pickerel)  was  brought  into 
the  boat.  A  little  further  on  Bert 
shifted  his  body  slightly,  and  his 
spear  shot  out,  nearly  to  the  edge  of 
the  circle  of  light,  and  was  retrieved 
empty.  A  large  fish  went  tearing 
through  the  shallow  water  making  a 
sousing  noise  every  time  his  rudder 
went  wrong  and  brought  him  too 
near  the  surface. 

"Wha's  th'  matter,  loosin  your 
eyesight,"  asked  Tom  sarcastically. 

"No  he  was  afraid  of  hurtin'  his 
feelins'  or  breaking  the  hide,"  chimed 
in  George.  "He's  waitin  for  'em  to 
jump  in  the  boat." 

Bert  said  nothing,  These  boys  were 
real  experts  with  the  spear  and  paddle 
and  while  they  got  very  little  praise 
or  encouragement  no  matter  how 
many  fancy  shots  they  might  make 
they  got  plenty  of  roasting  no  matter 
what  kind  of  a  difficult  shot  they 
happened  to  miss.  They  were  there 
to  get  fish  and  results  were  expected  of 
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them,  not  excuses.  They  had  been 
out  nearly  an  hour  and  the  bottom 
of  the  boat  was  rapidly  covered  with 
various  sizes  and  nationalities  of 
fish.  The  party  had  arrived  at  the 
eastern  end  of  the  Island,  and  Jim 
opined  it  would  be  a  grand  night  to 
run  up  the  other  side  of  the  Island, 
and  down  the  long  mud  bar.  This 
trip  would  require  the  replenishing 
of  the  wood  supply  from  a  pile  on  the 
creek  shore.  "The  boat  was  headed 
across  the  stretch  of  intervening 
water.  The  spearers  assisting,  the 
craft  was  soon  pushed  through  the 
weeds  and  soft  mud  to  the  shore.  \ 
Stepping  ashore  Jim  hooked  the 
spear  over  the  edge  of  the  bow  plat- 
form, and  hauled  the  boat  up  far 
enough  to  enable  them  tc  load  the 
wood.  Bert  then  climbed  out  and 
gathering  up  an  armful  of  wood  was 
about  to  retrace  his  steps  with  his 
burden.  Suddenly  he  stopped  short 
his  eyes  popping  out  and  his  jaw 
sagging. 

"My  Gawd,  look  there,"  he  roared, 
and  flinging  down  the  wood  bolted 
up  the  hill,  and  was  lost  in  the  dark- 
ness. Jim  was  just  getting  to  his 
feet  with  his  load  when  he  caught 
sight  of  what  had  alarmed  Bert  and 
scattering  wood  all  over  the  shore 
followed  Bert  up  the  bank  and  into 
the  gloaming.  At  Bert's  yell  of 
alarm,  Tom  gave  one  fleeting  glance 
over  his  shoulder  and  yelled' 'Holy 
Jumpin'  JackrabbitsI  It's  the 
snake,"  and  cleared  the  woodpile  in 
the  first  bound.  His  intentions  were 
to  clear  the  boat  at  the  next.  He 
did,  but  not  exactly  as  expected. 
When  alighting  from  his  starting  leap, 
his  foot  lit  squarely  on  a  big  mullet. 
"Gawk!"  went  the  fish.  Tom's  feet 
went  up  in  the  air.  He  piroueted  like 
a  whirling  dervish  and  landed  ker- 
plunk in  the  soft  ooze  at  the  boatside. 
He  landed  on  all  fours,  and  probably 
thinking  this  would  be  an  admirable 
position  for  the  charging  reptile, 
gathered  himself  up  like  a  measuring 
worm  and  with  a  mighty  heave 
extricated  himself  from  the  mire.  He 
tarried  not,  but  with  a  clatter  of 

cowhides  disappeared  in  the  general. 

direction  taken  by  the  other  two. 

Poor  George!    He  had  not  seen  the 


cause  of    the    disturbance  at  the 
first  look  backward,  but  at  Tom's 
departure  he  took  a  second  look  and 
saw  coming  straight  for  him  two 
gleaming  orbits  that  looked  as  large 
as  the  headlights  on  a  twelve  cylinder 
Cadillac  to  his  terror-stricken  eyes. 
There  was  a  sort  of  whistling  noise 
coming  from  the  direction  of  two 
balls  of  living  fire.-    George  who  was 
an  agile  youngster,  let  out  a  war- 
whoop  that  would  have  struck  terror 
to  the  heart  of  a  dog  ribbed  Indian, 
or  a  Moro  headhunter.    He  touched 
the  top  of  the  woodpile  with  one  foot, 
the  deck  of  the  boat  with  the  other, 
and  the  next  spring  landed  him  on 
terra  firma.    "Wait  for  me  boys," 
he  called,   and  proceeded  to  clip 
several  seconds  from  Mel  Shepherd's 
best  record.  On  came  the  monster, 
George  could  hear  it   leaving  the 
water  on  his  trail,  and  his  cowhide 
boots  frisked  the  oat  stubble  until 
the  sparks  flew  like  stroking  a  cat 
the  wrong  way  in  the  dark.  "Jim," 
he  roared,  but  received  no  answer. 
Stepping  on  the  human  accelerator 
of  his  system  he  tore  along  with  his 
pursuer  gaining  rapidly,  and  almost^ 
upon  him.    On  it  came.    Was  this 
moment  to  be  his  last!    Would  he  be 
swallowed  whole,  and  never  found? 
He  thought  of  all  the  mean  tricks  he 
had  ever  played  on  his  little  -sister, 
and  the  number  of  times  he  had 
disobeyed  his  mother,  of  the  times 
he   had   shirked   school   and  gone 
fishing,  and  other  horrible  crimes. 

All  these  thoughts  passed  through 
his  terror-stricken  mind  like  Charlie 
Chaplin's  best  thriller.  On  came  the 
reptile,  skimming  ever  the  ground 
with  wonderful  rapidity.  It  was  now 
upon  the  heels  of  the  fleeing  boy. 
Why  did  it  not  seize  him?  Now  it 
was  at  his  side.  He  could  hear 
its  deep  breathing  as  it  ran.  He  felt 
the  hot  froth  from  its  jaws  on  his 
hands.  But  listen.  What  caused 
the  pattering  of  feet  when  it  ran? 
Surely  those  feet  were  not  attached 
to  the  body  of  a  serpent.  And  that 
skunklike  odor,  was  not  the  aroma 
of  a  reptile.  "Bow-wow,"  went  the 
snake,  and  at  this  terrifying  moment 

George  recognized  his  pursuer  as 

Bert's  old  crossbred  shepherd  dog, 
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who  made  it  his  business  to  patrol 
the  shore  when  the  boys  were  fishing. 
Becoming  lonesome,  he  had  swam 
the  creek  when  the  boys  put  in  for 
wood,  and  was  coming  to  pay  his 
respects  and  perhaps'  inform  the 
boys  that  he  had  enjoyed  a  little  mix- 
up  with  a  skunk.  Had  Old  Bounce's 
carcass  stopped  George's  No.  8  bro- 
gan,  his  skunk-hunting  career  would 
have   terminated   then    and  there. 


But  he  ducked  nimbly  to  one  side, 
and  George  nearly  dislocated  his 
hip  joint  retrieving  his  foot.  The 
other  boys  came  sneaking  back,  and 
Bcunce's    ancestry   was  slightingly 

referred  to,  and  his  popularity  was  at 

low-tide  for  the  remainder  of  the  night. 

There   was   no   more   fishing  that 

night,  and  the  Sea  Serpent  was  never 

seen  again. 


Edward  T.  Martin 


presumedly  birds  from  Canada,  keep- 
ing on  through  Dakota,  Minnesota, 
and  Iowa  in  great  droves  until  they 
reached  southwestern  Missouri,  Ar- 
kansas and  other  states  where  winter 
food  is  abundant  and  winter  snow 
largely  noticeable  by  its  absence. 

This  migration  has  been  comment- 
ed on  by  many  experienced  hunters 
of  upland  game  but  was  much  more 
talked  of  forty  years  ago  than  now 
when  the  chickens  are  rarely  seen 
going  south  or  anywhere  else. 

Said  Colonel  Bob  Crockett,  a  nep- 
hew of  old  Davy,  to  me  one  Novem- 
ber day  when  in  the  White  River 
country  of  Arkansas  we  were  watch- 
ing thousands  of  prairie  chickens  work 
in  ahead  of  a  coming  northerly 
storm,  "These  chickens  are  not  local 
birds,  those  raised  here  that  passed 
the  summer  with  us.    They  are  from 


THE  ruling  has  gone  forth  and  the 
treaties  been  signed  between 
Canada  and  the  United  States 
protecting  migratory  game,  and  its 
sale  has  been  forbidden,  which  is 
good  if  the  law  be  enforced  and  bad 
if  only  the  well  disposed  who  wouldn't 
sell  game  under  any,  conditions  are 
affected  and  the  pot  hunters  and 
market  shooters  go  on  as  before  only 
using  a  little  more  care  as  to  cus- 
tomers and  places  of  marketing  their 
wares. 

The  law  should  go  further  than  it 
does.  It  should  cover  certain  upland 
birds,  prairie  chickens  for  example,  as 
well  as  water  fowl,  and  bay  and  marsh 
birds. 

Pinnated  grouse  unquestionably 
migrate.  I  myself  have  seen  them 
going  south  across  the  Canadian 
line.    And  I  have  known  of  others, 
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the  stubbles  of  the  grain  raising 
states  and  it  would  not  surprise  me 
if  some  were  visitors  from  as  far 
away  as  Canada." 

Said  an  old  time  Minnesota  gunner 
on  another  November  day  as  from 
the  summit  ^of  a  little  rise  of  ground 
we  watched"  great  droves  of  grouse 
flying  from  the  north,  straight  south, 
never  slackening  their  speed,  making 
no  attempt -to  -  light,  "Our  summer 
birds  have  gone.  The  ones  we  are 
watching  are  mostly  "sharptails" 
from  Canada.  Some  will  keep  on  and 
some  will  stay  in  the  neighborhood. 
Later  in  the  day  they  will  begin  to 
light.  I  have  seen  them  do  this 
for  many  years." 

It  was  not  necessary  to  tell  me 
this.  I  already  knew,  for  on  at  least 
one  other  occasion  I  had  seen  a 
migration  from  a  point  near  the 
boundary,  of  pinnated  and  sharp 
tailed  grouse  from  Canada  to  the. 
States  and  if  any  returned,  I  feel 
certain  it  was  not  that  year  but  the 
next. 

If  any  birds  need  protection  it  is 
these  same  grouse.  So  why  not  help 
them  a  little  more  by  classing  them 
where  they  really  belong — as  migra- 
tors, although  there  are  so  few  now 
that  the  migration  is  of  tens  and 
twenties  instead  of  in  thousands. 

If  the  non-sale  of  game  is  to  be 
enforced,  why  not  include  in  it  the 
renting  of  fresh  water  ponds  and 
marshes  that  by  baiting  are  made 
into  shooting  preserves  for  the  gun 
clubs?  When  a  land  owner  rents  his 
duck  pond  for  several  times  more  than 
the  same  area  of  good  land  close  by  is 
worth  to  crop,  what  is  he  doing  but 
selling  his  ducks  at  wholesale  to  the 
gun  club  men?  What  is  it  but  rank 
commercialism?  And  if  game  is  to 
be  conserved,  commercialism  must 
first  be  driven  out,  there  being  no 
difference  so  far  as  I  can  see,  whether 
it  is  a  land  owner  selling  by  whole- 
sale on  the  wing,  or  the  market  gunner 
trying  to  sneak  one  over  on  the  law 
except  that  the  first  should  be  judged 
as  the  more  guilty  and  fined  the 
heavier. 

If  the  love  of  money  is  the  root 
of  all  evil  with  man,  the  desire  for  a 
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craw  full  of  good  grain  is  the  same 
with  all  game. 

Waterfowl  in  spite  of  constant 
shooting  will  hang  around  a  baited 
pond  Ipv  the  love  of  the  wheat,  the 
barley  or  the  corn  that  has  been 
placed  to  lure  them  there  when  the 
common  sense  with  which  all  are 
endowed  tells  them,  "danger!  danger!' 
Notwithstanding  they  take  chances 
and  stay. 

The  mere  use  of  the  bait  whether  it 
is  grain,  cull  beans  or  tomato  pulp, 
cuts  not  nearly  the  figure  as  does  the 
desire  to  kill  and  keep  killing  and  the 
mercenary  feeling  the  renting  the 
ponds  engenders. 

Said  a  club  member  to  me  at  the 
close  of  the  past  season,  "We  shoot- 
ers have  paid  old  Blank  something 
like  two  dollars  apiece  for  every  duck 
taken  off  his  two  ponds  this  year.  He 
was  paid  eleven  hundred  dollars  for 
the  use  of  those,  less  than  ten  acres, 
while  better  land  near  the  highway 
and  not  300  yards  distant  from  the 
ponds,  he  considers  well  rented  at 
thirty  dollars  the  acre.  He  does  not 
need  the  money,  and  he  had  a  fifteen 
year  old^  boy  pinched  because  he 
sneaked  {hrough  a  hole  in  the  fence, 
killed  two  teal  on  one  of  the  ponds  and 
sold  them  for  a  half  a  dollar.  I 
wonder  what  he  has  been  doing  but 
selling  us  ducks  all  the  fall  and  wish 
there  was  some  way  we  could  get 
back  at  him." 

So  do  I. 

There  are  few  people  living  who 
have  seen  game  at  high  water  mark 
and  know  from  their  own  observa- 
tion exactly  what  that  mark  was,  and 
I  am  one  of  the  number. 

Taking  the  published  records  of 
the  top  notch  market  shooter  as  a 
guide,  there  seems  to  have  been  but 
a  trifle  more  game  in  the  late  fif- 
ties and  through  the  sixties  than 
there  was. twenty  years  later.  Prair- 
ie chickens,  I  am  quite  sure,  held  their 
own  up  almost  until  1880.  They 
might  be  termed  birds  of  civilization 
following  the  plow,  the  breaking 
of  the  prairies  and  the  planting  of 
grain,  doing  better  on  their  gleanings 
of  the  stubbles  than  on  the  insects 
of  the  prairies.  All  they  seemed  to 
ask  was   a  reasonable   amount  of 
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food  and  plenty  of  cover  in  which  to 
hide  and  build  their  nests. 

I  am  told  that  while  in  1850  there 
were  but  few  grouse  in  the  far  North- 
western states,  then  territories,  and  " 
almost  none  across  the  line  in  Canada, 
in  the  more  thickly  settled  western 
and  near  western  states  they  were 
very  abundant  and  pioneers  in 
Minnesota,  the  Dakotas  and  Canada 
have  often  said  to  me,  "We  got  here 
before  the  chickens." 

They  grew  less  in  Kentucky,  Ohio 
and  Illinois.  They  were  never  plen- 
tiful along  the  Atlantic  seaboard  and 
as  they  became  less  in  certain  loca- 
tions, they  increased  in  others  when 
hitherto  untilled  lands  were  cultiv- 
ated and  bore  golden  crops  of  grain, 
there  being  fully  as  many  chickens, 
so  I  judge,  in  existence  in  1880  as 
there  were  in  1850,  something  like 
fifty  or  sixty  a  day  being  the  average 
kill  of  a  skilled  market  hunter  in  the 
fifties,  while  I  know  of  one  shooter 
who  in  1880  averaged  close  to  sixty, 
and  another  a  year  later,  a  farmer 
too  and  not  a  professional,  who  did 
nearly  as  well.  This,  mind  you,  for 
the  season  and  not  for  isolated  days. 

It  was  like  pulling  a  blanket  from 
over  one's  feet  to  keep  his  head  warm— 
the  same  amount  of  blanket  only  in  a 
different  position,  or  at  least  such 
is  my  idea. 

All  of  the  grouse  family  are  pro- 
lific layers  and  but  for  the  attack 
on  them  being  a  combined  effort  by 
the  gun,  the  mowing  machine  and 
reaper  as  well  as  the  plow,  there  is  no 
reason  why  the  blanket  has  shrunk 
until  now  the  entire  body  is  bare,  nor 
why,  under  improved  conditions, 
there  cannot  be  a  come  back. 

It  is  a  good  thing  that  a  consider- 
able part  of  the  prairie  chickens  yet 
in  existence  are  in  Canada  where 
game  laws  are  enforced  and  they 
receive  all  the  protection  that  is 
coming  to  them,  but  my!  how  much 
better  if  the  powers  that  would  be — 
class  them  with  rail,  with  plover,  with 
shore  birds  and  say,  "Yes,  these  also 
are  migratory.  They  need  increased 
protection  and  are  going  to  have  it. 


Don't  point  your  guns  in  their 
direction." 

Captain  Bogardas,  king  of  market 
shooters  in  his  time,  dates  his  activ- 
ities ten  years  further  back  than  my 
records  go.  He  was  at  least  con- 
sistent in  what  he  did  and  said.  He 
insisted,  "No  amount  of  fair  shoot- 
ing makes  much  difference  to  game 
in  a  good  game  country"  but  he  urged, 
"leave  them  spots  of  slough  grass 
to  nest  in  and  there  will  be  no  de- 
crease." I  wonder  what  he  would 
think  to  come  back  to  earth  at  the 
present  time,  to  see  things  as  they 
are,  to  hunt  as  I  have  hunted  this 
past  December,  to  spend  parts  of 
three  days  in  what  was  a  good  game 
country  only  as  far  back  as  1910,  to 
kill  every  bird  within  range  for  a 
total  bag  of  one  pintail,  one  snipe  and 
eight  "blue  mallards."  (mud  hens.) 
Still  it  must  be  remembered  that  in 
the  Captain's  time  there  were  no 
autos  to  multiply  the  distance  where 
a  hunter  could  go  after  game,  nor 
automatic  pump  guns  and  smokeless 
powder  to  aid  in  its  killing. 

There  is  little  doubt  that  market 
shooter  though  he  was,  the  Captain 
would  agree  the  time  had  come  to 
put  on  the  brakes,  to  stop  the  renting 
of  ponds  at  prices  which  mean  the 
selling  of  water-fowl  at  wholesale, 
to  fine  the  pond  owner  as  well  as  the 
boy  who  sneaks  through  the  fence. 
Also  to  make  the  fine  fit  the  crime,  to 
put  into  the  migratory  class  even- 
thing  that  may  belong  there  and  if 
there  is  a  doubt,  let  the  other  fellow 
prove  it. 

Let  us  be  honest  with  ourselves  and 
with  the  game.  If  "dwarf  domestic 
duck,  baked  prairie  owl,  or  broiled 
snowbirds"  appear  on  the  menu  of 
any  exclusive  club  or  restaurant, 
investigate  and  find  what  it  really  is, 
then  if  every  sportsman  does  his 
part,  it  will  be  easier  to  obtain  the 
proper  enforcement  of  game  laws  by 
others  but  4111  til  all  sportsmen  show 
a  proper  spirit  in  game  conservation 
and  are  willing  to  do  their  share 
instead  of  wishing  it  onto  someone 
else,  well  I  am  sorry  for  the  game. 


It  Often  Happens 

Harry  M.  Moore 


HE  was  the  King  of  Buck  Moun- 
tain! 
His  four-pronged  antlers  sur- 
mounted a  proud,  defiant  head;  a 
head  that  set  off  the  thickness  and 
roundness  of  his  sleek  neck.   (Old  Bill 

saw  him  once.    Old  Bill  ). 

He  was  the  King  of  Buck  Mountain. 
Fie  was  the  King  Back  of  the  hills, 
with  the  speed   of  the   wind,  the 
cunning  of  the  fox,  and  the  courage  in 
battle,  of  the  lion. 

!  .  Three,  four,  maybe  five  years  before 
he  tried  to  steady  himself  on  his 
wobbly  legs  while  viewing  Mother 
Earth  for  the  first  time.  That  was  in 
the  Big  Park.  There  in  that  eighty- 
five  mile  square  breeding  grounds,  he 
grew  to  maturity  and  to  wander.  One 
day  he  wandered  outside  the  limits 
defined  by  The  Law.  And— he  never 
went  back. 

By  day  he  slept  in  one  of  the  soft 
beds  in  the  big  swamp  back  of  the 
river.  By  night  he  climbed  the  slopes 
of  the  hills  for  the  tender  shoots  of 
the  sumach,  or  to  bury  his  antlers  into 
the  sides  of  any  young  buck  that  dared 
come  between  him  and  his  does. 

He  was  the  King  of  Buck  Mountain. 
Ah,  the  king  has  not  the'  gift  of 
prophesy.  He  has  not  the  power  to 
say  how  long  he  shall  reign. 

Occasionally  he  crossed  the  hills, 
descended  the  steppes,  and  dsank 
from  the  rapidly  running  river.  Or 
he  would  stand  in  the  water  and  study 
his  moon-made  reflection.  He  was  a 
big  deer  then — a  super-buck  in  a 
super-land.  Once  he  came  to  the 
river,  and — 

Unannounced  The  Kid  breezed  in 
on  the  "mixed"  at  noon  and  leaned 
his  old  .38-55  against  the  tent.  He 
poked  his  face  into  the  door. 

Big  Brother,  just  back  from  France, 
where  he  had  been  killing  Huns  for 
The  Big  Brotherhood  of  Man,  jerked 
the  pan  of  sizzling  bacon  from  the 
hot  coals,  and  swore. 

" What  the  h  1  brings  you  here?" 

Big  Brother's  brow  wrinkled  with 
undisguised  disgust.  Old  Bill  sat  on 
the  bed,  setting  the  table.  The 


hunting  season  had  been  a  rotten 
failure.  Neither  Big  Brother  nor 
Old  Bill  had  carried  home  a  liver. 
And  now — 

"Guess  I've  as  much  right  here  as 
you,"  The  Kid  pouted. 

"You  never  saw  a  live  deer  in  your 
life,"  Big  Brother  stormed.  "You'll 
get  buck  fever  " 

"You  got  it,  too,  the  first  time  you 
were  out."  The  Kid  drove  home  the 
thrust. 

"Let  The  Kid  stay,"  butted  in  Old 
Bill,  wiping  a  knife.  "He  might 
change  our  luck!" 

"Luck,  h  1!"  yelled  Big  Brother, 

turning  the  bacon.  "Why,  he's  as 
deaf  as  a  mute."  He  jerked  around 
to  The  Kid.  "You  may  stay,  but — 
you'll  never  go  into  the  bush  with 
me." 

Old  Bill  grabbed  the  loaf  of  bread 
and  sawed  off  a  slice  as  thick  as  a 
plank. 

"I'll  fix  it,  Kid,"  he  announced 
kindly.  "You'll  do  as  I  say  tomorrow 
morning,  and  we  shall  see  what  we 
shall  see." 

s  In  early  morning  The  Kid  sat  on  a 
log  beside  the  rapids.  Old  Bill  and 
Big  Brother  had  crossed  The  Dam 
and  were  somewhere  up  over  the 
hills.  Old  Bill  had  told  The  Kid  that 
if  he  let  a  deer  cross  the  rapids — — . 

The  Kid  raised  his  eyes.  Some- 
thing had  moved  in  the  saplings  across 
the  water.  There  had  been  no  sound, 
the  noisy  rapids  would  account  for 
that.  The  Kid  brought  his  rifle  up 
tremblingly  and  slowly.   And  then — 

Just  then  a  four-pronged  buck 

stepped  out  of  the  saplings  and  stared 
across  X he  rapids.  For  a  moment  the 
deer  studied  the  other  hank,  and 
then — 

~*He  straightened  up  suddenly  and 
turned  tail. 

The  Kid  sprang  to  his  feet  and 
played  the  lead  on  the  white  flag,  the 
while  his  heart  beat  in  his  throat. 

The  deer  leaped  over  the  first  ridge 
and  disappeared.  Cursing  his  luck, 
The  Kid  jumped  into  the  icy  waters 
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and  plunged  across.    He  scrambled 
up  the  slope. 
Rotten! 

He  had  missed  his  first  deer.  And 
Old  I^ill  had  told  him  if  he  let  a  deer 
cross  the  rapids — 

The  Kid  raised  himself  on  his  toes. 
On  the  other  side  of  a  log,  a  few  feet 
distant,  a  patch  of  grey  appeared. 

Along  about  noon,  Big  Brother  and 
Old  Bill,  silent- tongued,  crossed  The 
Dam.  At  the  rapids  they  -stopped 
to  enquire  for  The  Kid.  He  wasn't 
there.  But — 

Across  on  the  hill,  dragging  a  deer 
by  the  hindquarters,  apparently  un- 
aware that  the  animal's  horns  were 
catching  on  log  and  stump  and  tree 
was  The  Kid  who  had  never  seen  a 
live  deer  before. 

"And  he  would  have  split  that  old 


four-prong  down  the  back,  if  I  hadn't 
stopped  him,"  commented  Old  Bill 
afterwards.  "And  just  fancy,  two 
old  hunters  like  us  to  be  outdone  by  a 
pup  of  a  kid  who  never  hunted  before. 
Well,  don't  it  beat  all?" 

And  that  night,  beneath  the  my- 
riad starred  November  sky  a  daring 
young  buck  picked  his  steps  up  the 
slopes  of  Buck  Mountain  and  chal- 
lenged The  King  for  combat.  But 
The  King— 

The  King  hung  on  a  white  birch 
down  by  the  river. 

And  the  daring  young  buck,  having 
challenged  and  not  being  taken  up, 
became  The  King  by  right  of  his 
boldness.  And  the  do^s  without  any 
further  recommendation-  accepted- 
him.  For  lo,  the  King  is  dead;  long 
live  the  King! 


Some  Fireside  Yarns 

As  Related  by  Yukon  Dan 


E.  Dalton  Tipping 


I HAD  just  returned  to  the  City 
after  spending  six  weeks  up  north, 
and  as  timber  cruising  in  winter  is 
by  no  means  an  enjoyable  occupation, 
was  more  than  pleased  to  get  back. 

After  supper  I  struck  a  bee  line 
for  the  club  knowing  that  I  would 
find  my  chums  there.  On  reaching 
the  door,  it  beim*  partly  open,  I 
glanced  in.  Ed.  who  had  recently 
returned  from  a  big  game  hunt,  held 
the  floor,  armed  with  a  billard  que 
representing  his  WinchesteF  auto- 
matic, he  was  showing  the  bunch 
how  he  brought  down  his  moose. 
This  being  his  first  moose  he  was 
naturally  proud  of  his  achievement. 

They  met  me  with  tr^e  same  old 
greetings,  "Hello  frontiersman,  how 
long  since  you  left  the  blazed  trails? 
etc.  '  After  learning  the  latest  news 
of  the  outside  world,  I  was  called 
upon  to  give  an  account  of  my  trip, 
which  took  me  as  far  as  the  Pelician 
Mountain,  situated  sixty  miles  north 
of  Athasbaka  Landing. 

On  October  the  eighth  I  left  Ed- 
monton with  Pete  (my  guide)  and 


packtrain,  four  in  number,  including 
our  two  saddle  horses. 

It  took  us  four  days  to  make  the 
Landing,  where  we  forded  the  Atha- 
baska,  it  being  very  low. 

We  then  followed  the  river,  going 
down  stream  for  fifteen  miles  where 
our  trail  turned  due  north  to  Calling 
Lake  about  twenty  miles  from  the 
Athabaska. 

I  asked  my  guide  if  we  had  left 
all  humanity  behind,  as  we  had  been 
travelling  a  whole  day  and  had  not 
seen  a  soul. 

He  told  me  that  we  would  reach 
Old  Yukon  Dan's  cabin  that  night, 
which  is  located  at  the  south  end  of 
Calling  Lake.  Dan  spends  the  winter 
months  trapping  while  the  summer  is 
devoted  to  prospecting. 

Just  before  sundown  we  £ot  the 
first  glimpse  of  Calling  Lake,  where 
the  trail  followed  along  a  high  ridge, 
in  the  distance  we  could  hear  the  cry 
of  the  loon  and  occasionally  would  see 
a  flock  of  ducks  testing  their  wings 
preparatory  to  their  long  southern 
flight. 
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We  travelled  for  some  distance  in 
silence  save  for  the  incessant  cries  of 
the  waterfowl,  when  suddenly  there 
came  to  my  ears  the  clear  ringing 
blows  of  an  axe. 

I  glanced  at  my  guide  who  just  nodd- 
ed and  said,  "Dan  cutting  his  night's 
wood." 

On  rounding  a  bend  we  came  in 
sight  of  the  cabin,  and  on  seeing  us 
Dan  dropped  his  axe  and  came  to 
-  meet  us. 

He  gave  me  such  a  hearty  welcome 
and  hand  shake  that  all  formality 
seemed  to  vanish. 

Leaving  my  guide  to  attend  to  the 
horses,  Dan  took  me  to  the  cabin, 
where  I  met  his  young  partner  Ed. 
who  with  his  sleeves  rolled  up  was 
busy  preparing  their  evening  meal. 
The  cabin  was  built  of  hewn  logs, 
the  floor  of  poles  hewed  flat  on  the* 
upper  surface,  at  one  end  was  a 
massive  stone  fireplace,  above  which 
hung  a  fine  pair  of  moose  antlers  and 
across  these  lay  two  rifles. 

The  walls  were  decorated  with 
the  skins  of  birds  and  animals  in- 
cluding two  large  bear'  skins,  a  cin- 
namon and  a  black.  All  this  I  took 
in  at  a  glance  while  Dan  was  helping 
me  off  with  my  coat;  he  then  pulled 
up  a  homemade  chair  covered  with 
a  wolf  skin  before  the  fireplace  and 
told  me  to  make  myself  comfortable 
while  he  helped  Ed.  prepare  supper. 
By  the  time  supper  was  announced 
Pete  had  got  the  horses  picketed,  and 
told  me  under  his  breath  he  was  near 
starved,  which  (after  the  meal)  I 
was  perfectly  willing  to  vouch  for, 
and  with  perfect  modesty  can  say  I 
did  justice  to  it  myself.  Roast  ducks 
were  most  acceptable  after  several 
meals  of  bacon  and  beans. 

After  supper  we  got  comfortably 
seated  around  the  glowing  fireplace, 
enjoying  our  pipes. 

I  drew  Pete's  attention  to  the  two 
fine  bear  skins,  at  which  Dan  got  up 
and  brought  down  the  big  cinnamon, 
I  then  noticed  that  the  head  was 
hacked  and  cut  in  long  gashes  pre- 
sumably by  a  knife,  after  I  had  ex- 
amined these,  Dan  sat  down  and 
told  his  story. 

"I  had  quite  a  time  getting  the 
best  of  that  fellow.    Had  broken  the 


stock  of  my  rifle,  and  Ed  was  out  f6r 
supplies  taking  his  with  him,  so  my 
only  weapon  was  the  old  Hudson's 
Bay  muzzle  loader  you  see  standing 
in  the  corner  there. 

"Well  I  started  out  one  morning 
early  last  winter  just  after  a  fresh 
fall  of  snow  to  get  a  little  venison. 

Had  got  down  to  the  north  end  of 
the  lake  when  I  came  upon  a  fresh 
bear  track,  of  course  I  took  after  him, 
he  followed  along  the  lake  shore  for 
a  short  distance  and  then  hit  up 
into  the  hills.  I  figured  he  might  go  to 
his  den  so  I  went  mighty  easy.  Well 
I  guessed  right,  for  on  working  around 
a  windfall  I  came  to  his  den  and  there 
were  the  fresh  tracks  going  right  in, 
he  had  a  hole  dug  at  the  foot  of  an 
upturned  root  about  three  feet  across. 

"As  my  old  muzzle  loader  was  only 
good  for  one  shot  at  a  time  I  hitched 
my  big  knife  around  on  my  belt 
where  it  was  handy."  (At  this  stage  of 
the  story  Dan  got  up  and  took  down 
a  big  knife  in  a  heavy  leather  sheath 
that  was  hanging  on  the  wall,)  "This 
is  my  pet,"  he  said,  as  he  drew  it  out 
and  handed  it  to  me,  the  blade  was 
about  twelve  inches  long,  three  inches 
wide  and  as  heavy  as  a  small  belt 
axe. 

As  Dan  replaced  the  knife  in  its 
sheath  he  continued,  "The  bear  had 
dug  himself  in  a  good  six  feet,  and 
had  there  made  his  nest  ,  I  picked  up 
a  chunk  of  rotten  wood  and  tossed  it 
into  the  dm,  and  then  with  my  gun 
ready  cocked,  I  stood  a  couple  paces 
from  the  entrance;  presently  I  saw 
the  old  fellow's  nose  through  the 
semi-darkness  and  then  made  out  the 
outline  of  his  head;  I  took  aim  and 
fired  and  at  the  same  moment  grabbed 
my  knife  in  case  my  shot  had  not 
proved  fatal;  he  went  to  rush  out 
but  using  a  trick  I  had  learned  from 
an  old  Cree  Indian  I  slashed  him 
across  the  nose  which  caused  him 
to  instantly  draw  back.  I  tried  to 
reload  my  gun  and  had  got  the 
powder  in  when  again  he  made  the 
rush,  I  gave  him  another  slash  which 
had  the  desired  effect.  My  next 
move  was  to  reach  into  my  pocket  for 
a  lead  bullet,  moisten  it  in  my  mouth 
and  drop  down  the  barrel  onto  the 
powder. 
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*  ;;At  this  moment  I  noticed  a  short 
log  laying  to  one  side,  I  rolled  it 
against  the  mouth  of  the  den  just  as 
the  bear  made  the  third  attempt.  He 
was  bent  on  getting  out  and  I  slashed 
with  all  my  might  till  he  again  backed 
in,  I  think  if  it  had  not  been  for  the 
log  I  had  rolled  into  the  opening,  he 
would  have  gotten  the  best  of  me. 
My  final  task  was  the  hardest  of  all, 
namely,  to  get  the  cap  on  the  nipple, 
as  my  fingers  were  getting  stiff  with 
the  cold.  However  after  dropping 
several  in  the  snow,  I  managed  it, 
and  then  waited  for  the  final  rush 
which  was  to  either  be  the  end  of 
Mr.  Bear,  or  myself,  as  by  this  time, 
naturally  his  anger  was  properly 
aroused. 

"I  stood  waiting,  but  not  for  long, 
when  out  he  came;  the  log  obstruction 
I  had  placed  at  the  mouth  of  the 
den  impeded  his  progress  long  enough* 
for  me  to  take  good  aim;  I  fired,  and 
down  went  the  bear,  so  that  is  the 
story  of  the  big  cinnamon." 

I  looked  at  Dan  as  he  gazed  into 
the  glowing  fire,  his  face  tanned  and 
wrinkled  by  sixty  odd  summers  of 
strenuous  frontier  life;  presently  I 
asked,  "Didn't  you  realize  what 
chances  you  were  running?"  He 
just  smiled  and  said.  "We  who  fol- 
low this  life  don't  think  of  that,  to  us 
it's  a  big  game  of  bluff,  if  you  can't 
play  your  bluff  why  you  just  lose. 

"While  our  conversation  is  dealing 
with  bear,  I'll  relate  a  little  exper- 
ience I  had  which  will  show  you  how 
far  one  can  carry  a  bluff  with  a  bear. 

"I  was  prospecting  up  on  the 
Liard  with  a  partner  in  the  summer  of 
'94.  We  had  an  old  flat  bottom  boat 
that  we  were  lining  up  the  river  with 
our  outfit. 

"One  evening  while  my  partner  was 
getting  supper  ready  I  took  the  old 
Winchester  that  we  kept  for  shooting 
partridge  and  walked  over  to  a  small 
poplar  and  spruce  grove  in  search  of 
some  birds. 

"I  was  working  quietly  through  the 
bush  when  presently  I  spied  what 
looked  to  be  a  porcupine  in  one  of  the 
trees;  on  drawing  nearer  I  discovered 
it  to  be  a  little  cub  bear  and  on  the 
ground  at  the  foot  of  the  tree  was 
another.    On  seeing  me  they  made  a 


frightened  noise,  which  brought  the 
old  bear  on  the  bound  full  of  fear  for 
her  offspring.  At  the  instant  she 
spotted  me  I  was  endeavoring  to 
throw  a  shell  into  the  breech  of  my 
rifle,  but  the  blamed  thing  had  got 
wet  somehow  and  had  rusted,  making 
it  useless.  She  hesitated  a  moment 
and  then  charged  right  for  me.  I 
thought  and  thought  quickly;  to 
turn  and  run  would  have  been  fool- 
hardy, to  climb  a  tree  would  be  just 
as  useless,  as  they  were  all  small,  even 
if  I  had  time.  I  remembered  reading 
of  animal  trainers  cowering  wild 
animals  by  the  steady  gaze  of  the 
eye;  it  was  a  scanty  bluff  but  I  tried 
it. 

"She  came  within  ten  feet  of  me  and 
reared  on  her  hind  legs,  her  ears  flat 
and  her  eyes  blazing  like  fire,  her 
paws  held  in  midair  ready  to  lay  me 
out,  her  jaws  snapping  showing  her 
big  white  teeth. 

"There  we  stood  each  holding  our 
ground,  if  she  had  only  known  how 
scared  I  was,  the  game  would  have 
been  all  up  with  me. 

"I  can't  say  how  long  we  stood  that 
way,  but  presently  the  cubs  started 
their  frightened  whining  again,  at 
this  the  old  bear  turned  and  ran  back 
to  them. 

"  I  took  this  opportunity  and  backed 
away  about  twenty  feet,  when  she 
glanced  back  I  stopped.  On  finding 
that  the  cubs  were  not  being  molested 
from  that  quarter,  she  again  turned 
upon  me.  This  time  she  stopped 
twenty  feet  from  me,  and  did  not 
raise  up,  but  kept  snapping  her  jaws. 

"  I  held  my  gaze  steadily  upon  her, 
I  could  see  my  bluff  was  working  as 
she  seemed  unabl?  to  stand  my  steady 
stare.  She  would  watch  me  for  a 
minute  and  then  let  her  eves  shift  for 
a  second,  only  to  blaze  back  at  me. 

"She  couldn't  quite  make  up  her 
mind  to  attack,  and  yet  was  loath  to 
let  me  get  away.  Presently  she. 
thought  of  her  cubs  and  back  she 
went  to  the  tree,  by  this  time  my  legs 
got  the  best  of  my  nerves,  I  dropped 
the  old  Winchester  and  headed  for 
camp,  and  the  way  I  covered  that 
stretch  of  ground  was  marvellous. 
My  partner  wanted  to  go  right  back 
with  our  good  rifles  and  land  her,  but 
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I  said  'No,'  I  felt  I  at  least  owed  her 
her  life  for  sparing  me  mine,  but  I 
maintain  to  this  day  it  was  my  bluff 
that  did  it." 

Next  morning  again  found  us  in  the 
saddles  on  the  last  lapse  of  our 
journey.  While  riding  along  in  silence 
I  thought  of  Dan's  bear  stories,  and 
wondered  what  I  would  do  under 
similar  circumstances,  and  sincerely 
hoped  that  I  would  never  have  occa- 
sion to  play,  what  Dan  called,  "His 
game  of  bluff."  But  a  trip  up  in  that 
country  would  not  be  complete  with- 
out a  thrill  of  some  kind,  but  mine 
was  of  a  nature  entirely  different  to 
Dan's. 

I  was  coming  back  to  camp  one 
evening,  keeping  clear  of  tjie  standing 
dead  timber  as  there  was  a  regular 
hurricane  blowing  and  trees  falling 
in  every  direction.  Presently  I 
heard  an  unearthly  bellow  and 
squeal,  then  a  terrific  crashing  just 
to"  one  side  of  me,  the  brush  being 


very  thick  prevented  me  from  seeing 
what  it  was.  I  stood  perfectly  still 
with  creepy  chills  running  up  my 
spine  into  the  very  roots  of  my  hair. 
Then  presently  out  there  came,  not 
forty  yards  from  me,  two  big  bull 
moose,  and  then  I  witnessed  a  fight 
I'll  never  forget.  With  hair  all  on 
end  and  heads  lowered  they  would 
charge,  their  huge  horns  coming  to- 
gether with  a  clatter,  then  they  would 
turn  and  separate  only  to  come 
together  again.  As  my  only  weapon 
was  a  38  cal.  revolver,  I  felt  far  from 
comfortable,  and  was  greatly  relieved 
to  see  the  vanquisher  in  rapid  pursuit 
of  the  vanquished  disappearing  in 
the  opposite  direction  to  the  one  I 
wished  to  take. 

Then  Ed  let  out  a  hoop,  "I've  got 
it,  next  fall  we'll  get  up  a  party  and 
go  up  there  for  a  big  game  hunt. 
I'll  bet  one  of  those  fellows  is  a  fifteen 
pointer,  with  a  sixty  inch  spread." 
This  suggestion  was  followed  by 
hearty  approval  from  all. 


Various  Spe 

"Reader,"  Saskatchewan,  asks  for  a  de- 
scription of  the  different  species  of  deer,  in- 
cluding the  mule,  the  black  and  the  white- 
tailed.  The  following  are  quotations  from 
an  article  entitled  "The  Larger  North 
American  Mammals"  by  E.  W.  Nelson  in  a 
former  issue  of  the  Geographic  Magazine. 
Mule  Deer. 

Mule  deer  are  larger  than  the  common 
white-tails,  with  a  heavier,  stockier  form. 
Their  strongest  characteristics  lie  in  the  large 
doubly  branching  antlers,  large  broad  ears, 
and  rounded  whitish  tail  with  a  brushlike 
black  tip.  Their  antlers  vary  much  in  size 
but  in  some  examples  are  almost  inter- 
mediate between  those  of  the  white-tail  and 
the  elk.  Antlers  of  the  mule  deer  and  of  the 
black  tail  agree  in  having  the  tines  all  pronged, 
in  contrast  with  the  single  spikes  of  the  white- 
tails.  In  summer  these  deer  have  a  rich 
rusty  red  coat  which  is  exchanged  in  wintei 
for  one  of  grayish  brown. 

Black  Tailed  Deer. 

In  general  appearance  the  black-tails  have 
a  close  resemblance  to  the  mule  deer.  They 
have  the  same  large  ears,  forked  tines  to.. the 
antlers  and  rather  "stocky"  body;  but  the 
brushy  all-black  tail  distinguishes  them  from 
any  other  American  deer.    In  color  they  have 


cies  of  Deer 

much  the  same  shade  of  brown  as  the  Virginia 
deer.  They  have  the  usual  cycle  of  annual 
changes  common  to  most  American  deer — 
assuming  a  dull  coat  in  fall  and  losing  their 
horns  in  winter,  followed  by  the  resumption 
of  a  brighter  coat  in  spring  and  the  renewal 
of  their  horns  in  summer. 

Virginia  or  White-Tailed  Deer 

The  aptness  of  the  name  "white-tail"  for 
the  Virginia  deer  is  obvious  to  any  one  who 
has  startled  one  in  the  forest  and  seen  it  dash 
away  with  the  tail  upright  and  flashing  vivid 
white  signals  at  every  leap.  The  adults  have 
two  strongly  contrasted  coats  each  year: 
brownish  gray  in  winter  and  rusty  red  in 
summer.  The  fawns,  usually  two  in  number, 
are  dull  rusty  brown,  marked  with  a  series 
of  large  white  spots  which  remain  until  the 
gray  winter  coat  is  assumed  in  the  fall.  Large 
bucks  sometimes  attain  a  weight  of  more 
than  300  pounds. 

He  also  asks  what  kind  are  found  in  Sask- 
atchewan. The  species  of  deer  found  in 
Saskatchewan  are  as  follows:  caribou,  elk, 
deer  and  moose.  '  At  the  last  session  of  the 
Legislature  the  elk  was  removed  from  the  list 
of  big  game  animals  that  may  be  hunted  in 
that  province. 


A  Tale  of  the  Prairie  Foothills 

H.  Mortimer  Batten 

I. 

THE  Love  Moon  was  long  ,since 
past.  Coyoteo  and  Coy  had 
reared  their  cubs  in  the  rock} 
fastness  overlooking  the  Silvertrail 
River,  and  now  had  sent  them  out 
into  the  world,  wise  in  the  wisdom  of 
the  trails.  But  with  the  coming  of 
the  first  frosts  a  new  res'tlessness 
fell  upon  the  jackals  of  the  Silvertrail, 
a  vague  desire  to  wander  southwards 
with  the  sun  to  quite  a  distant  range, 
for  at  this  season  their  ancestors  had 
wandered  southwards  at  the  heels 
of  the  great  buffalo  herds. 

Only  in  one  way  did  these  vague 
promptings  have  a  definite  effect  upon 
the  resident  jackals  of  the  Silvertrail. 
High  on  the  skyline,  at  the  crown  of 
some  grassless  butte,  Coyoteo  and 
Coy  would  sit  together  under  the 
Harvest  Moon,  pointing  their  noses  to 
the  sky.  and  howling  their  lone,  sad 
wander  lust.  Other  jackals  would 
hear  and  trot  to  the  skyline,  over- 


looking the  wide  valley  flats,  to  an- 
swer echo  for  echo,  till  their  thin 
wavering  calls  spread  north  and 
south,  over  every  range  for  a  score  of 
leagues,  dying  and  fading  till  lonely 
ranchers  covered  their  ears  and  shud- 
ered.  Sometimes  the  song  would 
set  the  dogs  barking  at  a  neighboring 
farm,  whereupon  the  nearest  jackals 
would  change  their  tune  to  a  sharp 
"yap-yap"  of  mockery  and  defiance, 
for  between  the  jackals  and  the  farm 
dogs  there  existed  a  deadly  feud. 

There  was,  for  instance,  that  blun- 
dering old  fool  of  Bethman's  down 
at  Prairie  End  Ranch,  part  collie, 
part  mastiff,  with  quite  a  smattering 
of  bloodhound.  Bethman  spoke  of 
the  dog  as  "the  best  prairie  wolf  and 
fox  hound  along  the  range,"  but  little 
he  knew  of  the  night  side  of  Monarch's 
affairs. 

Monarch  was  left  loose  at  night 
to  keep  the  prowling  wolves  and  coy- 
otes from  the  homestead  yard,  and 
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each  quavering  echo  of  the  jackals' 
Harvest  song  called  his  bellowing 
roars  in  fierce  response.  Coyoteo 
and  Coy  would  listen  with  shining 
eyes,  then  "yap-yap"  in  answer  till 
the  big  hound  roared  and  pranced 
in  rage. 

S  Then  one  night  the  two  coyotes 
descended  from  the  buttes,  yapping 
as  they  came — down  across  the  Sil- 
vertrail  by  Bethman's  log  bridge, 
to  the  very  verge  of  the  homestead. 
Here  on  the  skyline  Coyoteo  sat  and 
yapped,  and  the  big  hound,  seeing 
him,  bounded  forth  in  fierce  pursuit, 
to  be  led  across  the  prairie  ridges  in  a 
panting  tally-ho,  down  to  the  Sil- 
vertrail again  following  each  twist  and 
turn  of  the  line  of  scent.  Occas- 
ionally he  lost  it,  whereupon  Coyoteo 
would  appear  on  a  neighboring  ridge 
to  yap  and  lead  him  on. 

Six  miles  from  home  the  little 
coyote  chased  his  tail  a  round  or  two, 
then  got  rid  of  the  dog  by  paddling 
down  the  shallow  margin  of  the  Sil- 
vertrail. 

In  the  meantime  Coy  had  fully 
explored  Bethman's  ranch  buildings — 
had  dined  sumptuously  on  Monarch's 
untouched  bowl  of  biscuits,  and 
having  emptied  it,  had  filled  the 
bowl  with  sand.  This  done  she  de- 
parted, carrying  in  her  jaws  a  slab 
of  fat  bacon  Bethman  had  kept  in  an 
outhouse  for  restoring  leather  goods. 

'  .      '  iL  - 

Never  before,  since  the  departure  of 
the  buffalo,  had  the  Silvertrail  known 
so  many  wolves  and  coyotes.  The 
wolves  were  the  direct  offspring  of 
the  ancient  buffalo-runner  strain, 
big  husky  cattle-killers,  schooled  in 
the  knowledge  of  the  steel  trap  and 
the  poisoned  bait,  and  on  the  head  of 
every  wolf  and  jackal  there  rested  a 
liberal  bounty.  Yet  there  was  no 
professional  wolver  in  the  Silvertrail, 
so  this  year  the  local  ranchers  put 
their  heads  together,  deciding  to 
supplement  the  Government  bounty 
by  ten  dollars  per  wolf  and  five  dol- 
lars per  coyote.  Thus  Wolver  Wells 
appeared  upon  the  scene,  gaunt, 
restless  and  sun-tanned — took  up  his 
abode  in  the  deserted  survey  shanty 
north  of  Bethman's  and  prepared  to 
settle  for  the  winter.    With  him  'he 


brought  only  two  ponies,  piled  high 
with  steel  traps  and  baggage.  This 
man  was  a  veritable  wolf  himself. 
He  could  run  from  dawn  to  sunset  at 
a  swinging  lope, carrying  forty  pounds 
in  traps,  pelts  and  his  rifle — sleeping 
happily  where  the  night  found  him, 
and  pff  again  at  dawn  to  follow  the 
circuit  of  the  huge  range  he  habitu- 
ally covered. 

Coyoteo  and  Coy  marked  his  coming, 
knew,  in  that  mysterious  way  the 
wild  folk  have  of  knowing  such 
things,  that  he  was  a  creature  to 
be  watched,  and  watched  him — 
peering  now  over  a  ridge  to  mark  ,his 
coming  and  his  going  till  soon  they 
knew  his  runways  and  his  habits 
every  bit  as  well  as  the  wolver  knew 
theirs. 

One  day  Wells  made  a  trip  to 
Prairie  End  Ranch,  returning  at 
dusk  with  a  cart  load  of  manure, 
which  he  led  across  the  open  plateau 
to  a  bare  place  in  the  sage  bush. 
Here  he  emptied  his  load,  forming  a 
lofty  mound,  and  at  the  top  of  that 
mound  he  placed  four  steel  traps, 
each  exerting  a  spring  pressure  of  200 
lbs.  He  knew  the  weakness  of  wolves 
and  jackals  for  ascending  such 
mounds  to  howl  and  view  the  land- 
scape, especially  when  the  hillock 
be  of  some  material  of  distinguished 
scent,  and  feeling  well  content,  for 
he  had  never  known  the  trick  to 
fail,  he  turned  home  with  the  dusk. 

But  Coyoteo  and  Coy  had  watched 
him  through  the  golden  haze,  and 
when  the  sun  sank  behind  the  buttes 
in  a  sea  of  crimson  they  came  nearer 
to  investigate.  This  human  creature 
with  his  mysterious  way  kindled  their 
curiosity,  and  their  very  suspicions 
as  to  his  good  will  bade  them  keep 
close  count  of  his  movements.  The 
faint  bree>ze  which  fans  the  prairie 
at  dusk  and  dawn  was  in  their  favour, 
and  sniffing  here  from  the  scent  of  a 
ridge,  padding  nearer,  circling,  sniff- 
ing, they  approached  the  unaccus- 
tomed mound. 

No  warning  scent  as  yet  reached 
them,  and  Coyoteo  became  bolder, 
trotting  out  into  the  open,  glancing 
around  at  Coy  to  back  him  up.  He 
trotted  to  the  hillock,  circled  again, 
then  prepared  to  mount  it. 
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Beware,  little  Coyoteo!  This  is  an 
hour  of  deadly  peril  so  bewarel  The 
man  knows  your  curious  ways,  how 
you  must  watch  and  pry  and  inves- 
tigate in  your  striving  for  a  better 
understanding,  and  sooner  or  later 
he  will  profit  thereby — beware! 

Scarcely  had  he  set  his  feet  to 
mount  when  Coyoteo  ^shrank  back, 
bristling  from  head  to  tail,  and  mut- 
tering a  warning  "girr-r"  to  Coy. 
He  began  to  scratch  in  the  sand  with 
all  fours,  growling  deeply  in  his 
throat,  for  there  on  the  mound  he 
had  found  the  scent  of  steel! 

Now  that  the  jackals  knew  where 
the  traps  were  their  suspicions  of  the 
place  vanished,  and  becoming  bold 
and  boastful  Coyoteo  deliberately 
sprung  two  of  the  traps  by  scratching 
earth  on  to  the  springplates,  while 
the  other  two  he  sprung  by  rolling  on 
them.  Then  in  the  glory  of  the 
harvest  moon  he  and  Coy  scattered 
the  dunghill  far  and  wide,  and  left 
the  Wolver's  instruments  of  war 
marked  with  the  signs  of  their  con- 
tempt and  mockery. 

No  longer  was  there  any  shadow 
of  doubt  left  in  the  minds  of  the  coy- 
otes as  to  the  man's  intentions  here. 
He  was  there  to  hunt  them — their 
deadliest  foe  in  all  the  range,,  his  wits 
to  theirs,  their  cunning  for  their 
lives.  Hitherto  they  iiad  moved  in 
unrestrained  freedom  about  the  range, 
hunting  in  daylight,  viewing  the 
broad  panoramas  of  the  Silvertrail 
from  the  skyline  ridges  but  now  all 
that  was  changed.  Never  did  Wolv- 
er  Wells  see  the  strings  of  coyotes  on 
the  hilltops,  as  he  had  .been  told  he 
would  see  them,  though  sometimes 
when  he  crossed  a  ridge,  he  found 
freshly  made  tracks  leading  up  the 
other  side  and  down  again,  and  he 
knew  that,  a  minute  ago,  a  coyote 
had  watched  him  approach  from  this 
very  spot — as  it  was  watching  him 
now  from  the  ridge  over  yonder! 
Sometimes  he  caught  a  fleeting 
glimpse  of  two  pointed  ears  peering 
above  some  near  by  buttress,  but 
always,  if  he  turned  his  eyes  that 
way,  the  points  would  vanish  and  he 
would  see  no  more. 

Coyoteo  and  Coy  became  creatures 
of  the  shadows,  keeping  always  to  the 


hollows  and  crossing  the  skyline  only 
where  the  sage  grew  dense.  Other 
mysterious  habits  they  developed,  such 
as  making  long  trips  to  a  neighboring 
spring  where  a  strong  and  sickly 
species  of  cactus  grew.  Here  they 
would  roll  and  wallow  in  the  sickly 
scent,  till  their  coats  became  impreg- 
nated with  it,  killing  the  scent  of 
coyote  till  no  dog  would  have  fol- 
lowed their  trails  with  any  degree  of 
certainty.  Similarly  they  rolled  in 
filthy  carrion  till  their  body  scent 
was  overwhelmed,  and  though  they 
had  no  knowledge  as  to  why  they  did 
these  things  it  was  all  part  of  their 
campaign  of  self  defence  against  the 
human  hunter.  Not  that  they  feared 
him — 0  no! — for  each  night  when 
Wells  was  at  home  they  yapped 
derision  from  a  near-by  ridge,  mock- 
ing the  man  and  his  cabin  and  above 
all  the  streak  of  foreign  white  smoke 
that  rose  straight  upwards  from  his 
chimney  pipe. 

One  meaning  Bethman  and  the 
trapper  met  on  the  range.  "You 
want  to  keep  that  dog  of  yours 
chained  at  night  time,  Mr.  Bethman," 
said  Wells.  "I  ain't  using  poisoned 
baits,  but  I've  got  a  heap  of  steel 
traps  down,  and  if  he  falls  foul  of  a 
bunch — " 

"My  dog  never  leaves  the  pro- 
perty," replied  Bethman'  shortly, 
turning  on  his  heel. 

"That  so,"  drawled  Wells.  "Then 
I'm  mistaken,  I  fancied  I  saw  his 
tracks  eight  miles  up  the  creek,  and 
it  seemed  to  me  the  coyotes  *  was 
calling  him  out  every  night  to  make 
fun  of  him.    But  perhaps  you  know!' ' 

Bethman  turned  angrily  in  his 
saddle.  "That  dog  knows  what  he's 
about,"  he  said.  "There  ain't  no 
coyote  along  this  range  will  fool  him, 
so  you  get  around  with  your  trapping 
and  leave  the  dog  to  me." 

In  the  glaring  heat  of  that  after- 
noon Wells  set  out  to  lay  a  long  scent 
trail  across  the  wind  away  up  the 
foothills  plateau,  and  Coyoteo,  peer- 
ing over  the  ridge;  saw  a  sight  which 
stirred  his  curiosity  as  never  before. 
It  consisted  of  a  horseman,  riding  a 
small  pony  whose  hoofs  were  smeared 
with  wolf  muck  to  kill  all  suspicious 
scent,  and  behind  the  pony  drawn  \fy 
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a  long  rope,there  followed  a  grotesque, 
sprawling  something  that  bumped 
across  the  hollows  in  ever-changing 
postures.  Coyoteo  stared  and  star- 
ed, and  then  he  went  for  Coy  to  come 
and  look  and  together  they  watched 
and  sniffed  and  wondered.  Down 
wind  there  came  a  potent  and  seduc- 
tive whiff — a  whiff  of  dead  calf  in  just 
that  stage  of  advance  every  dog, 
whether  wild  or  tame,  delights  in. 

Far  across  the  wolf  infested  region 
Wells  laid  his  scent  trail,  so  that  any 
prowling  wolf  or  coyote,  hunting  up 
wind,  would  inevitably  strike  the 
line,  then  on  a  high  point  he  left  the 
carcass,  placing  around  it  a  wide  and 
scattered  line  of  traps.  Each  trap 
was  steeped  in  fat  or  smeared  with 
musk,  and  Wells  himself  wore  gloves 
so  impregnated  with  savory  scents 
that  they  left  no  tell-tale  sign.  Fin- 
ally, walking  backwards,  he  brushed 
out  his  tracks  around  the  bait  with 
the  tail  of  a  fresly  killed  wolf,  and 
rode  home  by  a  different  route. 

No  ijackal  could  have  resisted  fol- 
lowing that  scent  trail,  and  when  the 
twinkling  stars  came  out  Coyoteo 
took  it  boldly  at  a  run,  while  Coy 
ranged  wide,  watching  him  from  the 
shadows.  Up  to  the  naked  ridge 
it  led  fhermand  there,  full  in  the  open, 
diffusing  its  enticing  invitation  on  the 
night  wind  as  it  lay  with  legs  aspiring 
stiffly  skywards,  was  the  calf! 

The  jackals  hung  back,  circling, 
sniffing,  crossing  and  criss  crossing 
on  the  windward  side,  but  slowly 
drawing  in.  Each  foot  of  land  they 
quartered  with  their  nostrils,  but 
there  was  no  scent  of  steel.  Coyoteo 
bellied  down  and  began  to  creep, 
eyes  shininr,  licking  his  chops. 
Something  whispered  "Keep  way! 
Keep  away!"  But  a  strom  er  voice 
urged — "Come  on!  Come  on!  It  is 
all  for  you!" 

Then  across  the  plateau,  following 
the  very  trail  they  themselves  had 
followed,  there  came  the  sound  of 
heavy  breathing,  of  clumsy  foot- 
steps in  the*  sand  and  pebbles.  A 
figure  showed  on  the  skyline  and 
disappeared — a  heavy  body  crashed 
through  the  sage  bush,  bounding 
fearlessly  towards  them.  No  wolf 
this,  for  a  wolf  comes  like  a  coyote, 


zig-zagging  up  wind,  or  if  there  is  no 
wind  he  comes  in  ever-narrowing 
circles. 

The  coyotes  slunk  away,  then  full 
into  the  starlight  there  plunged, 
red-eyed,  saliva  dripping  from  his 
massive  jaws  —  Bethman's  hound. 
He  roared  at  the  coyotes  and  plunged 
on,  eager  to  claim  undivided  posses- 
sion of  the  feast,  when — ping!  The 
steel  jaws  of  a  trap  closed  upon  his 
foreleg,  throwing  him  heavily.  With 
a  roar  of  rage  and  pain  he  turned,  his 
yellow  fangs  slashing  at  the  trap, 
when — ping!  A  vice-like  grip  closed 
upon  one  of  his  hind  .  legs,  pinning 
him  down  in  a  helpless  attitude,  and 
there  sounded  the  whine  of  a  dog  in 
fear  and  despair. 

"Yap-yap!  Yap-yap-yap!"  Coy- 
oteo and  Coy  came  out  from  the  sage 
bush,  wagging  their  tails  and  parad- 
ing round  in  a  wide  circle.  The 
hound  bounded  in  their  direction, 
but  now  there  was  a  new  note  in  his 
bellowing  roars.  The  jackals  pointed 
their  muzzles  to  the  stars  and  yapped, 
but  slowly  the  yaps  became  longer, 
less  sharp,  till  they  merged  into  the 
long  ringing  cadences  of  the  rally  call. 

But  across  the  eerie  quietude  there 
came  another  sound,  a  deep,  base, 
"boo-ooo,"  palpitating  and  fierce,  but 
dailing  off  into  a  murmur.  If  filled 
the  hills  with  multitudinous  voices, 
swelling  upwards  to  the  butt.es,  echo- 
ing and  re-echoing  across  the  valley 
indescribably  sinister  and  sad.  The 
hound  grovelled  down  with  a  shudder 
of  fear,  Coyoteo  and  Coy,  with  a 
final  mocking  "yap,"  slunk  into  the 
sage,  then  full  into  the  starlight 
across  the  plateau  there  surged  a 
crowd  of  timber  wolves!  _^ 

It  was  a*  large  pack  for  the  time 
of  the  year,  five  in  number,  and  they 
too  broke  up,  circled  and  zig-zagged, 
scratching  with  all  fours  and  peer- 
ing with  cold  yellow  eyes  at  the 
grovelling,  trembling  hound.  Like 
ghosts  of  death  they  came  und  went — 
dim  grey  figures  and  glowing  points 
of  light,  but  rapidly  the  circle  nar- 
rowed, narrowed,  then  closed  in. 
For  a  moment  there  was  a  bristling, 
devilish  heap,  a  confusion  of  ghastly 
sounds,  then  silence  fell  once  more, 
to  be  broken  suddenly  by  the  "yap- 
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yap"  of  a  coyote  at  the  crown  of  a 
distant  ridge. 

When  Wells  came  up  with  the 
first  grey  glimmering  of  dawn  he 
found  two  wolves  fast  in  his  sets. 
Two  other  traps  had.  been  sprung, 
but  the  only  indication  as  to  what 
had  sprung  them  were  a  few  scattered 
remnants  of  what  Had  once  evidently 
been  a  dog. 

ML 

The  great  silence  of  the  Snow  moon 
came,  bringing  its  biting  frosts  and 
its  dead  clear,  hungry  nights.  Vague 
and  vast  lay  the  plateaux  of  the 
Silvertrail  under  their  first  fall  of 
snow,  tinted  each  dawn  and  sunrise 
with  colours  beautiful  beyond  belief. 
But  the  awful  loneliness  of  the  place 
was  crushing  in  its  magnitude.  There 
was  no  sound,  save  the  short,  sharp 
croak  of  the  ravens.  The  laughing 
Silvertrail  was  frozen  from  bank  to 
bank,  from  surface  to  bed,  and  like- 
wise the  thousand  .laughing  creeks 
that  fed  it.  The  very  buttes  were 
festooned  and  pillared  with  ice,  flash- 
ing in  prism  colors,  and  it  seemed  to 
Wells  that  he  was  the  one  lone,  living 
thing  amidst  the  abandonment. ' 

Yet  there  was  life,  and  when  Wells 
came  to  take  the  census  of  the  range 
he  saw  that  a  rich  harvest  was  yet 
in  store  for  him.  His  hunting  now 
took  on  a  different  form,  he  became 
even  more  alert  and  watchful,  and 
always,  now,  he  carried  a  rifle. 

One  day,  as  he  trudged:  alone 
through  the  silence,  the  trapper 
caught  a  momentary  glimpse  of 
pointed  ears  protruding  above  a 
neighboring  ridge.  He  did  not  turn 
and  look  that  way,  but  presently 
he  stopped,  drew  the  silk  shelter  from 
his  pack,  and  erected  it  roughly  in  the 
centre  of  the  plateau.  This  done  he 
grovelled  a  hole  in  the  ground  with  his 
hand  pick,  laid  something  inside  it, 
scratched  back  the  dust,  and  lit  a 
small  fire  over  the  spot.  Soon  he 
had  coffee  boiling,  while  the  savory 
scent  of  frizzling  bacon  filled  the  air, 
then,  as  he  sat  over  his  pipe  and  the 
fire  burnt  low,  he  carelessly  tossed  a 
few  scraps  of  fat  bacon  into  the  red 
embers. 

Within  an  hour  Wells  had  broken 
camp  and  was  under  way  again,  and 


no  sooner  was  he  out  of  sight  then 
Coyoteo  and  Coy  came  trotting  over 
the  ridge,  to  explore  the  old  camping 
ground  and  see  what  the  man  had 
done — incidentally  to  nose  to  its 
origin  that  delightful  sniff  of  bacon. 
There  are  but  two  things  can  hide 
the  scent  of  steel,  fire  and  water,  and 
when  the  two  jackals  came  trotting 
up  the  embers  were  cold — cold  but 
seductive  with  the  scent  of  friz- 
zling bacon.  Such  dainties  were  for 
Coy,  and  seated  on  his  haunches 
Coyoteo  watched  her  scratching  am- 
ong the  ashes  for  the  tempting 
morsels.  But  suddenly  there  was  a 
thud,  and  a  little  cloud  of  ashes  rose 
into  the  air.  Coy  started  back  than 
grovelled  down,  whining,  frightened, 
for  she  was  a  prisoner  in  the  wolver's 
trap! 

Yes,  now  at  the  time  when  they 
had  least  suspected  danger — for  had 
they  not,  hitherto,  exploring  the 
camping  grounds  of  every  traveller 
in  these  hills? — their  curiosity  had 
proved  their  undoing,  and  Coy,  firm- 
ly held  by  a  forepaw,  knew  that  the 
dreaded  hour  had  come  at  last.  She 
rose,  and  backed  away,  dragging  the 
trap  from  among  the  ashes,  but  to  it 
was  attached,  by  a  length  of  chain, 
a  heavy  log  of  wood. 

Coyoteo  bristled  as  he  watched, 
then  he  fell  upon  the  trap  in  a  fury 
of  rage  and  fear,  gnawing  at  the  jaws, 
tearing  at  the  springs,  but  still  Coy 
remained  a  prisoner^  He  trotted  off 
a  few  paces,whining  to  her  to  follow, 
and  dragging  the  trap  with  her  she 
limped  a  few  paces  till  the  heavy  log 
hitched  up  in  the  sage  bush,  then  she 
crouched  and  sobbed — long,  pitiful 
moaning  sobs  that  shook  her  whole 
slim  body. 

Again  Coyoteo  was  at  her  side, 
rubbing  his  flank  to  hers,  showering 
his  kisses  upon  her  muzzle,  then  he 
fell  and  attacked  the  log,  holding  it 
between  his  forepaws  and  gnawing 
it  in  a  frenzy  of  hate.  But  the  log 
was  of  well  seasoned  ash,  and  soon 
the  splinters  were  stained  with  blood 
from  the  coyote's  jaws,  yet  he  had 
taught  that  log  a  lesson,  taught  it 
not  to  interfere,  and  triumphantly 
now  he  trotted  off,  looking  hack, 
and  whining  for  Coy  to  follow. 
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Again  she  tried,  but  again  the 
hateful  log  jerked  her  back,  and 
she  sank  whimpering  in  the  snow. 

Coyoteo  jellied  up  to  her,  grovell- 
ing, entreating,  soothing  her  heated 
muzzle  with  his  soft,  warm  tongue, 
peering  up  into  her  face,  seeming 
to  say  to  her — "Come  away  with  me 
come!  0  leave  this  hateful  thing 
behind!" 

But  he  did  not  understand — he  did 
not  understand!  Diligently  now  he 
began  to  scratch  beside  the  log,  but 
the  ground  was  ice  hard  and  he  made 
no  progress.  He  attacked  the  sage 
scrub,  tearing  at  the  roots  and  twigs, 
scattering,  the  ground  with  them, 
then  he  scooped  up  roots  and  twigs, 
swept  up  little  mounds  of  snow  on  and 
about  the  log,  trying  to  bury  it, 
trampling  it  in,  then  scooping  more 
and  more  till  the  hateful  thing  was 
covered.  Full  of  confidence  now, 
assured  that  the  chief  hindrance 
was  effectively  done  .away  with,  he 
whined  for  Coy  to  follow,  but  as  she 
did  so  the  log  was  jerked  from  its 
covering  and  she  sank  trembling  in 
the  snow  again. 

"Coy  —  Coy,  what  can  I  do  for 
you?  I  know  only  that  some  great 
misfortune  has  befallen  us,  but  I 
know  aot  how  to  contend  with  it!  I 
do  not  understand — I  cann ot  under- 
stand!" He  lay  panting  at  her  side, 
at  times  caressing  her,  snapping  at 
the  trap,  the  chain,  the  log,  covering 
one  then  the  other  with  snow,  hiding 
them  with  infinite  care,  trampling 
them  in,  but  always,  when  she  rose 
to  follow,  the  hateful  things  were 
there. 

Over  the  brow  and  across  the 

plateau   there   came   a  "tramp  

tramp —  tramp."  Wells,  looking 
back  from  a  distant  ridge,  had  seen 
the  two  coyotes,  one  fast  in  the  trap, 
and  so  was  returning  home.  As  he 
drew  near  Coy  lay  very  still,  watch- 
ing, watching,  but  Coyoteo  fell  in  a 
frenzy  upon  the  trap,  the  chain,  the 
log,  tearing  a  I  one  then  the  other, 
while  across  the  stillness  rang  the 
sound  of  nis  frenzied  yaps  and  whines. 

Only  two  hundred  yards  separated 
them  now,  and  Wells  dropped  to  one 
knee  and  fired.  The  bullet  cast  up  a 
cloud  of  stinging  snow  at  Coyoteo's 


very  muzzle,  he  stole  back  into  the 
scrub,  whining — calling,  calling,  for 
Coy  to  follow,  but  she  did  not  answer. 
She  looked  up  into  the  man's  face 
with  great,  pleading,  sorrowful  eyes, 
while  Coyoteo  circled  round  watching 
— dreading — waiting. 

IV. 

Wells  did  not  kill  the.  little  vixen, 
for  he  knew  that  he  now  possessed 
a  certain  bait  whereby  he  could  bring 
about  the  fall  of  Coyoteo,  and  that 
night  found  the  little  jackal  chained 
by  a  heavy  chain  under  the  wall  of  his 
drying-out  shed.  She  knew  she 
was  a  hopeless  captive,  and  having 
learnt  the  extent  of  her  liberty  she 
crouched  in  the  snow,  and  made  no 
further  attempt  to  break  away. 

Long  after  darkness,  when  there 
was  no  sound  in  all  the  frosty  land, 
there  came  a  soft  "gur'r-woff"  from 
among  the  boulders  near.  Coy  an- 
swered it  by  a  little  soft  note  of 
similar  kind,  then  full  into  the  star- 
light opposite  her,  whining  as  he  came, 
appeared  Coyoteo.  He  carried  some- 
thing in  his  jaws,  but  for  a  long  time 
he  circled  and  sniffed,  testing  every 
foot  of  ground  ahead,  till  at  length, 
gaining  her  side,  he  dropped  a  dead 
bird  at  her  feet  and  licked  her  muzzle. 
With  little  soft  love  sounds  they 
nosed  each  other,  Coyoteo  licked  and 
caressed  her  wounded  paw,  but  he 
did  not  try  to  lead  her  away,  for  he 
knew  now  that  it  could  not  be  so. 

He  came  every  night  after  that, 
appearing  like  a  ghost  from  among 
the  shadows  with  little  cautious 
sounds  of  greeting,  braving  the  man 
with  his  traps  and  guns,  trespassing 
on  his  very  threshold.  Each  night 
he  brought  her  food,  a  storm-stayed 
bird  or  something  picked  up  on  a 
distant  ranch,  while  he  himself  be- 
came gaunt  and  thin,  for  food  was 
scarce.  Little  Coy  ate  nothing  from 
the  man's  hand;  Coyoteo  supplied 
her  needs,  faithfully,  lovingly,  yet 
as  he  knew  in  mortal  peril  of  his  life. 

And  so  Wells  allowed  the  coyote 
to  grow  used  to  coming  to  and  fro 
quite  undisturbed,  and  then  one 
evening  he  surrounded  the  little 
vixen  with  an  impassable  barrier 
of  buried  traps. 
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Coyoteo  came  as  before,  but  he  did 
not  fall.  Perhaps  some  warning  from 
his  little  captive  mate,  perhaps  his 
own  quick  senses,  conveyed  the  hint, 
for  at  midnight  the  trapper  heard 
the  pitter-pat  of  paws  across  his  very 
roof,  then  over  the  roof  of  the  dry- 
ing shed  to  a  point  directly  alcove 
the  imprisoned  vixen  Here  Coyoteo 
dropped  to  earth,  and  an  hour,  later 
Wells  heard  the  returning  pitter-pat 
of  paws. 

.  Next  day  Wells  extended  his  bar- 
rier of  traps  around  the  building, 
then  betook  himself  to  his  trapping 
line. 

It  was  a  dull  day  and  windy,  and  it 
happened  that  towards  noon  Beth- 
man,  passing  that  way,  bethought 
himself  to  call  on  Wolver  Wells. 
The  disappearance  of  his  dog  had 
caused  him  much  speculation,  and 
though  he  had  scorned  the  condes- 
cension of  making  a  special  errand 
of  enquiry  from  the  trapper  special 
errand  of  enquiry  from  the  trapper 
whose  pointed  warning  he  had 
ignored,  this  seemed  if  a  favour- 
able opportunity  of  gleaning,  per- 
haps, a  little  informatiom 

But  [he  found  the  door  closed  and 
the  outlook  bleak  and  lonely,  so 


spurring  his  cayuse  he  [turned  across 
the  ridge. 

Wait!  Was  that  a  coyote  playing 
'possum  under  the  very  wall  of  the 
outhouse?  Without  turning  his  head 
Bethman  drew  his  rifle  from  his 
stirrup,  swung  round  and  fired  at  the 
crouching  form. 

The  bullet  grazed  Coy  s  neck,  cut 
the  hair  in  a  clean  line  down  her 
flank,  and  she  leapt  and  darted  aside. 
As  she  did  so  the  choking  collar 
fell  from  her  neck,  cleanly  severed 
by  the  bullet.  She  leapt  again,  but 
the  chain  did  not  jerk  her  back. 
Hesitating,  uncertain,  unable  to  be- 
lieve, she  leapt  again — into  and  over 
the  line  of  traps,  then  fleet  as  a  deer 
among  the  boulders!  In  vain  Beth- 
man  strove  to  bring  the  sights  to 
bear,  but  his  cayuse,  started  by  the 
first  shot  would  rot  stand,  and  Coy 
was  free! 

Away  over  the  ridge  and  through 
the  sage  scrub,  on  three  legs  now  but 
lighter  than  ever  before,  loped  Coy, 
and  by  the  frozen  creek  Coyoteo 
awaited  her.  Gaily  he  chased  his 
tail,  eagerly  he  licked  her  muzzle,  then 
over  the  river  flats  and  through 
the  birch  grove,  heading  now  for 
quite  a  distant  range,  they  ran  flank 
to  flank  as  in  their  honeymoon  days. 


English  Partridges  in  British  Columbia 

Ed.  S.  Shrapnel,  R.C.A. 


These  fine  game  birds  were  imported  into 
this  Island  several  years  ago  and  have  in- 
creased very  rapidly,  the  climate  being  very 
similar  to  that  of  England.  They  were 
placed  on  several  districts  of  Vancouver 
Island.  Last  year  for  the  first  time  sports- 
men were  allowed  to  shoot  at  them  for  the 
last  two  days  of  the  season,  in  the  District 
of  North  Saanach.  Having  experienced  splen- 
did sport  at  these  birds  over  half  a  century 
ago,  both  in  England  and  Ireland  I  was 
anxious  to  have  another  few  shots  at  them. 
But  it  so  happened  that  the  days  appointed 
so  very  late  in  the  season  turned  out  very 
wet,  in  fact,  raining  heavily  all  of  both  days, 
making  trudging  through  the  muddy  fields 
and  rotten  stubble,  anything  but  pleasant. 
The  birds  under  such  circumstances  were  very 
wild,  making  it  almost  impossible  to  approach 


near  enough  to  take  a  shot,  large  coveys 
gathered  together  and  when  started  put  a 
good  mile  between  themselves  and  danger 
before  settling  again,  greatly  to  the  disgust 
of  sportsmen  generally,  whose  energy  and 
enthusiasm  was  completely  ruined.  The 
opening  of  the  shooting  season  for  nearly 
all  the  species  of  wing  game  on  this  Island 
is  far  too  late,  as  the  weather  is  generally 
very  wet  in  October  which  turns  an  outing 
for  a  few  days  with  a  gun,  into  wet  misery 
and  naughty  cuss  words  at  the  framers  of  the 
game  laws.  The  English  game  laws  for  all 
game  would  suit  this-  Island  perfectly  in  my 
opinion,  and  I  have  hunted  here  without 
missing  a  season  for  over  twenty-eight  years. 
There  is  a  great  necessity  for  really  sensible 
and  reasonable  game  laws  for  B,  C.  to  be 
enacted  in  the  writer's  opinion. 


/ 

The  Kejimik 

Phil.  H. 

AS  far^back  as  1902,  stories  began 
to  drift  into  the  settlement 
about  him.  Some  fishermen 
claimed  to  have  seen  him  and  several 
claimed  they  had  hooked  him,  and  lost 
their  fly  or  leader  as  a  result.  Some 
wise  old  fishermen  on  their  first  trip 
had  the  temerity  to  infer  that  it 
wasn't  a  trout  at  all  but  a  mud- 
turtle  or  an  enormous  eel.  For  the 
next  few  years  stories  about  him  were 
consistently  sprinkled  through  a  great 
number  of  narratives  told  by  various 
peregrinating  fishermen  from  all  parts 
of  the  world.  Since  all  true  lovers 
of  the  rod  and  reel,  sooner  or  later, 
drop  their  fly  in  Nova  Scotia  trout 
streams,  tales  of  the  monster  were 
naturally  spread  from  coast  to  coast. 
Talking  one  day  in  Vancouver  with 
the  editor  of  a  sporting  magazine 
published  in  Chicago,  -I  heard  again 
the  yarn  with  expected  variations. 
This  was  in  the  winter  of  1908.  I 
remember  the  date  well  as  it  was  the 
year  our  camp  was  built  near  the 
mouth  of  the  Kejimikijuk  River,  on 
Lake  Rossignol.  The  Chicago  edi- 
tor's story  so  impressed  me,  that 
I  resolved  to  make  some  careful 
inquiries  of  the  Indians  and  guides 
in  the  Rossignol  district,  as  soon  as 
we  could  get  out  ta  camp  for  the 
spring  fishing. 

Upon  my  arrival  in  Caledonia,  I 
asked  Old  Joe  and  Darce,  Frank, 
Tom  and  others  what  they  knew 
ab©ut  it  .  f  They  had  all  had  experi- 
ences with  him,  or  had  guided  "sports" 
who  had  either  hooked  or  raised  him. 
Although  generally  speaking  guides 
are  -notorious  fabulists  these  men 
seemed  to  be  perfectly  sincere  in 
their  belief  that  there  was  a  monster 
trout  in  the  lower  waters  of  the 
Kejimikijuk  River,  ranging  between 
Arthur's  Ledges  and  the  mouth. 
From  their  accounts  there  was  a 
perfectly  reasonable  inference  to  be 
drawn  that  there  might  be  a  number 
of  "him." 

There  was  a  peculiar  similarity 
about  the  ending  of  all  these  fish 
stories.    It  seems  that  although  the 


ijuk  Monster 

Moore 

fish  had  been  authentically  hooked 
a  number  of  times,  and  played  for 
some  minutes,  he  would  never  come 
out  of  water  but  only  show  his 
enormous  black  back  or  broad  square 
tail,  at  the  time  he  took  the  fly; 
but  after  that  would  keep  well  sub- 
merged in  the  deep  pools.  No  city 
fisherman  had  yet  been  equipped 
with  sufficiently  strong  tackle  to 
pull  or  "pump"  the  fish  enough  to 
take  in  any  line  after  the  first  down- 
stream rush  of  this  powerful  outlaw. 
He  took  line  sometimes  with  a  rush 
and  sometimes  with  slow,  persistent 
tugging  jerks;  then  he  would  go  into 
a  deep  hole,  sound  and  sulk.  Failing 
in  his  attempt  to  dislodge  him,  the 
angler,  finding  himself  hooked  to  the 
trout  instead  of  vice  versa,  would 
have  the  canoe  dropped  down  stream 
so  he  could  take  in  line  and  prepare 
for  another  rush.  After  navigating 
as  close  to  the  chosen  lair  of  the  big 
scrapper  as  was  thought  prudent 
the  fisherman  would  increase  the 
strain  on  his  tackle  to  the  limit,  with 
the  object  of  starting  the  fish.  Find- 
ing no  response  to  these  manoeuvers, 
he'd  try  jerking  and  pulling  and  end 
by  breaking  his  leader  and  losing  it, 
jor'would  give  up  the  fight,  slack  his 
line,  paddle  right  into  the  pool,  pull- 
ing in  the  line  hand  over  hand,  only 
to  find  it  securely  wound  around  a 
submerged  log  or  a  wind-fall.  Al- 
most every  story  ended  with  the 
leader  fast  to  a  sunken  log. 

Ma-tee-o,  an  old  Micmac  Indian 
was  sitting  in  front  of  his  tent  making 
pack-baskets  when  we  arrived  at  our 
new  camp  at  Lowes  Landing,  on 
Lake  Rossignol,  in  the  memorable 
spring  of  1908.  After  partially  get- 
ting our  house  in  order,  we  wandered 
over,  after  supper,  tc  sit  with  Ma-tee-o 
in  front  of  his  little  Indian  fire. 

I  asked  him  what  he  knew  about  the 
big  fish.  In  the  usual  contempla- 
tive Indian  way,  he  said: 

"Him  there." 

"Just  where,  Ma-tee-o,"  I  ventured. 

"Sometime    big    eddy  Trout 

Rock.    Sometime  Boom  Rock,  where 
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waters  get  mad."  (He  meant  where 
the  waters  divide  and  run  in  separate 
streams  to  the  mouth  of  the  river.) 

"Mostly  first  big  eddy  dark  side 

 below  Arthur's  Ledges." 

"Do  you  think  there  is  more  than 
one  big  fish  in  this  part  of  the  river?" 
I  asked. 

"Not  like  him,"  he  replied  quickly. 

"Did  you  ever  see  him?"  again  I 
questioned. 

"Three  four  time,"  said  Ma- 

tee-c . 

"Did  you  ever  try  to  catch  him?" 
I  persisted. 

^  Old  Ma-tee-o's  eyes  twinkled. 

"Me  spear  him  once." 

"You  speared  him!"  We  both 
exclaimed  together,  "How'd  he  get 
away?" 

Before  answering  Ma-tee-o  knocked 
the  ashes  out  of  his  old  pipe,  and 
indicating  a  lack  of  both  matches  and 
tobacco  by  feeling  in  all  his  ragged 
pockets  for  them,  he  exercised  the 
prerogative  of  the  Indian  race  in  its 
dealings  with  the  intrusive  white  man 
and  accepted  my  tender  of  both  as  his 
just  due.  Ceremoniously  filling  his 
pipe  and  tossing  a  pinch  of  tobacco 
over  his  shoulder  to  his  friend  the 
Wind,  he  lit  up  and  courteously 
handed  back  my  pouch.  After  a 
few  quiet  puffs  he  gravely  proffered 
the  pipe  to  the  lady  burdened  with  a 
portion  of  my  (up  to  this  time)  good 
name.  ,  Outside  of  a  humorous  twin- 
kle in  his§yes,  one  would  have  thought 
his  surprise  at  her  confused  refusal 
was  genuine.  Patiently  waiting  for 
Ma-tee-o  to  take  up  the  thread  of  the 
tale  of  his  experience  with  the  big 
trout,  I  smoked  and  did  not  urge 
him. 

"Wigumi,"  he  muttered  as  to  him- 
self.   Then  "Adookse." 

"It  was  this  way,  Cairfp-builder.  I 
was  young  man  trapping  on  Kejim- 
ikijuk  River  and  Big  Lake.  Big 
and  strong,  then.  (At  this  time 
Ma-tee-o  was  seventy  odd  years  old, 
small  and  wizened.)  "Plenty  moose- 
meat,  new  squaw,  two  three  

papoose,  wigwam  on  tenting  ground 
at  Trout  Rock.  New  ice  come  quick. 
Had  many  steel  traps  set  'long  the 
river.  Had  to  chop  'em  out.  Found 
mush-rat  in  trap  big  eddy  Ar- 


thur's Ledges,  I  tole  you  'bout.  Ice 
just  strong  enough  bear  me  up,  and 
clear  like  house-glass.  Mush-rat  was 
drowned,  but  big  fish  under  water 
smelling  'em, — maybe  tryin'  bite  'em. 
Made  smash  at  fish  with  ax  through 
ice.  Missed  him.  By  time  get  back 
to  wickiup  with  hides  and  traps,  tired 
but  still  think  'bout  big  fish.  After 
dark  take  bark  torch  and  fish-spear 
in  kwedun  and  pole  up  river  in  swift 
water,  and  land  on  thin  ice  in  pool 
where  big  trout  live.  The  hole  made 
to  chop  out  trap  had  thin  skin  over 
it.  So  make  li'l  hole,  fie  piece  moose- 
meat  on  fish  line  with  sinker,  put  it 
down  through  ice.  Then  stick  torch 
right  long  side  on  bank.  It  make 
big  blaze.  Wait  with  fish-spear  to 
stick  'em.  Wait  maybe  long  time. 
By'm  by,  he  come  nosing  'long,  easy, 
carelul,  like  fox.  He  meskek  fish. 
When  he  close  to  moose-meat-near- 
'nough-Wiskoodaga!  Hard!  So."  He 
indicated  his  spearing  motion  by  a 
sharp  downward  thrust  of  the  arm. 

"Matee-o  paused.  We  waited 
breathlessly.  His  pipe  had  gone  out, 
so  he  "borrowed"  another  match  and 
lit  it.  The  old  Indian's  dramatic 
sense  was  acute.  He  had  been  en- 
grossed in  his  tale.  His  sombre  old 
eyes  glowed,  and  as  he  sat  there  puff- 
ing his  pipe,  he  was  evidently  pictur- 
ing to  himself  again  the  wonderful 
moment  when  his  spear  struck  true 
and  fair  the  back  of  his  monster 
trout.  We  knew  it  was  best  not  to 
hurry  the  old  fellow  into  what  was 
to  us,  the  important  climax  of  the 
tale.  Finally,  exasperated  at  his  sil- 
ence, we  impatiently  urged: 

"Did  you  get  him,  Ma-tee-o?" 

"Spear  him  alright,  Camp-builder. 
When  try  pull  him  out  of  hole  in  ice, 
couldn't  lift  him.    Too  big." 

Again  he  paused. 

"Did  he  break  your  spear?"  "Did 
he  wiggle  much?"  "Did  he  get  away?" 
"What  did  you  do  then?"  were  the 
alternate  exclamatory  questions  of 
his  auditors.  But  Ma-tee-o  couldn't 
be  hurried.  After  puffing  some  more, 
exasperatingly,  and  poking  his  fire, 
he  closed  the  matter  up  as  folbws: 

"Pulled  and  pulled  on  spear.  It 
won't  come  'way;  so  take  ax,  and 
chop  big  hole  in  ice.    Then  build 
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nice  bright  fire  on  bank,  so  could  see 
plain."  He  repeated  the  perform- 
ance of  pausing  and  teasing  us  at  this 
particular  place. 

"Well?" 

"Well?" 

"Found   spear  sticking  up  over 
barbs  in  oak  log." 
We  breathed  again. 

"How  did  you  happen  to  miss 
him?"  we  asked,  after  we  had  digested 
.  this  last  bit  of  puzzling  information. 

"No  miss  'urn,"  replied  Ma-tee-o. 
"Kespeadooksit."  , 

And  that  was  all  we  could  get  out 
of  the  old  fellow  about  the  big  trout. 

As  we  sauntered  back  through  the 
moonlight  to  the  new  log-house,  we 
decided  to  make  a  serious  attempt 
to  have  an  adventure  with  this  mys- 
terious and  rapidly-getting-famous 
fish.  I  made  up  my  mind  if\I  hook- 
ed a  fish  that  had  the  power  of  turning 
himself  at  will  into  a  windfall,  I 
would  at  least  pull  it  out  of  water  and 
burn  it  in  the  new  fire-place  and  get 
a  great  deal  of  satisfaction  out  of 
giving  the  old  rascal  a  brand  new 
experience. 

Next  day,  we  made  ready  for  the 
tournament  with  the  crafty  and 
legendary  Salvelinus  Fontinalis  Mas- 
todonus.  I  put  together  my  five 
and  one-half  ounce,  nine  foot  rod, 
and  rigged  it  with  a  salmon  reel, 
salmon  line  and  leader.  We  took 
with  us  a  split-ash  pack-basket  hav- 
ing a  canvas  cover,  as  a  creel,  and  a 
book  of  salmon  flies.  Paddling  across 
the  overflowed  meadows  to  the  mouth 
of  the  Kejimikijuk  River,  a  distance 
of  half  a  mile,  we  assiduously  fished, 
all  the  pools  in  which  this  monster 
trout  had  been  reported.  We  caught 
a  number  of  big  fish.  As  I  was  using 
a  fly  something  over  two  inches  long 
with  a  silver  tinsel  body,  decorated 
with  a  pheasant  and  jungle-pock 
wing,  (which  I  had  tied  myself)  only 
a  big  trout  could  get  the  lure  in  his 
mouth.  After  sundown,  we  gave 
it  up  and  paddled  back  to  camp. 

That  evening  I  wandered  over  to 
discuss  the  subject  once  more  with 
old  Ma-tee-o.  He  was  taciturn  and 
moody,  but  finally  volunteered  this 
cryptic  prophecy: 


"No  man  catch  'urn  and  kill  'urn 
till  all  white  men  go  'way." 

"Where  will  they  go,  Ma-tee-o?" 
I  amusedly  asked. 

"Back  to  Boston,"  he  grunted. 

That  ended  the  interview. 

For  four  days  following  we  tried 
each  of  the  pools  in  turn.  It  was 
fine  fun,  fine  weather  and  great  fishing, 
but  no  monster  trout  showed  up.  On 
the  fifth  day  the  sun  was  so  hot  by 
ten  o'clock  that  we  quit  fishing  and, 
the  black-flies  not  being  yet  much  in 
evidence,  we  went  ashore  with  our 
lunch  basket  at  the  old  tenting 
ground  below  Arthur's  Ledges.  We 
lazed  around  till  lunch  time  in  such 
shade  as  the  budding  birches  meagre- 
ly tendered. 

As  I  idly  lay  on  the  moss,  my  eye 
caught  a  slight  movement  among 
the  leaves  near  the  lunch  basket, 
and  in  a  second  or  two  a  little  kan- 
garoo mouse  hopped  curiously  toward 
it.  I  cautiously  reached  for  the  dip- 
net  which  was  leaning  against  a 
nearby  tree,  and  the  next  instant  had 
Mr.  Mouse  all  tangled  up  in  it.  A 
few  seconds  more  and  he  was  wiggling 
alluringly  with  the  big  hook  of  my 
salmon  fly  under  his  backbone.  Play- 
ing our  hunch  for  all  it  was  worth, 
we  stepped  into  the  canoe,  pushed 
out  into  the  stream  just  above  the 
big  eddy  and  dropjped  the  kelick 
and  the  wiggling,  squeaking  bait 
almost  simultaneously  into  the  water. 

With  fifteen  feet  of  line  hardly 
straightened  out  in  the  current,  there 
was  a  splash,  a  tug  at  the  line,  a 
glimpse  of  an  enormous  square  tail, 
and  the  reel  sang  "Home,  Sweet 
Home."  We  had  hfrft!  He  ran 
straight  down  with  the  current  mak- 
ing for  the  middle  of  the  river.  With 
150  yards  of  real  salmon  line,  a 
leader  of  the  best  gut,  and  a  hook 
made  for  handling  a  twenty  pound 
Nova  Scotia  winter  salmon,  I  wasn't 
worrying  much  about  that  fish  getting 
away,  providing  I  could  keep  him 
from  snagging  the  line.  With  seven- 
ty five  yards  of  line  out,  I  put  on  the 
brake.  In  ten  minutes  I  had  him 
quiet  and  gaping  within  reach  of  my 
dip-net.  In  another  instant  he  was 
in  the  canoe,  apparently  drowned. 
He  was  a  monster.    The  mouse  was 
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gone.  My  hook  was  driven  com- 
pletely through  the  hard  cartilege 
of  his  upper  jaw.  Two  other  small 
but  much  worn  trout  flies  stuck  bell- 
igerently from  either  side  of  his 
cavernous  mouth,  like  Prussian  mus- 
tachios.  Many  a  ragged  scar  decor- 
ated his  lips.  Holding  him  up  with  a 
grin  of  glee  to  my  canoe-mate  who 
had  greatly  assisted  with  much  advice 
whilst  I  was  landing  the  historic 
warrior,  she  took  his  picture  with  the 
kodak  set  at  a  six  foot  focus,  and  the 
fine  light  of  high  noon  at  her  back. 
Then  I  weighed  him.  Six  and 
three-quarter  pounds!  I  laid  the  now 
limp  and  quiet  fish  along  the  after 
thwart  of  the  canoe  and  he  just 
reached  from  rail  to  rail.  By  doubl- 
ing him  up  in  a  half  circle  I  put  him  in 
the  pack-basket  creel,  ostensibly  his 
last  resting  place — but  one.  Reeling 
up  my  slack  line  and  making  my 
tackle  snug,  I  took  hold  of  the 
kelick  rope  which  passed  through 
a  pulley  on  the  bow  of  the  canoe  and 
aft  to  a  cleet  on  the  thwart  just 
ahead  of  the  stern  seat,  and  tried  to 
pull  it  up,  so  that  we  could  go  ashore 
and  have  our  delayed  lunch.  The 
kelick,  which  was  a  five  prong  grab- 
hook,  was  snagged  and  would  not 
come  up.  After  trying  to  dislodge 
it  by  all  conservative  and  traditional 
methods,  my  partner,  in  this  plot 
against  our  finny  antagonist,  made 
the  fatal  error,  (I  regret  to  say  at  my 
direction,) ,  of  moving  up  into  the  bow 
of  the  canoe  to  take  the  anchor  rope  in 
her  hands.  The  current  was  very 
swift.  This  action  of  hers  made  the 
canoe  bow  heavy,  and  it  immedi- 
ately began  to  switch  back  and  forth 
with  darts  of  increasing  length,  while 
she  was  tugging  frantically  at  the 
obstinate  hook.  I  did  my  best  to 
hold  the  craft  steady  and  pointed  up 
stream.  The  next  instant  it  gave  a 
lurch  and  we  both  leaned  to  the  high 


side.  Immediately  this  was  the  low 
side,  so  low  that  the  water  poured 
over  the  gunwale.  We  swamped 
and  tipped  over.  Assuring  my 
breathless  and  spouting  partner  that 
there  was  no  danger,  a  few  strokes 
brought  us  both  to  shallow  water. 
With  the  lady  safe  and  some  of  the 
water  out  of  our  eyes,  we  spotted  the 
creel  floating  downstream  half  sub- 
merged but  upright. 

'The  fish!"  we  both  exclaimed, 
horror-struck. 

Unsheathing  my  hunting  knife  I 
made  for  the  canoe.  Cutting  the 
entangled  anchor  rope  and  towing 
it  ashore  was  the  work  of  a  moment. 
Rod  and  dip-net,  and  one  of  the 
paddles  were  caught  under  the 
thwarts.  The  camera  was  gone.  I 
had  dumped  the  water  out  of  the 
craft,  jumped  in  and  was  paddling 
frantically  after  the  big  creel,  almost 
in  one  continuous  motion.  When 
within  a  few  feet  of  it,  and  perhaps 
100  yards  below  the  scene  of  the 
accident,  the  basket  gave  a  lurch  and 
tipped  on  its  side.  The  cover  floated 
partly  open,  and  as  I  shot  alongside 
and  made  a  desperate  lunge  for  it, 
our  big  fish,  with  others,  floated  out 
on  his  side.  He  quivered,  gave  a 
sluggish  wriggle,  righted  himself,  and 
with  a  disdainful  flap  of  the  big  tail 
darted  into  an  eddy  behind  a  big  rock. 

Perhaps  Old  Ma-tee-o  was  right. 

But  the  big  fish  is  still  there  ready 
to  break  a  lance,  (or  bamboo),  with 
any  doughty  knight  of  the  rod  that 
comes  along. 

Key  to  Micmac  words: 
Wigumi — "I  am  fond  of  smoking." 
Adookse, — "Twill  tell  a  story." 
Meskek — "Great,  enormous." 
Wiskoodaga — "I  stab  him." 
Kwedun — ' '  Canoe. ' ' 
Kespeadooksit — "The  story  is.end- 


THE  MUCH  RENOWNED  TURKEY 

The  North  American  wild  turkey 

is  the  original  species  of  the  Eastern 

United  States,  known  scientifically  as 
Meleagris  Americana,  whose  colors 
are  black,  beautifully  shaded  with  a 
rich  bronze,  the  breast  plumage  being 


dark  bronze,  illuminated  with  a 
lustrous  finish  of  coppery  gold.  This 
finish  of  bronze  and  gold  emblazons 
the  entire  plumage  throughout  as  if 
burnished  into  brightness.  In  the 
rays  of  the  sun  it  shows  a  most 
beautiful  combination  of  bronze, 
black,  copper,  and  gold. — T.H.H. 


Part  I. 


Robert  Page  Lincoln 


THE  bow  is  a  weapon  with  rather  a 
brilliant  history.  Perhaps  it  found 
birth  with  the  stone  age  gentlemen  and 
gentle  women,  for  stories  of  those  hunts  of 
yore,  in  quest  of  the  giant  mammoth  have 
been  found  carved  on  the  walls  of  known 
caves.  The  bow  played  a  prominent  part  in 
wars  that  have  decided  the  fate  of  nations. 
The  long  bow  and  the  cross  bow  were  used  by 
the  English  in  actual  service  as  late  as  1585 
when  they  participated  in  the  freeing  of  the 
Netherlands.  The  bow,  no  doubt  was  a 
dangerous  weapon  when  in  the  hands  of  a 
strong  man:  and  some  of  the  deeds  of  the 
early  archers  still  go  the  rounds:  though  the 
majority  of  these  are  fairy  tales  pure  and 
simple.  Figures  in  history  such  as  Robin 
Hood  and  William  Tell  stand  out  promi- 
nent, of  course  and  will  always  be  remem- 
bered for  their  exploits;  but  their  deeds 
have  now,  properly  taken  their  place 
among  the  narrations  of  mythology.  In 
savage  countries  today  we  find  the  natives 
using  the  bow  and  arrow  with  deadly 
effect.  The  bow  is  to  these  natives  not  only 
a  weapon  of  defense  against  their  enemies  but 
is  a  means  of  providing  them  with  their  daily 
meat.  Travellers  into  the  interior  of  South 
America  often  fall  under  poisoned  arrows. 
The  method  of  poisoning  these  arrow  tips  is 
explained  thus :  The  liver  of  some  large  animal 
is  suspended  to  the  end  of  a  stick.  A  rattle- 
snake is  then  hunted  out  and  is  made  angry, 
when  properly  incensed  the  liver  is  thrust 
at  him.  He  sinks  his  fangs  into  the  liver  and 
exudes  his  deadly  poison  into  it.  The  native 
carries  this  liver  about,  allowing  three  or  four 
snakes  to  thus  exude  their  poison  into  the 
bait  and  then  it  is  taken  away.    After  the 


poison  has  thoroughly  soaked  into  every  por- 
tion of  the  liver  the  arrow  tips  are  thrust 
into  it — thus  covered  with  the  vicious  liquid 
and  when  dried  they  are  ready  to  be  used. 
Needless  to  state  the  arrow  thus  becomes  a 
menace  of  the  worst  stripe:  sure  death  to  the 
one  hit  with  it  in  a  vital  spot! 

No  doubt  in  the  early  days  there  were  men 
so  proficient  in  the  art  of  archery  that,  were 
they  living  today,  our  wonder  would  be  arous- 
ed. However  a  veil  has  fallen  upon  the  past 
and  we  have  no  detailed  accounts  coming  up 
through  history  to  direct  us  right  on  this  score. 
The  Cossacks  of  Russia  were  brought  up  to 
be  horsemen  from  their  very  youth:  and  nat- 
urally they  have  been  the  most  daring  and 
efficient  horsemen  and  cavalrymen  in  the 
world.  In  the  early  days  in  England  men 
were  reared  and  taught  archery  from  the  cra- 
dle, one  might  say:  the  ultimate  goal  of  every 
archer  trained  being  his  position  on  the  battle- 
field. The  bows  of  the  early  archers  in  Eng- 
land were  made  of  the  famous  yew:  but  so 
persistent  was  the  demand  for  this  wood,  and 
so  little  was  it  grown,  or  cultured  that  today 
it  is  hard  to  obtain,  if  it  is  obtainable  at  all. 
No  doubt  the  yew- wood  makes  for  the  best 
wood  obtainable,  when  it  is  dressed  into  a 
bow-stick.  v 

There  are  societies  of  Scottish  archers  who 
occasionally  shoot  at  marks  set  up  220  yards 
away:  but  the  bow  used  is  the  war-bow,  or 
the  bow  of  the  chase.  The  mark  at  220 
yards  is  sometimes  hit — most  of  the  time  not. 
Flight  shooting  with  the  bow  is  not  practiced 
to  any  great  extent  in  our  day:  although 
flight  shots  up  to  300  yards  and  over  have 
been  made  with  the  ordinary  wooden  bow. 
However  with  the  Turkish  composite  bow 
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greater  flight  shots  have  been  made.  This 
cpmbination  bow  is  made  of  sinew  or  raw-hide 
wood  and  horn.  In  the  year  1795  the 
secretary  of  the  Turkish  Embassy  in  London 
shot  an  arrow  482  yards,  so  the  story  goes. 
Some  years  ago  at  a  meeting  of  archers  at  the 
Societie  des  Sports  du  Touquet,  in  France,  one 
Ingo  Simon/ with  a  bow  of  80-lb.  pull, shot  an 
arrow  459  yards,  8  inches.  The  distance  was 
later  measured  by  a  professional  surveyor 
and  one  Mr.  Nesham,  a  leading  English  archer. 

In  the  United  States  the  leading  archers 
have  always  had  their  meets:  and  tourna- 
ments have  been  staged.  Edward  Weston 
and  Will  Thompson  have  been  the  high 
lights  in  this  unique  sport  and  through  their 
efforts,  and  through  the  efforts  of  other  en- 
thusiasts, archery  has  taken  a  fairly  prominent 
place  among  the  outdoormen:  although  it  is 
doubtful  if  it  will  ever  get  beyond  the  minority 
it  now  has  to  its  credit.  In  more  recent  years 
a  great  deal  of  interest  has  been  added  to  the 
sport  by  the  fact  that  a  number  of  archers 
have  gone  on  hunting  trips  and  have  not 
only  killed  small  game,  but  also  deer  and 
bear.  Last  year,  I  believe  Arthur  Young  and 
Saxton  Pope  of  California  attained  to  the 
record  height  as  archers  in  this  country  by 
killing  a  bear:  but  I  understand  that  they 
fairly  riddled  the  animal.  These  two  gentle- 
men, by  reason  of  their  hunting  experiences 
are  worthy  of  special  attention.  To  kill  bear 
and  deer  with  a  hunting  bow  is  indeed  some-, 
thing  that  is  far  and  beyond  out  of  the  ordin- 
ary. Let  me  quote  from  Saxton  Pope,  for 
what  he  says  is  singularly  interesting: 

"For  the  past  three  years,"  says  Pope, 
"W.  J.  Compton,  Arthur  Young  and  myself 
have  been  hunting  with  the  long  bow.  We 
make  our  own  weapons  of  Oregon  yew.  They 
are  the  height  of  a  man  and  pull  fifty  to  eighty 
pounds.  The  string  is  made  of  Irish  linen, 
one  strand  of  B  arbours,  No.  12  for  every  pound 
of  pull.  This  is  well  waxed  and  twisted. 
The  arrows  used  for  hunting  are  made  of 
birch  dowels  five-sixteenths  or  three-eights  ot 
an  inch  in  diameter  and  twenty-eight  inches 
long.  Some  arrows  for  shooting  small  game 
are  .blunt-pointed.  They  are  made  by  insert- 
ing a  round-headed  screw  in  the  shaft  and 
binding  the  end  with  fine  wire.  Arrows  for 
killing  large  game  have  a  steel  head,  shaped  in 
the  classic  triangle,  an  inch  and  a  half  long  and 
one  inch  broad.  These  are  kept  very  sharp 
by  filing  them.  We  carry  about  three  dozen 
on  a  hunting  trip  and  shoot  some  many  times. 
We  have  hunted  all  sorts  of  game,  bagging 
scores  of  quail,  rabbits  and  squirrels.  Foxes, 


coons,  skunks,  and  other  predatory  varmints 
have  been  taken  into  camp.  These  have  been 
shot  at  distances  ranging  from  ten  to  fifty 
yards.  In  one  afternoon  Arthur  Young 
killed  seventeen  ground  squirrels  with  the 
bow.  The  last  five  of  these  animals  he  killed 
with  five  successive  arrows.  In  the  line  of 
big  game  in  the  last  three  years  we  have  killed 
half  a  dozen  deer.  Two  years  ago  Compton 
shot  a  running  buck  at  75  yards  and  drove  an 
arrow  through  his  shoulder,  up  to  the  feather. 
This  deer  dropped  after  plunging  down  the 
canyon  a  couple  of  hundred  yards.  One 
season  Young  got  a  three  pointer  at  sixty 
yards  by  a  shot  in  the  flank.  The  deer 
jumped  a  ravine  and  sought  shelter  in  a 
bunch  of  bay  trees.  Young  landed  a  second 
arrow  through  the  breast  and  put  him  out 
of  commission.  On  the  same  trip  I,  myself, 
shot  a  forked  horn  at  65  yards,  driving  an 
arrow  clean  through  him,  the  arrow  flying 
twenty  yards  beyond.  The  deer  ran  some 
thirty  more  yards,  staggered  and  was  killed 
by  a  shot  through  the  heart.  He  dropped 
without  a  struggle." 

The  shooting  of  an  arrow  through  a  deer  at 
65  yards,  the  arrow  going  clear  through  the 
deer  and  twenty  yards  beyond  surely  points  to 
one  thing — the  man  that  pulled  the  bow  that 
sent  that  arrow  on  its  mission  of  death  is  a 
powerful  man  operating  a  powerful  bow. 
Step  off  65  yards  and  then  you  will  know  what 
a  feat  such  as  this  means  and  you  will  know 
that  shooting  with  the  long  bow  is  far  from 
child's  play.  It  is  an  art  that  should  appeal 
to  black-smiths  on  vacation. 

When  Young  and  Pope  killed  the  bear 
previously  spoken  of,  they  were  using  bows' 
with  a  pull  Of  70  pounds;  that  is  to  say  one  is 
forced  to  pull  70  pounds  to  bring  the  28-inch 
arrow  back  to  the  head  before  \t  is  released. 
Now  I  have  operated  smaller  bows  up  to 
forty  pounds  pull  and  I  know  therefore  what 
one  pulling  to  70  pounds  is  capable  of,  and 
I  know  it  takes  a  man  with  strength  to  do  it 
and  I  know  that  he  must  be  a  perfect  bow-man 
to  make  a  successful  hit  with  a  bow  of  that 
calibre.  Therefore  one  marvels  when  Saxton 
Pope  tells  of  shooting  a  deer  at  65  yards,  the 
arrow  going  through  the  deer  and  20  yards 
beyond.  And  furthermore  I  believe  every 
word  of  it  as  true,  for  I  do  know  what  power 
there  is  in  the  right  kind  of  a  bow  when  you 
bring  the  arrow  back  to  the  heart  and  let  it  go. 

A  recent  writer  in  commenting  upon  the 
above  bow-work  of  Young  and  Pope,  says: 

"The  best  living  archer  in  America  or  Eng- 
land would  probably  hit  a  target  four  feet  in 
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diameter  with  about  two-thirds  of  his  shots 
at  100  yards.  In  a  long  string  of  shots  it  is 
barely  possible  that  he  might  hit  such  a 
target  with  ten  shots  in  succession.  His 
chance  of  hitting  a  man  at  100  yards  would 
probably  not  be  better  than  one  in  two.  A 
man  who  is  a  good  shot  but  not  a  champion 
would  consider  that  he  did  excellent  work  if 
he  hit  the  four-foot  target  with  half  his  shots. 
Of  course  either  man  might  hit  a  blackbird  at 
that  range  at  the  first  shot,  but  the  chances  of 
doing  so  are  very  small.  At  60  yards  our 
champion  archer  would  seldom  miss  the 
four-foot  target  and  the  great  majority  of 
his  shots  would  hit  the  size  of  a  man.  Our 
good  archer,  not  a  champion,  would  occasion- 
ally miss  the  four-foot  target  at  60  yards,  but 
would  frequently  hit  it  with  thirty  or'  more 
shots  in  succession.  The  champion  might 
hit  a  duck  or  a  prairie  chicken  with  one  shot 
in  three  or  four  at  this  range,  while  the  or- 
dinary good  archer  would  do  well  to  hit  it  with 
one  shot  in  ten.  At  40  yards  the  champion 
archer  by  great  good  luck  and  much  skill 
might  hit  a  ten-inch  circle  with  ten  successive 
shots  and  in  the  same  manner  he  might  hit  a 
four-inch  circle  with  ten  successive  shots  at 
20  yards.  The  ordinary  good  man  at  ar- 
chery may  perhaps  shoot  a  lifetime  without 
-  hitting  the  9.6  inch  bullseye  of  the  target 
with  five  successive  shots  at  40  yards.  Only 
the  slightest  comparison  of  these  records  with 
those  made  every  day  with  the  revolver  is 
necessary  to  show  how  immensely  difficult 
archery  is  as  compared  to  the  work  of  any 
firearm.  I  am  a  fairly  proficient  rifleman,  but 
it  is  my  deliberate  opinion  that  at  least  twenty 
times  more  practice  is  required  to  make  a 
good  archer  than  is  required  to  make  a  good 
rifleman." 

If  one  is  able  to  purchase  a  yew-wood  bow 
or  make  one  of  that  wood  he  is  fortunate,  for, 
no  doubt  that  is  one  of  the  best  materials  to 
be  had  in  the  world  outside,  of  course,  the 
composite  bow  which  is  made  of  a  combination 
of  materials  as  before  stated.  Yew  wood  is 
of  the  species  of  Taxus,  a  genus  of  conifers. 
Here  is  some  data  I  have  picked  up: 

"The  yew  is  distributed  throughout  the 
northern  temperate  regions.  The  most,  no- 
ticeable peculiarity  of  the  genus  is  the  develop- 
ment of  a  fleshy  (usually  scarlet)  cup  (aril), 
about  the  naked  seed,  making  the  fruit  look 
like  an  open  berry.  The  common  yew  of 
Europe  (T.  baccata),  very  often  cultivated, 
especially  in  cemeteries,  is  a  tree  of  sombre  as- 
pect. Veneration  and  superstition  have  long 
clung  about  it.    It  lives  to  a  great  age  in  the 


Old  World.  The  America  (T.  Canadensis) 
is  a  more  or  less  prostrate  form,  which  is 
especially  abundant  northward;  a  stunted 
shrub  with  very  tough  wood." 

It  is  no  doubt  of  this  American  yew  that 
Saxton,  Young  and  Pope  make  their  strong 
bow;  they  mention  "Oregon  yew"  I  see.. 
Lemonwood  is  said  to  make  for  a  fine  bow. 
I  have  never  laid  eyes  on  one  and  have  never 
tried  one.  I  have,  off  and  on  from  youth 
up,  made  bows  of  various  materials — and  have 
had  good  success  with  the  ironwood.  Other 
woods  that  may  be  tried  out  are  young  oak, 
birch,  hickory  and  ash,  all  of  which  are  more 
or  less  easily  obtainable,  depending  of  course 
what  part  of  the  world  you  happen  to  be  in. 
As  stated,  when  selecting  a  piece  of  bow-wood 
the  idea  is  to  get  a  stick  that  is  as  free  of 
knots  as  possible.  Second  growth  wood  is 
by  far  the  best  as  it  is  of  the  toughest  fiber. 
Try  to  get  a  piece  that  is  five  inches  through, 
if  possible.  You  may  have  to  search  a  while 
but  it  will  pay  you.  Obviously  a  bow  of  green 
wood  is  useless  as  it  has  little  or  no  force; 
at  least  it  is  not  powerful  enough  to  send  an 
arrow  any  distance,  and  when  it  dries  out 
it  is  liable  to  acquire  a  "set"  that  spoils 
it  all.  Many  young  fellows  who  have  always 
wanted  to  make  a  good  bow,  (but  have  al- 
ways failed  from  start  to  finish)  will  read 
these  directions  with  care  and  then  try  again. 

The  piece  of  bow-wood,  in  the  crude  is 
shaped  down  with  a  draw-shave,  knife  and 
large  plane;  when  the  bow  is  to  be  finished  off 
a  small  block  plane  is  used  and  after  that 
some  medium  or  fine  sandpaper.  However 
now  that  you  have  the  piece  squared  down  in 
the  crude  form  the  next  thing  that  must  be 
done  before  it  is  seasoned  is  to  harden  it. 
This  is  done  by  boiling  the  wood  in  a  strong 
solution  of  salt  water;  a  regular  brine.  Thus 
after  the  piece  has  been  thoroughly  boiled  it 
is  taken  out  and  while  it  is  seasoning  either 
up  in  the  attic,  in  the  hayloft,  or  by  subdued 
stove-heat  (though  not  too  close  to  the  heat) 
it  is  whipped  into  shape  by  bending  it  often 
and  it  is  examined  for  cracks  and  splinters. 
If  the  piece  cracks  throughout  (asvis  often  the 
case  if  you  have  allowed  it  to  be  in  the  sun  or 
if  you  have  had  it  too  close  to  the  stove) 
it  is  useless.  The  piece  should  be  without 
splinters  and  cracks.  When  it  is  well  seasoned, 
work  is  begun  on  it  by  shaving  it  down. 
Some  have  the  piece  cut  down  very  close  to 
the  thickness  of  the  bow  before  boiling  it  in 
the  salt  water  but  as  between  the  two  methods 
I  cannot  say  that  one  is  better  than  the  other, 
although  I  do  know  that  the  seasoning  of  the 
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Shows  how  to  draw  the  bow  cord  by  means  of  the  finger  tips*, 
Shows  the  fingers  on  the  cord:  looking  at  them  from  in  back. 
One  of  the  limbs  of  a  bow,  a  shape  at  two  vital  points. 

The  bow  cord  at  the  upper  notch  on  the  bow,  same  being  readily  slipped  off 

The  cord  in  the  lower  notch,  tied  across  to  dull  the  "twang"  or  vibration. 


piece  is  the  main  thing  to  use  care  about. 
As  you  work  the  piece  down  to  the  bow  size 
whip  it  into  shape  by  bending  it  often  and 
working  it  back  and  forth.  By  so  doing  you 
will  note  if  there  are  any  defects  in  the  curva- 
ture in  either  of  the  limbs.  The  limbs,  as  we 
call  them,  are  the  two  sections  one  on  either 
side  of  the  given  centre..  The  centre  of  the 
bow  it  should  be  remembered  is  not  drawn 
upon  for  the  greater  energy;  but  the  limbs,  one 
and  one  half  to  two  feet  back  from  either  end 
of  the  bow  contains  the  power,  the  spring; 
this  is  a  point  that  should  be  remembered  in 
the  construction  of  the  bow.  When  you  draw  v 
the  bow  back,  held  as  it  is  at  arm's  length, 
the  string  under  the  chin,  the  two  limbs  must 
answer  perfectly — a  perfect  sweep,  one  limb 
not  out  of  curve,  while  the  other  is  perfect  in 
curve.  If  one  is  out  of  curve,  it  must  be  trim- 
med a  little  to  remedy  the  condition.  As  you 
work  the  piece  and  test  it  by  drawing  it  back 
have  someone  study  the  curves  of  the  limbs 
or,  better  yet,  have  someone  draw  the  bow 
back  from  at  arm's  length  and  you,  yourself 
study  the  curves.   This  is  the  best  way. 

A  short  bow  I  find  will  have  a  sharp  force 
to  it;  while  the  longer  bow  will  give  a  more 
uniform!  force,  and,  as  a  rule  is  the  more 


powerful.  Nevertheless,  the  Indians  had 
bows  as  short  as  four  feet  reinforced  with 
sinew  that,  having  a  pull  of  forty  pounds  to 
them  were  certainly  dangerous  weapons.  It 
will  be  remembered  that  the  Indians  would 
ride  in  amongst  a  herd  of  buffaloes  and  drive 
their  arrows  very  nearly  through  these  gi- 
gantic animals.  But  of  course  they  were 
"right  on  top  of  them"  when  delivering  the 
barbed  shot.  In  the  short  bow  there  is 
produced  an  uncomfortable  "twang"  when  the 
string" is  let  go  that  produces  a  vibration  that 
I  for  my  part  have  never  been  able  to  remedy, 
even  by  reinforcing  the  ends  with  cord  and 
by  whipping  the  bow-string  to  stay  at  the 
lower  end  of  the  bow.  You  will  have  more 
or  less  failure  with  the  small  bow  so  talk  of  it 
is  dropped. 

The  average  bow  in  use  is  the  height  of  a 
man;  thus  bows  of  five  and  one  half  to  six 
feet  are  the  most  common.  This  bow  when 
finished  should  have  a  perfect  balance;  that 
is  to  say  when  you  place  the  bow  across  your 
fore-finger  to  balance  it,  at  the  centre,  it 
should  balance  even.  If  one  limb  out-weighs 
the  other  there  is  something  wrong  in  its 
construction. 

(Concluded  in  November.) 
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Valuable  Insect  Foods  for  Pond  Fishes  and  How  Obtained 


Robert  Page  Lincoln 


THE  feeding  of  fishes  reared  in  ponds  is, 
often  as  not,  a  troublesome  matter  with 
many  amateur  culturists  and  entails  a 
vast  amount  of  labor,  not  to  say  expense.  It 
can  surely  be  said  that  a  food  supply  for 
fishes  during  the  summer  and  autumn  is 
easily  obtainable  if  one  is  but  put  on  the  right 
track  and  by  a  little  care  he  will  be  able  to 
feed  vast  numbers  of  pond  fishes  at  little  or 
no  expense.  Xo  doubt  pond  culturists  look 
upon  the  feeding  of  the  fishes  as  one  of  the 
great  stumbling  blocks  in  such  enjoyable  and 
profitable  enterprises,  for  the  fishes  must  be 
fed  regular,  and  of  a  food  that  is  nourishing 
♦  and  at  the  same  time  eagerly  taken  by  the 
fish  without  wasting  it  in  the  water.  In  early 
feeding  the  fish  before  they  have  attained  to  a 
fingerling  or  approaching  fingerling  stage, 
liver  is  used  which  is  grated  through  a  wire 
netting  and  is  fed  in  that  manner  or  is  mixed 
with  cereals  thus  forming  a  very  desirable 
material.  In  a  like  manner  rough  fish  are 
killed  and  the  flesh  grated  or  rubbed  through 
a  wire  netting,  the  same  being  fed  to  the 
trout  or  the  bass.  But  as  the  fishes  grow 
they  become  all  the  more  ravenous  and  they 
must  be  fed  in  proportion  to  their  increasing 
growth.  Therefore  such  flesh,  liver  and 
chopped  fish  that  is  fed  into  the  pond  must  be 
hacked  into  small  bits  instead  of  grated.  In 
the  case  of  the  basses;  carp  minnows,  chubs 
and  shiners  are  released  alive  in  the  ponds 
and  these  the  basses,  etc.,  chase  down  and 
feed  upon.    It  will  be  noted  that  in  all  writ- 


ings on  fish  culture  it  is  mentioned  that 
releasing  minnows  alive  in  the  ponds  is  a  good 
thing  to  do,  in  that  the  fish  get  a  great  deal  of 
energy  in  chasing  and  hunting  these  minnows 
down.  Minnows,  on  the  other  hand  are  hard 
to  obtain.  There  are  just  certain  times  while 
the  rough  fish  and  others  of  the  minnow 
family  are  breeding  and  produce  and  during 
such  times  these  minnows  may  be  netted  and 
used.  In  cases  where  a  fish  pond  is  big,  or 
where  the  establishment  is  run  on  a  large 
scale  of  many  ponds  in  connection  then  it  is 
a  good  idea  to  spawn  out  carp  in  ponds  es- 
pecially to  obtain  the  myriads  of  minnows 
that  are  thus  produced  for  feeding  purposes. 
But  as  I  have  said  before  one  should  be  very 
careful  not  to  feed  in  too  many  of  these 
minnows  but  so  that  it  is  certain  that  the  fish 
in  the  pond  obtain  them  all.  Chubs  are 
known  to  be  able  to  hide  away  from  the 
basses  and  when  this  happens  they  do  a  great 
deal  of  havoc  in  killing  young  bass  minnows. 
Carp  fingerlings  also  take  to  feeding  on  bass 
fry  if  they  are  able  to  escape  the  basses  in 
shallow  water  which  is  always  the  case  where 
such  fry  is  released  into  a  pond  in  undue 
numbers. 

Naturally  rough  fish  as  a  food  for  pond 
fishes  are  the  easiest  to  obtain, — but  of  course 
this  entirely  depends  upon  the  section  of  the 
continent  you  happen  to  be  in.  In  some 
places  rough  fish  are  not  obtainable;  in  other 
places  they  are  found  in  extreme  abundance. 
Where  rough  fish  for  food  is  not  readily  ob- 
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tainable  other  fare,  including  cereals, must  be 
fed  to  the  fishes.  Yet,  in  the  main  some  of  the 
best  foods  to  be  had  are  over-looked,  or  are 
near  to  hand  but  cannot  be  taken  principally 
through  lack  of  knowing  how  this  is  done. 

Insect  lite  of  the  earth  and  the  air  form  a 
means  to  a  food  supply  for  pond  fishes  that  is 
usually  passed  by  but  which  should  be  intro- 
duced everywhere.  I  personally  know  of  no 
fare  for  pond  fishes  so  very  desirable  and  so 
cheap  to  obtain  as  that  afforded  by  the  grass- 
hoppers, that,  through  the  summer  and 
autumn  teem  in  the  fields  and  the  pastures; 
and  the  flies  which  are  such  a  nuisance  about 
the  barns  and  the  house. 

We  have  seen  that  the  pond  fishes,  whether 
basses  or  trout,  desire,  most  of  all  the  insect 
fare  that  is  offered  them.  This  is  natural. 
They  rise  to  the  surface  to  take  it.  In  a 
native  life,  or  primitive  state  in  the  wild 
waters  they  live  almost  entirely  upon  winged 
food  coming  to  the  water — especially  is  this 
true  about  the  trout.  In  the  case  of  the  trout 
ponds  it  has  been  a  rule  to  hang  up  parts  of 
the  entrails  or  carcass  of  an  animal  over  points 
frequented  by  the  trout.  The  flies  lay  their 
eggs  on  this  carcass  and  the  resulting  maggots 
fair  to  water  and  are  seized  by  the  trout. 
Personally  I  think  that  this  could  well  be 
discarded  if  the  flies  themselves  could  be 
captured  and  fed  to  the  fish. 

Whatever  msey  be  said  about  the  house  fly 
a  trout  would  tell  you  if  he  could  speak  that 
that  same  house  fly  has  a  generous  amount 
of  protein  stored  up  in  his  body  that  goes  all 
the  way  to  construct  a  square  meal.  All  the 
trout  desires  is  to  obtain  a  few  of  these  and  he 
will  consider  it  a  full  meal,  even  as,  in  a  wild 
state  he  considers  the  few  flies  that  he  catches 
sufficient  for  the  meal  he  makes  two  or  three 
times  each  summer  day. 

Fly  traps  have  now  been  in  use  for  many 


years,  but  it  is  highly  doubtful  if  one  person 
out  of  a  hundred  knows  how  to  make  one  for 
himself  to  catch  practically  all  the  flies  on 
the  place.  Yet  the  fact  remains:  fly-traps 
are  easily  made  and  the  style  I  am  going  to 
mention  further  on  is  so  simple  and  so  very 
effective  that  it  becomes  an  "instrument" 
that  should  be  in  every  barn  and  in,  or  on  the 
porch  of  every  home.  At  the  same  time  such 
flies  as  are  taken  can  be  utilized  as  food  for 
fish  ponds  in  a  very  unique  manner.  Let 
me  mention  an  incident.  The  town  of 
Pomona,  California  is  liberally  set  with  fly 
traps.  Naturally  the  fly  population  live 
long  enough  to  enter  the  traps  on  one  corner 
of  the  town  or  another  and  so  cease  to  function 
as  disease-carriers.  This  year  a  large  fish- 
rearing  establishment  in  the  neighborhood 
has  contracted  for  the  entire  fly  harvest,  the 
flies  to  be  collected  once  every  two  days  or  so. 
These  flies  are  then  fed  to  the  trout,  the  result 
being  a  wonderful  food  supply  hardly  to  be 
equalled.  When  you  consider  that  a  handful 
of  flies  will  go  a  long  way  in  feeding  a  young 
trout  you  will  realize  that  a  fly  trap  or  two 
around  the  house  will  help  out  a  great  deal. 
Throughout  the  summer  and  autumn  seeming 
millions  of  flies  may  be  harvested  in  and  made 
use  of  in  a  profitable  manner  as  can  be  seen. 

In  Figure  1,  we  show  a  simple  type  of  a  fly 
trap  that  is  easily  made  by  anyone  who  has 
an  hour  to  spare  and  the  material  with  which 
same  is  constructed.  What  I  call  the  re- 
gulation size  is  exactly  one  foot  square  as  to 
bottom  and  top,  and  eighteen  inches  high. 
You  can  obtain  the  material  for  this  top 
and  bottom  out  of  the  ends  of  boxes  to  fit  you 
out  to  a  T.  Having  two  ends  cut  one  foot 
square,  the  next  thing  to  do  is  to  cut  holes  in 
the  centre  of  each  six  inches  in  diameter. 
This  is  done  by  making  a  pencil-ring,  then 
boring  a  hole  at  the  edge  of  theiine'and  then 
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OPENING    THROUGH    WHICH  GRASS  HOPPERS 
ENTER  BOX. 


cutting  out  the  same  by  means  of  a  key-hole 
saw.  In  (A)  of  Figure  1^  we  give  an  idea  of 
this.  When  you  have  completed  this  you 
next  turn  to  your  screen  material;  and  this 
screen  should  be  of  the  white  sort  as  this  is 
much  better  than  the  dark  porch  wire  netting. 
You  now  take  a  part  of  this  screen  and. roll  a 
cone  out  of  it,  fastening  the  sides  of  the  screen 
together  carefully  but  leaving  a  hole  at  the 
top  of  this  cone  about  the  size  of  a  pencil. 
The  bottom  of  this  cone  should  answer 
exactly  with  the  hole  you  have  cut  in  the 
bottom;  and  when  this  is  fitted  in  it  is  tacked 
around  the  edges.  When  the  cone  with  its 
pencil-like  hole  at  the  top  is  fitted  in  place 
it  will  look  about  like  (B)  of  Figure  1.  This 
cone  stands  seven  or  eight  inches  high.  It 
is  in  the  centre  of  the  circle. 

In  (G)  we  show  the  fly-trap  completed. 
The  up-rights,  one  on  each  corner  are  of  one 
inch  material  and  should  be  eighteen  inches 
high.  These  up-rights  are  nailed  to  the 
bottom  having  the  cone  of  wire;  then  the  top 
is  nailed  on  in  the  same  manner.  You  now 
have  the  whole  ready  to  be  screened  in.  This 
is  very  simply  done,  care  being  taken  to  get 
the  screen  tight  over  all.  As  stated  the  top 
has  a  round  hole  to  it  too.  In  (D)  of  Figure 
1  we  show  a  door  made  of  screen,  in  a  square 
style  that  can  be  fastened  to  the  top  with 
small  hinges,  same  to  open  at  ease  to  be 
hooked  again  tight  when  the  flies  have  been 
taken  out.  Little  bits  of  wood,  three  eighths 
of  an  inch  thick  are  now  nailed  to  the  bottom 
of  the  cage,  one  oh  each  corner  as  shown  in 
the  drawings — and  the  trap  is  ready  to^be 
used. 

The  bait  is  sugar  water  mixed  up  with  bran, 
a  new  portion  being  filled  in  as  needed.  In 
hot  weather  it  rapidly  evaporates,  and  what 
with  the  amount  sipped  up  by  the  flies  it  goes 
fast.  Place  the  trap  in  a  doorway  of  the  barn 
for  instance,  sweeping  the  floor  clear  all 
aroutnd.    Take  the  cover  of  a  small  baking 


powder  can  and  place  the  sugar  water  and 
bran  in  that  and  place  the  whole  on  the  floor 
in  the  centre  of  the  cone,  the  cone  thus  being 
directly  above  it.  Sprinkle  a  few  drops  of 
sugar  water  on  the  floor  around  and  the  trap 
is  ready.  The  flies  in  going  in  to  the  pan  on 
the  floor  creep  under  the  trap  by  means  of  the 
space  offered  by  reason  of  the  three  eighths 
inch  blocks  of  wood  on  the  four  corners.  In- 
stead of  creeping  out  by  the  way  it  came  in  it 
is  in  the  nature  of  a  fly  to  go  for  the  light,  so  it 
rises  and  a-lights  inside  the  cone,  and  then 
travelling  up  the  side  of  the  cone  it  passes 
through  the  pencil-like  hole  at  the  top  and 
into  the  interior  of  the  trap.  The  result  is 
imprisonment.  In  hot  weather  quarts  of 
flies  may  be  taken  out  of  these  traps,  and 
through  the  season  millions  of  flies  are  speed- 
ily eliminated  thus  preventing  a  spread  of 
disease  and  in  the  case  of  the  fish  culturist 
aiding  him  in  producing  food  for  his  fishes. 
After  a  day  in  the  trap  these  flies  are  dulled 
and  creep  around  on  the  bottom.  They  may 
then  be  taken  out  by  hand  and  thrown  to  the 
water  where  the  fish  will  take  them. 

We  have  now  pointed  out  how  a  fly-trap 
may  be  made.  Now  we  will  give  an  idea  on 
how  grass-hoppers  may  be  harvested  in  in  the 
infested  fields  and  pastures  and  so  brought  to 
use.  Everyone  is  cognizant  of  the  fact  that 
grasshoppers  are  exceedingly  high  in  protein. 
Many  Indians  in  the  West  trap  grasshoppers 
in  ditches,  dry  them  and  then  grind  them  up 
for  bread.  Men  who  have  eaten  of  grass- 
hopper bread  state  that  it  is  of  a  fine  flavor 
and  very  nourishing. 

On  the  other  hand  there  is  nothing  a 
thriving  bass  colony  loves  so  much  as  a  feast 
once  a  day  of  grasshoppers.  Fact  tft  tell  they 
can  live  on  a  few  grasshoppers  alone,  such  is 
the  high  value  of  the  jumpers  as  a  food. 
During  grasshopper  time  in  Minnesota  the 
lakes  along  the  shores  are  crowded  with  these 
jumpers  and  the  bass  glut  themselves;  they 
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are  then  hard  to  connect  with  via  the  hook  and 
line.  At  the  same  time  the  bass  are  then  in 
their  choicest  condition.  Amateur  fish  cul- 
turists  often  dig  holes  in  the  fields  and  so 
catch  the  hoppers,  for  sooner  or  later  they  find 
their  way  into  the  hole.  However,  there  is  a 
more  efficient  manner  of  catching  them 
wholesale  and  the  trap  to  do  it  with  is  illus- 
trated in  Figure  II.  This  affair  (see  A)  is 
sixteen  feet  in  length  though  it  may  cf  course 
be  made  shorter  to  suit  your  needs.  If  you 
are  in  the  real  grasshopper  infested  country 
a  trap  of  sixteen  feet  is  what  you  want,  the 
same  to  be  drawn  by  two  horses,  one  hitched 
to  either  end.  Note  that  the  trap  sits  on  four 
sled-like  runners.  Along  the  whole  front  of 
this  trap  extends  a  curved  piece  of  tin;  and 
this  tin  drops  down  into  an  opening  some- 
thing like  two  inches  in  width  as  shown  in 
(A)  and  more  clearly  in  (B).  Now  when 
this  trap  is  drawn  through  the  fields  or  short 
grass  where  the  earth  seems  fairly  alive  with 
the  jumpers  they  hop  up  and  in  doing  so  they 
strike  the  side  oi  the  curve  of  tin,  as  shown  in 
(A).  When  the  hopper  hits  the  tin  he  slides 
down  and  falls  into  the  gutter,  thus  striking 
the  bottom.  He  then  goes  through  the  open- 
ing into  the  cage  and  is  there  imprisoned. 
The  sides  of  this  trap  are  covered  with  screen 
and  there  is  a  place  in  the  centre  where  there 
is  a  door,  at  the  top,  and  through  this  door  the 
hoppers  are  shovelled  out  and  fed  to  the  fish 
alive.  In  the  case  of  chickens  the  hoppers 
are  often  dried  in  sacks  and  mixed  up  with 
common  feed.    This  makes  one  of  the  most 


nutritious  foods  that  one  could  possibly  offer 
to  fowl,  and,  as  a  rule  all  this  supply  of  in- 
sects goes  to  waste  by  reason  of  man  not 
utilizing  what  he  has  at  his  very  back  door 
one  might  say.  Of  course  the  grasshopper 
trap  may  be  made  in  a  large  style  to  be  pulled 
by  horses  or  it  may  be  made  in  a  smaller 
style  to  be  drawn  by  hand.  A  few  turns  of 
an  infested  piece  of  land  will  yield  a  vast 
supply  of  food  for  the  chickens  or  the  fish  in 
your  ponds.  Grasshoppers  and  flies  are 
trapped  all  through  the  summer  and  into  the 
fall.  Usually  when  a  hopper  trap  is  drawn 
around  a  field  the  outer  turns  are  made  first, 
thus  working  toward  a  common  centre.  In 
this  manner  a  field  is  pretty  well  covered. 

Man  should  always  look  around  him  and 
make  use  of  what  Nature  sows  with  such  a 
prodigal  hand  to  . right  and  left.  There  are 
foods  that  generally  go  to  waste  that  other- 
wise will  make  man  a  profitable  entry.  As 
you  walk  out  among  the  oak  groves  in  the 
autumn  and  you  see  the  ground  fairly  littered 
with  acorns  did  it  ever  occur  to  you  that  this 
contains  a  food  for  chickens  that  is  beyond 
equal.  When  I  say  that  I  know  it  to  be  the 
truth.  Gather  up  all  the  acorns  you  can  lay 
hands  on,  grind  them  up  and  mix  this  with 
some  other  chicken  feed  and  you  will  be  sur- 
prised what  benefit  "will  come  of  the  ex- 
periment. After  all  this  is  merely  making 
use  of  what  we  find  at  our  very  door.  The 
food  value  of  an  acorn  may  be  well  under- 
stood when  one  understands  that  each  holds  a 
potential  oak  tree  within  itself. 


Methods  Used  in  Testing  Shotgun  Powders  for  Pressure 


c.  s. 

« 

RIFLE  and  revolver  cartridges  have  three 
principal  variables:  the  bullet,  the  pow- 
der, and  the  primer.  Shotgun  shells  have 
four:  the  primer,  the  shot  charge,  the  pow- 
der and  the  wads.  At  least  four  wads, 
usually  all  different  in  thickness,  hardness, 
and  strength,  are  required  and  yet  many 
men  consider  the  loading  of  shotgun  ammuni- 
tion a  very  easy  matter.  I  suppose  that  this 
idea  is -brought  about  by  the  fact  that  shot- 
gun pressures  are  comparatively  low  and  the 
lack  of  accidents  resulting  from  mistakes  in 
loading  is  likely  to  convey  the  impression 
that  the  loading  of  shotgun  shells  is  not  a 
very  important  matter. 

The  shot  and  primers  are  generally  over- 
looked by  the  sportsman  who  considers  the 
usual  variables  as  the  wads  and  the  powder. 
The  wads  are  usually  selected  for  their  dur- 
ability and  cheapness.  This  leaves  us  the 
powder,  which  is  the  life  of  the  cartridge. 

How  Powder  is  Made  and  Tested. 

Smokeless  shotgun  powder  is  usually  manu- 
factured in  ten  thousand-pound  lots.  Each 
of  these  lots  is  blended  until  every  portion  of  it 
is  identical.  While  the  lot  of  powder  is 
being  packed  into  containers,  a  one-pound 
sample  is  taken  from  it  at  intervals  until 
fifty  samples  are  secured.  The  gravimetric 
density  of  each  of  these  samples  is  determined, 
to  show  whether  the  lot  throughout  is  uni- 
form. 

From  each  of  these  fifty  samples,  a  quan- 
tity is  taken  and  subjected  to  complete  and 
exact  physical,  chemical,  and  ballistic  tests. 
After  the  powder  passes  these  tests,  the  canis- 
ters or  drums  are  scaled  for  shipment. 

The  two  general  classes  of  shotgun  powders 


Landis 

are  bulk  powders,  which  measure  bulk  for 
bulk  with  black  powder,  and  dense  powders, 
which  require  a  smaller  charge  to  produce  the 
same  ballistic  results. 

The  Pressure  Gun. 
The  pressure  gun  for  testing  shotgun  pow- 
ders has  a  barrel  drilled  out  in  one  or  more 
places  for  the  insertion  of  plungers.  The 
plungers  fit  the  holes  very  closely  to  prevent 
gas  leakage.  Large  screws  are  provided 
opposite  these  holes,  so  that  the  lead  pressure 
gauges  may  be  held  in  place  during  the 
explosion.  When  the  shells  are  loaded,  they 
are  first  drilled  as  shown  in  the  photographs 
and  then  the  drilled  holes  are  pasted  over  by 
paper  stickers  to,  prevent  the  powder  from 
being  spilled  after  loading. 

When  the  shells  are  loaded,  a  lead  crusher 
is  inserted  between  the  plunger  and  the 
screw.  The  screw  is  turned  down  onto  the 
plunger  until  the  lead  pressure  gauge  is  firmly 
held  in  place.  The  loaded  shell  is  then  inser- 
ted into  the  chamber  of  the  pressure  gun  and 
the  charge  is  fired. 

The "  explosion  drives  the  plunger  against 
the  end  of  the  lead  crusher,  which  naturally 
compresses  it.  This  lead  slug  is  then  meas- 
ured and  the  new  measurement  gives  the 
amount  of  compression.  These  measure- 
ments when  compared  with  the  table  for 
that  set  of  crushers  give  the  pressure  per 
square  inch.  The  pressure  gun  is  usually 
known  as  the  V.P.  (velocity  pressure)  gun,  as 
the  velocity  and  pressure  can  both  be  deter- 
mined from  it  by  the  use  of  a  chronograph. 

Types  of  Pressure  Guns. 
There  are  two  general  types  of  pressure 
guns  in  use  in  this  country.    One  is  the 
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The  Webley  V.  ^.  Gun 

Webley  gun,  a  photograph  of  which  is  repro- 
duced herewith,  which  weighs  fifty  pounds. 
The  other  is  the  Baker  pressure  gun. 

Both  types  are  suspended  on  wires  as 
shown  in  the  photographs.  With  them, 
pressure  can  be  taken  at  two  or  more 
places  in  the  barrel,  the  points  at  which 
the  barrels  are  drilled.  The  time  necessary 
for  any  load  to  travel  the  length  of  the  barrel 
of  the  gun  can  be  determined,  as  well  as  that 
which  elapses  between  the  blow  of  the  hammer 
and  the  time  the  shot  emerges  from  tjie 
muzzle.  This  gives  the  degree  of  quickness  of 
different  powder  loads,  and  the  chronograph 
also  measures  the  velocity  (average  velocity) 
over  any  given  range.  In  addition,  the  pat- 
terning sheet  will  give  the 
pattern  and  the  evenness  of 
a  shot  charge  at  any  neces- 
sary range. 

One  of  the  things  a  pattern 
sheet  will  show  is  that  a  gun 
with  a  three-inch  chamber 
that  will  pattern  70  to  75  per 
cent,  with  three-inch  shells  will 
sometimes  average  about  55 
to  60  per  cent,  with  2  5-8 
inch  shells.  So,  therefore,  the 
shooter  who  has  his  gun  cham- 
bered for  any  length  of  shells 
should  stick  to  this  length 
unless  he  finds  by  actual  tests 
his  gun  handles  others  equally 
well.  Oddly  enough,  a  long 
chambered  gun  will  frequently 
shoot  a  ZlA  dram  load  in  a 
short  shell  better  than  it  will 


a  3-dram  load  in  a  shell  of  the 
same  length.  I  have  seen  this 
actually  tried  out  on  an  indoor 
forty-yard  range. 

Shotgun  powders  are  made 
to  burn  at  lower  pressures 
than  rifle  powders,  and  there- 
fore lead  crushers  are  used  to 
test  these  pressures,  while 
copper  crushers  are  used  to 
test  the  rifle  powders  that 
burn  under  higher  pressure. 

When  any  set  of  pressures  is 
taken  to  test  a  powder  or  a 
given  load  of  any  lot  of  pow- 
der, a  series  of  ten  or  more 
shots  is  fired  and  the  results 
compared  to  determine  the 
maximum  and  mean  pressures 
developed,  which  show  whether 
the  lot  under  test  is  satisfac- 
tory from  the  standpoint  of 
pressure.  Testing  for  pattern  and  also  for 
velocity,  as  well  as  for  pressure,  is  always 
dene  before  any  lot  of  powder  is  passed  as 
suitable  for  the  market. 

The  ideal  that  the  ballistic  engineer  or 
chemist  who  designs  the  powders,  works 
for  is  low,  even  pressures,  dense,  even  patterns, 
and  even  velocities. 

The  chronograph  gives  the  velocities  exacts 
ly  over  any  given  range  or  any  number  of 
ranges,  the  pressure  gun  gives  the  pressure  at 
any  point  in  the  barrel  that  it  may  be  designed 
to  obtain,  and  the  pattern  sheet  tells  its  own 
story  at  any  given  range;  therefore  the  ballis- 
tic engineer  can  determine  exactly  what 
results  he  has  secured.    He  can  tell  by 
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previous  chemical  tests  whether  the  powder 
in  use  will  satisfactorily  withstand  climatic 
and  temperature  changes.  All  powders  are 
tested  for  excess  of  moisture  and  for  durability. 

Bulk  powders  and  dense  powders  are  both 
tested  in  exactly  the  same  manner  as,  sllso, 
are  all  gauges  of  shells  from  10  gauge  to  410 
gauge.  The  ballistic  engineers  employed 
by^the  large  powder  companies  and  by  the 
cartridge  loading  companies  test  and  re-test 
each  combination  of  powder,  shot,  primers 
and  wads  in  so  many  pressure  guns  and" 
chronographs  and  under  so  many  conditions 
that  their  results  have  naturally  averaged 
themselves,  so  that  the  standard  loads  for 
the  different  calibers  have  been  developed. 

Whenever  some  experimenter  comes  out 
with  a  new  combination  of  powder,  shot,  and 


shells  that  he  claims  gives  results  that  are 
from  50  to  100  per  cent,  better  than  those 
secured  from  the  so-called  standard  loads, 
it  is  well  to  take  these  statements  with  a 
certain  degree  of  reserve,  because  if  they  were 
tested  in  a  velocity  pressure  gun,  they  would 
likely  show  some  striking  results  regarding 
pressures  and  velocities  of  which  the  experi- 
menter had  very  little  knowledge.  There 
is  nothing  dark  or  mysterious  about  testing 
powders  or  ammunition.  Each  combination 
will  tell  its  own  story  if  given  the  opportunity. 

The  photographs  reproduced  herewith  were 
taken  at  the  Ballistic  Station  of  the  Hercules 
Powder  Company,  the  manufacturers  of 
Infallible  shotgun  powder,  and  will  show  the 
kind  of  equipment  that  is  used  by  the  large 
concerns  in  testing  their  products  for  Ameri- 
can sportsmen. 


A  New  Job  for  the  Lead  Bullet 

J.  R.  Mattern 


A GUN-LESS  or  at  least  a  rifle-less  or 
shoot-less  country  is  not  exactly  the 
average  man's  ideal  of  a  desirable  con- 
dition to  wake  up  some  morning  and  find 
North  America  in,  but  for  the  hunter  that  is 
what  the  war  almost  brought.  The  trouble 
was  principally  with  ammunition.  It  was 
getting  scarce  last  year  when  the  war  ended. 
How  scarce  it  was — how  completely  the  fac- 
tories had  been  turned  from  hunting  and 
target  stuff  to  war  materials  by  their  owners 
and  by  the  Government— few  realize,  and  only 
another  year  or  two  of  war  would  have  shown 
to  shooters  in  general. 

Now  it  may  be  urged  that  in  war  time 
hunting  and  target  shooting  by  the  stay-at- 
homes  is  not  exactly  in  good  taste,  like  dance 
music  at  a  funeral.  But  modern  fighting  has 
peculiar  ways  of  calling  up  this  man  and  leav- 
ing that  one  behind  without  much  regard  to 
their  knowledge  of  shooting,  and  there  are 
little  matters  of  training  the  oncoming  youth 
in  shooting,  of  recreation  for  the  workers,  and 
of  game  as  an  addition  to  the  food  supply, 
that  make  weighty  arguments  in  favor  of 
some  home  shooting  being  a  graceful  and 
handy  thing  after  all. 

Every  genuine  rifleman  knows  that  he  needs 
his  shooting  during  an  emergency  just  as 
much  as  during  the  piping  and  balmy  times 
of  peace,  even  if  certain  good  but  thin-blooded 
individuals  think  otherwise.    And  yet  there 


was  a  time  when  the  needs  of  the'Government 
cut  down  the  cartridge  and  shell  supply  almost 
to  4he  vanishing  point.  Perhaps  the  desire 
of  the  thin-blooded  pacifists  aboVe  mentioned 
to  disarm  all  private  citizens,helped  too,a  little. 
There  are  many  who  would  like  to  see  us  all 
living  under  Sullivan  laws  that  applied  to 
rifles  and  shotguns  as  well  as  to  short  guns. 
Maybe  scarcity  of  metals  and  other  materials 
contributed,  along  with  limited  factory  cap- 
acity and  a  lack  of  enough  skilled  cartridge 
makers.  The  sum  of  the  matter  is  that  in- 
dividual shooting  would  have  been  almost 
impossible  within  a  few  months,  and  the  par- 
ticular point  to  be  emphasized  is  that  it  was 
through  our  dependence  on  factory  ammuni- 
tion that  the  calamity  almost  happened. 

Until  the  nineties  or  a  few  years  later  the 
annual  factory  output  had  no  such  strangle- 
hold on  the  activities  of  shooters,  for  the  rifles 
of  those  days  handled  bullets  of  lead  that 
could  be  cast  at  home.  Most  owners  of  rifles 
also  owned  reloading  tools  and  knew  how  to 
use  them  so  well  that  the  factory  product  had 
hardly  an  even  break  with  the  home-made. 
Twenty  years  of  progress  in  the  shooting 
world  has  changed  all  that.  The  .303,  the 
.30^40  and  the  .30-30  arrived,  and  then  in 
succession  all  that  brood  of  high  powers  that 
shoot  hard  and  straight  and  flat,  and  that  re- 
quire their  lead'  encased  in  a  skin  of  nickel 
or   copper.    Throughout    Canada   and  the 
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United  States  it  is  the  very,  very  exceptional 
man  who  appears  on  the  range  or  in  the  woods 
with  a  lead  bullet  rifle  any  more.  There  are 
such,  of  course,  but  there  are  ten  who  use 
metal-cased  bullets  to  every  one  of  him. 

To  go  back  for  a  minute  to  the  war  condit- 
ion, it  has  been  proved  that  any  one  of  sev- 
eral influence  can  choke  off  the  flow  of  ammun- 
ition from  the  factories  for  a  number  of  years 
at  least.  It  would  appear,  then,  that  the  man 
with  the  rifle  that  used  only  metal  cased 
bullets  is  depending  on  a  spring  that  may  go 
dry.  Suppose  another  war  happens  along. 
Suppose  there  are  scarcities  of  metals,  or 
powders.  Suppose  there  afe  strikes.  Or 
suppose  some  fanatical  politician,  unable  to 
achieve  his  dream  of  a  gunless  country  by 
direct  means,  should  succeed  for  a  time  in 
throwing  so  many  restrictions  round  the 
sale  of  ammunition  as  practically  to  make 
new  cartridges  inaccessible.  It  is  easy  to 
see  how  any  o£  these  four  causes,  or  of  a 
dozen  others  not  named,  might  again  produce 
the  same  condition  that  the  war  nearly 
brought  about  last  year. 

With  these  possibilities  in  mind,  therefore, 
a  good  many  riflemen  are  backing  up  their 
modern  shooting  equipment  with  one  or 
more  smokesticks  that  are  more  independent 
of  the  modern  factory  for  seed.  These  re- 
serves may  not  be  used  every  month  or  even 
every  year,  but  they  are  on  the  job.  Rifles 


Five  405-grain  slugs  from  a  45-70  light  weight  Winchester  passed 
this  way  during  30  seconds— distance  40  yards.  The  coal-burners 
have  "a  black  eye"  on  general  principles,  but  one  overlooks  their 
shortcomings  in  favor  of  their  effectiveness  in  the  woods.  It  is  re- 
freshing to  see  so  much  daylight  through  a  bullet  hole  after  looking 
at  the  pin -pricks  made  by  the  22s  and  25s  so  much  of  late  years. 


of  .250  and  the  30-1906  caliber,  to  take  two 
of  the  best  examples  of  the  newer  cartridges, 
have  advantages  over  any  strictly  lead  bullet 
rifles,  big  advantages  that  make  them  worth 
the  preference  of  every  hunter  and  target 
shooter.  And  yet  a  45-70  or  a  38-40  provided 
with  cartridges  beats  the  best  Savage  or 
Model  '95  Winchester  that  ever  came  out 
when  it  is  without  ammunition.  It  is  the 
metal  cased  bullet  that  chiefly  causes  the 
trouble.  Powder,  primers,  empty  shells 
and  lead  can  be  stocked  at  home  or  can  be 
obtained  from  many  sources  even  during 
emergencies,  but  to  keep  on  hand  several 
year's  supply  of  metal  caled  bullets  would 
require  a  mint  of  money,  and  to  get  them 
after  the  clouds  gather  is  impossible. 

One  old  hunter  who  has  used  a  .30-06 
Winchester  carbine  for  years  has  lately 
bought  himself  a  .38-55  Winchester  to  keep 
in  reserve  for  this  reason.  Another  fellow 
who  has  a  flock  of  high  power  rifles  keeps  a 
.45-70  Light  weight  Winchester  and  a  .32-20 
Marlin  back  in  a  corner  of  the  cabinet.  A 
third  man  owns  and  shoots  a  .22  High  Power, 
but  has  a  .38-40  back  at  home  that 
could  be  useful  in  an  emergency.  Even  the 
Editor  of  the  Gun  and  Ammunition  Depart- 
ment hangs  on  to  his  old  .25-21.  Still  others 
adapt  a  plan  that  will  be  mentioned  farther 
along.  It  is  an  idea  in  preparedness  worth 
keeping  in  mind.  The  crank  is  using  it  joy- 
fully as  an  excuse  to  add  a  couple 
more  guns  to  his  collection  without 
blushing.  The  one-gun  man,  with 
his.30-30  carbine  or  his  automatic, 
is  grimacing  a  little  over  the  new 
tax,  but  is  wisely  coming  across  in 
numbers.  He  usually  is  the  very 
individual  who  should  be  in  a 
position  to  shoot  at  all  times, 
and  who  would  give  up  his  church 
or  his  vote  as  soon  as  his  shooting. 

Although  many  of  the  lead  bullet 
rifles  are  old  fashioned  coal-burners, 
or  were  originally,  it  has  been  so 
long  since  their  chief  points  have 
been  discussed  freely  or  compared 
with  the  high  power  rifles  that 
it  pays  to  take  another  look  over 
their  score  card.  They  are  by  no 
means  as  dead  or  obsolete  as  much 
of  the  talk  in  the  magazines  dur- 
ing late  years  would  have  us  be- 
lieve. In  average  accuracy  a  lead 
bullet  will  not  compare  with  a 
jacketed  bullet,  especially  at  long 
range,  and  yet  the  scores  that  may 
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be  cracked  out  at  100,  200,  and  500 
yards  with  ammunition  largely  put  together 
over  the  kitchen  stove  and  table  when 
necessary,  are  astonishing.  In  the  woods 
it  is  a  frank  toss-up,  from  the  efficiency 
standpoint,  between  the  old  and  the  new 
types  of  cartridges  and  rifles,  though  the 
newer  rifles  have  other  advantages  that  make 
them  better  as  a  whole  so  long  as 
they  are  available. 

Take  killing  power.  Whelen, 
in  his  wonderful  book,  "The 
American  Rifle,"  has  this  to  say: 

(Page  366)  '  'sportsmen 

gradually  came  of  the  opinion 
that  such  rifles,  and  particularly 
the  .30-40,  exceeded  in  killing 
power  and  of  the  larger  calibers, 
even  the  .45-70-500.  I  cannot 
say  that  I  personally  share  this 
opinion.    I    have   killed  many 

head  of  game  in  late  years 

with  the  small  caliber,  high  velo- 
city arms,  and  have  never  gotten 
the  large  proportion  of  clean  kills 
that  I  used  to  get  with  the  heavy 
black  powder  rifles.  With  these 
latterrifles  the  game  has  dropped 
so  quickly  to  the  shot  that  I  did 
not  see  it  go  down  on  account  of 
the  view  being  momentarily 
blotted  out  by  the  recoil.  In  this 
opinion  I  am  backed  up  by  quite 
a  few  sportsmen  of  extended  ex- 
perience, and  particularly  by  Mr. 
James  N.  Kidder  of  the  Boone 
and  Crockett  Club,  the  first 
sportsman  to  hunt  Alaska  brown 
bear  extensively.  On  these  bear 
Mr.  Kidder  used  both  a  .30-40 
Winchester  Model  1895  rifle  and 
a  45-70-405  Winchester  Model 
1886  rifle.  Mr.  Kidder's  exper- 
ience was  so  extensive  and  so 
fortunately  comparative  as  to 
leave  no  doubt  whatever  that 
on  large  bear  the  45-70-405  with 
a  muzzle  energy  of  1560  foot 
pounds  was  a  much  more  killing 
cartridge  than  the  .30-40  which 
has  a  muzzle  energy  of  1950  foot 
pounds." 


what  is  often  termed  "easy  to  shoot"  which 
means  that  their  balance  and  hang  and  confor- 
mation make  it  easy  to  place  their  bullets  well 
and  do  it  quickly.  The  targets  printed  here 
show  three  five-shot  groups  fired  in  30  seconds 
each.  None  of  them  are  remarkable  for  the 
actual  size  of  the  groups,  and  yet  they  re- 
present the  deadliest  kind  of  woods  accuracy. 


Each  of  the  other  lead  bullet 
rifles  shares  this  ability  of  the 
.45-70  to  drop  its  proper  game. 
One  of  the  features  that  helps  to 
make  them  deadly  is  that  they  are 


The  old  black  powder  repeaters  are  easy  to  shoot.  Made  with  a 
32-20  Marlin.  Two  groups  on  this  target,  one  made  with  the  sight 
a  notch  above  the  adjustment  for  the  other.  Almost  any  of  the  bullets 
would  have  hit  the  head  of  a  squirrel,  while  each  group  as  a  whole, 
represents  a  kill  on  anything  the  string  might  be  fired  at.  Each  group 
of  five  shots  was  fired  in  30  seconds  at  30  yards. 
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On  game  any  of  the  three  groups  would  have 
meant  clean  kills.  Other  advantages  are 
that  these  bullets  are  not  easily  deflected  by 
brush,  they  usually  pass  right  through  the 
animals  hit,  and  leave  blood  trails  from  both 
sides,  they  penetrate  into  the  chest  cavities 
and  the  vitals  of  heavy  animals, and  they  hog 
up  less  meat  than  high  velocity  bullets. 
Altogether  the  lead  bullet  rifle  is  a  reserve 
that  no  one  should  scorn  to  fall  back  on, 
though  it  does  lack  niany  of  the  advantages 
of  the  wonderful  weapons  we  are  privileged 
to  use  when  the  Germans  or  the  Bolsheviki 
are  not  troubling  us.  If  you  see  some  fellow 
going  out  after  game  with  a  lead  bullet  rifle, 
it  is  safer  to  avoid  betting  against  him  getting 
what  he  goes  after.  Your  high  power  might 
improve  his  chances,  and  yet— well  it  is  wisest 
to  save  any  pity  for  some  hunter  with  a 

*  returning  tale  of  woes  about  a  fancy  gun. 

The  best  of  the  coal-burners  are  the  .45-70 
the  .38-55,  the  .32-40,  and  the  .44-40,  .38-40 
and  .32-20.  In  addition,  for  special  refer- 
ences, the  .25-20,  25-21,  .38-56,  .40-72  may 
be  chosen  occasionally,  though  the  latter  two 
of  these  rifles  will  have  to  be  bought  second 
hand.  Factories  have  stopped  making  them. 
Some  fine  light  weight  repeaters  are  available 
for  the  first  seven  cartridges  named,  as  well 
as  the  regular  weights.  For  instance  the 
.45-70  light  weight  Winchester  Model  of 
1886  weighs  only  shf  and  a  quarter  pounds, 
and  carries  on  your  shoulder  all  day  like  a  toy, 
though  it  shoots  about  as  well  as  the  heavy 
gun,  especially  in  the  brush.  The  Savage 
.38-55  and  .32-40  featherweight  also  is  another 
rifle  easy  to  carry.  Winchesters  or  Reming- 
tons for  the  .44-40,  38-40,  .32-20  can  be 
secured  as  light  as  five  or  six  pounds — thor- 
oughly efficient  rifles,  too,  built  for  business. 
In  case  the  shooting  will  be  mainly  small 
game,  birds  and  target,  a  heavy  single  shot 

#  rifle  may  be  more  satisfactory  than  a  repeater. 
Tnat  is  the  shape  the  .25-21  should  be  pur- 
chased in. 

Certain  of  the  high  power  rifles  intended 
for  nothing  but  metal  cased  bullets  can  be 
reloaded  with  powerful  lead  bullet  ammuni- 
tion that  will  give  clean  kills  and  good  accur- 
acy. For  instance  the  35  Remington,  the 
35  Winchester,  the  33  Winchester,  the  405 
Winchester  and  a  few  others  work  well  even 
with  black  powder.  The  bullet  molds  to 
buy  are  those  for  bullets  without  copper  gas 
check  cups,  although  if  second  molds  can  be 
bought  for  each  caliber,  they  should  be  the 
on<  s  for  bullets  designed  to  use  the  gas  checks. 
One  wants  to  be  independent  of  the  gas  check 


cup  makers,  though  in  a  position  to  take 
advantage  of  their  benefits  so  long  as  they 
may  be  available.  The  35  Remington  c  an 
be  loaded  with  a  lead  bullet  in  a  way  that 
makes  it  fully  as  powerful  as  the  .38-55, 
and  the  405  Winchiester  can  be  made  to  about 
duplicate  the  .45-70.  If  a  man  really  must 
confine  his  arsenal  to  one  rifle,  it  had  better 
be  one  of  this  class. 

It  is  a  mistake  to  buy  too  light  a  cartridge. 
The  .25-20,  for  instance,  is  mighty  fine  for 
squirrel  shooting  and  for  the  trap  line,  but  it  is 
out  pf  place  whenever  one  works  on  turkeys 
or  the  mediunl  and  large  game  animals.  A 
lot  of  men  go  after  deer  with  .32-20s  that 
should  be  ashamed  of  themselves,  as  they 
wound  and  waste  more  game  than  they  bring, 
to  camp.  In  this  connection  it  is  well  to 
remember  that  the  heavier  calibers  can  be 
loaded  with  reduced  charges  that  .are  very 
accurate  and  serviceable.  Much  has  been 
done  of  late  years  in  developing  reduced 
charges  for  high  power  rifles,  and  almost 
as  much  forgotten  about  reduced  charges 
formerly  perfected  for  the  coal-burners. 
There  is,  for  instance,  the  210  grain  bullet  for 
the  .45-70,  and  even  the  144  grain  collar  button 
bullet  for  the  same  rifle,  the  real  worth  of 
which  will  surprise  anyone  who  has  never 
shot  them.  It  is  one  thing  to  use  a  big  caliber 
rifle  whose  only  voice  is  a  tremendous  bellow 
and  that  kicks  like  a  steer,  and  another  to  have 
the  big  noise  for  the  time  when  it  is  needed, 
but  at  other  times  to  make  use  of  a  rather 
soft  "plop"  that  slings  a  "half-inch  section 
of  lead  about  to  where  you  want  it  with  a 
recoil  that  is  a  mere  throb. 

To  be  properly  independent  of  the  cartridge 
factories,  one  should  have  several  hundred 
empties  on  hand,  which  are  kept  free  from 
corrosion.  A  couple  of  thousand  of  primers 
should  be  kept,  which  all  should  be  of  the 
smokeless  type.  These  will  ignite  black 
powder  and  smokeless  both,  while  black 
powder  primers  will  not  ignite  smokeless  unless 
one  loads  a  good-sized  pinch  of  black  powder 
between  the  primer  and  the  smokeless.  Lead 
usually  is  available  and  cheap  at  any  time. 
It  can  be  kept  on  hand  or  not,  as  desired.  Tin 
for  hardening  the  bullets  (or  metal  antimony 
if  used)  should  be  kept  without  fail.  Two  or 
three  pounds  usually  is  enough  for  use  in 
several  years'  supply  of  bullets. 

The  powder  supply  will  offer  no  difficulties. 
Some  black  rifle  powder  should  be  on  hand, 
but  it  seldom  will  be  needed.  Smokeless 
powders  have  been  designed  of  late  years  for 
the  coal-burners  and  lead  bullets  that  are" 


ROD  AND  GUN  IN  CANADA 


541 


superior,  and  they  should  be  used  in  prefer- 
ence to  black  as  long  as  they  can  be  secured. 
In  most  places  there  is  no  great  amount  of 
trouble  getting  all  one  wants  of  them  if  he 
goes  about  it  right.  The  manufacturers  of  - 
the  powder  will  help  to  make  its  purchase  and 
transportation  easy  in  case  local  dealers  do 
not  have  it  on  hand.  The  standard  smoke- 
less for  .25-20,  .32-20.  .38-40  ^nd  .44-40,  and 
for  .45-70  lead  has  been  considered  Hercules 
Sharpshooter,  and  for  .32-40,  .38-55,  the  35 
and  405  lead  Hercules  Lightning.  These  are 
absolutely  reliable  and  a  can  of  either  goes  a 
long  way,  though  by  some  they  are 
considered  a  little  hard  on  the  barrels.  Du 
Pont  No.  1  and  Scheutzen  are  excellent, 
though  must  be  kept  very  dry  and  will  deteri- 
ate  quicker  than  Sharpshooter  and  Lightning. 
Du  Pont  No.  80  is  excellent  for  light  and 
medium  loads,  but  swells  the  heads  of  the 
shells  and  is  otherwise  not  satisfactory  for 
full  power  ammunition,  in  spite  of  recom- 
mendations to  the  contrary.  DuPont  No.  18 
is  used  by  some  in  full  loads  for  the  larger 
calibers.  Other  brands  may  be  on  the  market 
before  long  which  will  be  better  than  any 
named.  Smokeless  ammunition  is  particu- 
larly of  advantage  over  black  in  the  woods 
on  foggy  days  and  during  morning  and  evenr 
ing,  and  it  is  the  proper  use  of  smokeless  po- 
der  that  makes  a  reduced  load  in  big  rifle 
.as  good  as  a  full  power  load  in  a  smaller  rifle. 

The  details  of  loading  are  given  in  the 
handbooks  and  catalogs  better  than  this 
article  could  hope  to  describe  them.  Here 
it  is  only  desirable  to  mention  maximum  lead 
bullet  velocity  and  proper  temper  or  alloy. 
Soft  pure  lead  makes  the  most  killing  missile, 
every  time,  yet  a  little  of  the  softness  must  be 
sacrificed  to  make  the  lead  flow  into  the 
molds  better  and  to  make  it  cling  to  the  lands 
of  the  rifles  stronger.  One  part  tin  to  thirty 
of  lead  is  soft  enough.  "  If  one  part  tin  to 
twenty  of  lead  is  used,  or  any  harder  alloy, 
the  bullet  will  not  deform  much  even  when 
going  through  bones.  The  smokeless  pow- 
der is  capable  of  increasing  the  speed  of  the 
bullets  a  great  deal  over  black  pbwder,  yet 
the  load  of  it  should  be  kept  down  to  give 
about  the  same  velocity  as  black  powder 
gives,  or  the  bullets  may  fly  wild  and  may 
strip  and  lead  the  barrel.  A  velocity  of  1200 
,to  1400  feet  is  very  serviceable  with  a  lead 


bullet;  a  velocity  of  1600  feet  is  not.  This 
statement  applies  to  the  coal-burners  and  to 
the  high  powers  mentioned  when  loaded  with 
lead. 

These  suggestions  would  not  be  complete 
without  reference  to  a  feature  of  the  30  caliber, 
which  perhaps  are  the  most  numerous  of  the 
strictly  metal  cased  bullet  rifles.  The  man 
who  knows  how  to  load  them  need  not  lay 
them  away  entirely  in  times  of  scarcity  of  the 
jacketed  bullets,  so  long  as  Lightning,  No.  75 
or  No.  80  or  some  better  smokeless  powder 
can  be  secured.  One  man  with  a  .30-40  rifle 
regularly  uses  a  reduced  load  made  up  of  a 
soft  lead  bullet  (about  1  in  25)  weighing  about 
200  grains  and  about  11  or  12  grains  of  No.  75 
powder.  It  is  almost  a  duplicate  of  the  .32-40 
black  powder  cartridge  in  power,  range  and 
accuracy,  hence  in  an  emergency  is  an  excell- 
ent turkey  and  small-game  loadr  and  is  not 
to  be  sneezed  at  for  deer  and  bear.  Blacl^ 
powder  can  not  be  used  with  any  satisfaction 
whatever  in  30  and  303  caliber  high  power 
rifles. 

-i 

Ease  and  speed  in  reloading  depend  on  hav- 
ing the  materials  and  the  tools  handy.  One 
should  have  the  regular  tool  with  adjustable 
chamber,  and  should  not  overlook  proper  re- 
sizing dies  for  shells  and  bullets,  shell  identers 
and  the  odds  and  ends  of  equipment.  Their 
cost  is  money  well  spent.  The  tools  and 
materials  should  be  kept  handy,  in  a  box  or 
boxes,  as  a  carpenter  keeps  his  tools.  Every 
few  months  a  batch  of  bullets  can  be  made. 
It  is  then  no  trick  to  open  the  box  and  to 
load  a  dozen  or  a  hundred  shells  whenever 
they  are  needed,  while  they  will  be  sure 
to  fit  into  the  rifle  and  to  shoot  accurately 
if  the  tools  are  used  with  care. 

One  can  get  a  lot  of  shooting  for  a  little 
bit  of  money  with  these  rifles.  Even  the 
big  cartridges  cost  only  a  small  amount. 
For  instance,  25-20s  can  be  loaded  for  what 
22  long  rifle  factory  ammunition  now  costs, 
and  the  45-70s,  and  38-55s  and  405s  total 
only  a  couple  of  cents  each  at  the  outside. 
Anyone  can  afford  all  he  needs  of  such  am- 
munition. There  is  solid  satisfaction  in 
knowing  one  has  the  means  under  his  own 
roof  of  shooting  for  years  to  come  though 
almost  all  sources  of  supply  beyond  his  own 
sky-line  were  to  fail. 
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An  American  Division's  Experience  With  a  British  Rifle 

Alfred  B.  Geikie 
(Formerly  Editor  of  Guns  and  Ammunition  Department) 


BACK  in  the  good  old  U.  S.  A.  once  more 
with  an  honorable  discharge  from  Uncle 
Sam's  army  in  my  pocket,  the  writer, 
who  has  been  in  0.  D.  for  three  years  with  the 
exception  of  a  few  months'  breathing  spell  in 
"civvies"  is  able  to  turn  his  thoughts  along 
old  grooves  and  in  my  case  very  pleasant 
grooves  they  are.  As  I  explained  in  a  previous 
article,  written  while  I  was  at  Camp  Wads- 
worth,  Spartanburg,  South  Carolina,with  the 
108th  Infantry,  the  outbreak  of  hostilities 
found  us  with  an  entirely  inadequate  supply 
of  Springfield  rifles  on  our  hands  and  the  out- 
put even  under  pressure  of  war  needs  equally 
insufficient  for  the  huge  army  to  be  raised. 
Therefore  the  majority  of  the  doughboys 
who  left  overseas  were  supplied  with  the 
^hybrid  Enfield,  not  the  true  British  arm  but 
as  I  have  intimated  a  "hybrid"  no  more  and 
no  less.  A  description  of  the  arm  is  hardly 
necessary.  Most  of  Rod  and  Gun's  readers 
have  seen  cuts  of  the  rifle  in  Mr.  E.  C.  Cross- 
man's  excellent  article  in  a  former  number  of 
Outers  Book,  I  believe  it  was,  and  my  article 
covered  the  matter  pretty  well.  Suffice  it 
that  the  arm  had  a  one-piece  stock,  one  point 
of  excellence  over  the  Lee-Enfield's  two-piece 
stock,  Springfield  Magazine,  Lee-Enfield  pistol , 
grip  (so-called)  and  fair  rear  peep  sight  not 
graduated  for  windage. 

The  entire  27th  New  York  Division  turned 
in  their  Springfields  and  were  issued  these 
make-shift  military  rifles.  I  remember  well 
the  feeling  of  regret  with  which  I  gave  my  own 
1903  up  to  the  supply  sergeant.  It  was  a  new 
rifle  with  a  bore  shining  like  a  diamond  and 
I  had  tended  to  it  as  though  it  had  been  a 
baby.  We  were  then  lined  up  and  issued  the 
Enfields,  said  rifles  were  coated  with  cosmoline 
and  we  used  up  considerable  gasoline  cleaning 
them.  We  drilled  with  these  heavy  arms  the 
rest  of  our  stay  in  Spartanburg  and  when  the 
division  sailed  from  Newport  News,Virginia, 
in  the  spring  of  1918  the  hybrids  went  with  us. 
After  twelve  days  comparatively  smooth 
sailing  and  I  might  add  two  encounters  with 
subs,  and  one  case  of  Boche  intrigue  on  board 
to  make  things  interesting,  we  arrived  at 
Brest,  France. 

To  make  a  long  story  short,  we  were  finally 
brigaded  with  the  Fourth  British  Army, 
Second  American  Army  Corps  and  again 
turned  in  our  rifles  and  were  issued  the  Short 
.303  Lee-Enfield    used  by  the  entire  Britisn 


forces.  The  readers  are  so  familiar  with  this 
rifle  that  I  will  not  attempt  ,  to  describe  it. 
This  is  simply  a  lone  doughboy's  opinion  of 
this  rifle  as  he  found  it.  My  rifle  was  a  brand 
new  one.  The  barrel,  after  I  had  removed  the 
heavy  grease  from  the  bore,  was  shiny  and 
beautiful  to  gaze  upon.  The  stock  was  open 
to  criticism  as  to  grain  and  I  have  already  in- 
timated that  the  misfit  pistol  grip  of  the  U.  S. 
Enfield  did  not  appeal  to  me.  However,  the 
little  arm  was  all  to  the  velvet  when  it  came 
to  the  manual  of  arms.  The  little  piece 
snapped  up  to  the  right  shoulder  to  "port" 
and  from  "port"  to  the  "left  shoulder"  with 
a  pep  that  was  pleasant.  As  I  remarked  in  my 
previous  article  we  carry  our  rifle  when 
marching  at  attention  with  the  piece  carried 
at  the  right  and  left  shoulder,  with  the  arm 
resting  squarely  upon  the  shoulder,  not  tilted 
as  is  the  custom  in  the  British  forces.  The 
magazine  protruding  as  it  does  after  the 
fashion  of  the  JRemington  Auto-Loader  and 
Winchester  Model  1895  and  also  the  Self 
Loaders,  gives  the  arm  a  rather  undesirably 
insecure  feeling  when  carried  "a  la  doughboy" 
but  with  usage1  this  tendency  of  the  rifle  to 
flop  over  to  the  British  slope  became  less 
marked  and  we  began  to  rather  admire  the 
little  arm  for  its  lightness,  handiness  in  per- 
forming the  manual  and  ea^e  of  removing  the 
bolt  for  cleaning. 

On  the  range  the  arm  showed  fine  accuracy 
though  handicapped  by  inferior  sights.  In 
rapid  fire,  I  was  usually  out  of  the  running  as 
my  rifle  must  have  had  Mr.Cr6ssmanfs"Jinx" 
along  as  it  jammed  devilishly  usually  on  the 
fourth  or  fifth  shell  from  the  magazine.  In 
fairness  I  may  say  that  this  trouble  was  not 
so  apparent  when  using  but  one  clip  of  five 
shells,  it  was  when  using  the  two  clips  with 
one  cartridge  in  the  chamber  that  the  trouble 
was  greatest.  The  recoil  of  this  rifle  was  not 
in  the  least  troublesome  as  we  still  retained 
our  old  slings  in  preference  to  the  web  sling 
issued  with  the  British  rifle.  In  rapid  fire  I 
usually  "borrowed"  a  rifle  belonging  to  one  of 
our  cooks.  The  tendency  of  this  rifle  to  jam 
was  not  so  marked  though  it  too  would  "show 
off"  occasionally.  This  jamming  tendency 
is  not  present  with  either  our  Springfield  or 
Enfield,  from  now  on  to  avoid  oonfusion  I  will 
refer  to  the  later  arm  as  the  Model  1917. 

In  the  lines  I  found  sand  or  dirt  a  source  of 
annoyance  as  the  action  would  jam  if  the 
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action  were  not  kept  absolutely  free  from 
Flanders  mud  and  I  leave  it  to  you  fellows  who 
have  been  in  the  lines  before  Mount  Kemmel 
whether  it  was  an  easy  job  to  always  do  this. 
At  the  Hindenburg  Line,  September  29th,  just 
before  going  over  the  top  which  we  did  behind 
tanks,  I  was  knocked  down  by  the  wind  of  a 
shell  which  burst  close  by  on  the  opposite  side 
of  the  trench.  My  rifle  of  course  fell  from  my 
hand  and  though  I  did  not  at  the  time  notice 
it  some  dirt  managed  to  work  its  way  into  the 
action,  A  few  minutes  more  we  went  over 
and  it  seemed  as  though  every  machine  gunner 
and  artilleryman  in  the  German  army  were 
trying  to  anihilate  L  Company  of  the  108th 
though  of  course  other  companies  on  our  right 
and  left  were  catching  it  as  badly.  German 
planes  flew  overhead  bombing  us  and  being 
engaged  by  allied  planes.  A  squad  of  Yankee 
doughboys  actually  brought  a  Boche  machine 
down  with  the  rifle.  We  steadily  advanced, 
rifles  slung  over  our  shoulders,  bayonets  fixed. 
The  fire  became  so  hot,  the  advancing  line 
was  forced  to  flop  in  the  old  Yankee  way  on 
the  belly  for  a  respite  from  the  scathing  fire. 
It  was  not  far  from  the  Hindenburg  line  after 
hitting  the  dirt  and  placing  our  Lewis  gun 
that  a  machine  gun  bullet  caught  me  through 
the  foot  as  a  result  of  which  I  limp  today. 
Here  where  I  had  a  chance  to  use  my  rifle  the 
all-cussed  little  brute  refused  to  operate  and 
there  out  in  No  Man's  Land,  I  swore  off  any- 
thing but  fool-proof,  dirt-proof,  rust-proof 
and  doughboy-proof  rifles.  To  make  a  long 
story  short,  the  Division  gained  its  objective 
at  heavy  cost.  For  the  benefit  of  overseas 
men  who  saw  the  country  with  the  C.  E.  F.  I 
would  say  our  objective  was  mid-way  between 
Cambrai  and  St.  Quentin. 

V 

r 


1 notice  that  some  of  the  readers  of  this 
department  are  interested  in  the  use  of 
"Spitzer"  (pointed)  bullets  in  the  .30-30 
class  of  cartridges,  and  especially  in  the 
Model  99  Savage  rifle,  as  they  can  be  used  in 
the  magazine  of  this  gun.  Therefore  the 
writer  believes  it  would  not  be  amiss  to  state 
what  can  be  done  with  "S'pitzers"  and  other 
"lighter  than  standard"  bullets  in  these,  as 
well  as  some  of  the  more  powerful  cartridges. 

In  the  .25-35  Savage  the87  .gr.  Spitzer 
bullet  (as  used  in  the  .250  Savage)  can  be 


These  rifles  of  course  were  chambered  for 
the  regular  .303  British  ammunition.  The 
fact  that  the  29th  New  York  Division  was 
with  the  British  and  not  in  close  contact  with 
the  American  troops  holding  their  own  fronts 
made  it  necessary  for  us  to  use  this  rifle  and 
ammunition.  On  the  American  sectdr  proper 
the  Springfields  and  Model  1917  rifles  were 
used- with  excellent  results.  The  Springfield 
made  good  on  all  occasions  and  the  only 
complaint  regarding  the  1917  was  its  weight 
which  seems  excsssive  for  a  military  arm. 
The  short  Lee-Enfield  would  make  an  ideal 
cavalry  arm  as  regards  weight  and  length. 
The  magazine  system  as  it  stands  today  from 
my  somewhat  limited  experience  with  the 
piece  I  would  say  is  decidedly  inferior  to  the 
Springfield  system  while  this  rifle'^s  lightweight 
and  shortness  makes  it  popular  with  the 
doughboy  who  must  needs  carry  it  for  many  a 
weary  kilometer  in  all  kinds  of  weather. 

Those  days  I  am  thankful  to  say  are  a  thing 
of  the  past,  not  that  1  regret  the  experience 
nor  the  fact  that  at  the  time  of  my  country's 
need  I  volunteered,  but  any  returned  soldier 
who  reads  this  will  agree  with  me  when  I  say 
*it  is  not  the  bullets  and  shrapnel  music  which 
is  always  the  hardest  to  bear.  The  cold,  the 
exposure,  the  hikes,  all  these  tend  to  make 
war  what  Sherman  justly  called  it,  and  our 
Sherman  was  never  in  the  trenches  at  Albert, 
East  Poperinghe  or  Dickebush  where  we  spent 
days  and  nights  of  hell. 

The  old  27th  Division  is  now  only  a  memory 
mustered  out  of  the  United  States  service  but 
if  praise  from  such  men  as  Pershing,  Haig, 
Rawlinson,  Gellibrand,  etc.,  carry  any  weight, 
it  is  a  fact  that  the  record  of  this  division  on 
Service  was  an  enviable  one. 


loaded  to  a  muzzle  velocity  of  2850  f.s.,  which 
far  out-classes  the  .22  High  Power,  and  as  a 
killer  is  about  equal  to  the  .250  Savage.  This 
is  on  account  of  the  bullet  not  flying  to  pieces 
so  readily  but  penetrating  much  deeper,  which 
is  due  to  the  lower  velocity.  The  small 
amount  of  drift  to  the  right  will  not  be 
noticed  at  deer  shooting  ranges,  and  for  target 
shooting  it  can  be  corrected  by  the  wind  gauge. 

The  86  gr.  metal  cased  bullets  (as  used  in 
the  .25-20  Cartridge)  can  be  used  in  the  .25-35 
and  .25-36  at  a  muzzle  velocity  of  2575  f  .s. 


Rifle  and  Revolver  Dope 

J.  E.  Henry 
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That  is  about  the  limit  for  these  bullets  as  the 
jackets  are  not  strong  enough  for  higher 
velocities. 

Now  here  is  a  little  warning.  Maybe  the 
reader  has  noticed  that  the  Editor  of  another 
magazine  has  been  freely  recommending 
a  charge  of  25  grs.  Hercules  Lightning  Powder 
with  the  86  gr.  M.  C.  bullet  for  the  use  in  the 
.25-35  cartridge.  The  writer  had  the  Her- 
cules Powder  Company  test  this  charge,  with 
the  result  that  pressures  went  high,  yes, 
55,000  lbs.  per  sq.  inch  for  the  first  shot. 
Needless  to  say  the  charge  was  reduced  right 
there  to  22  grs.  which  gave  an  average  pres- 
sure on  10  shots  of  37,910  lbs.  with  a  maximum 
individual  pressure  of  43,200  lbs.  with  an 
average  velocity  for  10  shots  at  53  feet  from 
the  muzzle  of  2524  f.  s. 

Now  for  constant  use  it  is  not  advisable  to 
use  a  pressure  much  above  39,000  lbs.  in  the 
Model  '94  Winchester  and  the  Model  '93 
Marlin.  Therefore  if  the  reader  happens  to 
be  using  this  25  gr.  Lightning  charge,  it  is 
advisable  to  drop  it  to  22  grs.  or  he  can  use 
28  grs.  Dupont  Improved  Military  Rifle 
Powder  No.  16,  which  will  give  you  2575  f.  s. 
with  a  pressure  of  37,540  lbs.  per  sq.  inch. 
These  same  86  gr.  soft  point  bullets'  are  fine  for 
reloading  your  fired  shells.  Fill  the  shell  with 
Dupont  No.  1  Rifle  or  17  grs.  Sporting  Rifle 
No.  80.  Ye^,  if  you  can  shoot  at  all,  these 
reloads  will  stop  that  mowitch  very  nicely. 

There  has  been  much  interest  displayed  in 
having  the  .25  Remington  Auto  Loader 
chambered  for  the  .250  Savage  cartridge. 
This  means  considerable  expense,  and  does  not 
alter  that  10  inch  twist,  and  the  .250  Savage 
c  artridge  develops  a  pressure  of  50,000  lbs. 
for  which  the  Auto  Loader  was  never  intended. 

The  simplest  way  to  get  that  coveted  .250 
Automatic  is  to  use  the  87  gr.  Savage  bullet 
in  the  .25  Remington  shell  and  speed  it  up  to 
3000  f .  s.    Yes,  it  can  be  done. 

I  am  not  giving  these  extreme  velocity 
c  harges,  as  it  may  lead  to  a  case  of  "shrapnel 
in  the  dome"  of  some  of  the  inexperienced  who 
may  attempt  to  load  them. 

The  .250  Savage  can  be  speeded  up  to 
3250  f.  s.,  and  the  .280  Ross  to  3,300  f.  s. 
The  7MM  143  gr.  expanding  Spitzer  can  be 
pushed  very  close  to  3,000  f.  s. 

The  .30-30  and  .303  Savage  can  be  loaded 
with  the  150  gr.  expanding  Spitzer  to  2500 
f.  s.  and  they  will  work  through  the  Savage 
magazine,  but  be  careful,  don't  monkey  here, 
as  these  charges  were  primarily  intended  by 
the  DuPont  People  for  single  shot  purposes. 

In  the  tubular  magazine  rifles,  one  of  these 


.30-30Js  can  be  carried  in  the  chamber  for 
the  first  shot  followed  by  the  standard  170  gr. 
bullet  at  2275  f .  s.  ' 

The  writer  personally  considers  the  .32 
Special  as  the  best  game  killing  cartridge  in  the 
.30-30  class,  and  when  that  flat  nose  170  gr. 
bullet  is  speeded  up  to  2275  f.  s.,  it  does 
fearful  execution,  but  when  loaded  to  2400  f. 
s.  it  is  one  of  the  very  best  cartridges  for 
"short  range  in  the  woods"  that  we  have 
to-day  bar  none. 

There  is  a  140  gr.  expanding  Spitzer  for  the 
6.5  MM  Mannlicher,  which  can  be  pushed 
along  at  2700  f.  s.  In  speaking  of  the  .30-40 
and  Springfield  cartridges,  did  the  question 
ever  rise  in  your  mind  as  to  why  the  American 
Government  went  to.  . the  trouble  of  designing 
the  Springfield  cartridges  when  the  same 
ballistics  were  obtainable  in  the  .3^-40  or 
Krag  cartridge  with  much  lower  pressures, 
with  the  same  brand  of  powder,  and  about 
4^  grains  less  of  it,  which  means  considerable 
powder  economy  when  millions  of  cartridges 
are  loaded  in  war  time. 

The  difference  in  weight  of  powder  charge, 
and  in  the  Krag  and  Springfield  cases  are 
factors  to  be  considered  when  cartridges  by 
the  hundreds  of  thousands  are  to  be  trans- 
ported over  rough  roads  at  the  front.  Maybe 
spme  of  the  American  Military  men  could 
throw  some  light  on  this  question. 

The  .30-40  will  handle  the  150  gr.  Spitzer 
up  to  2825  f.  s.  and  the  175  gr.  Newton  bullet 
at  2500  f.  s.  The  .30-1906  will  push  the  150 
gr.  bullet  up  to  3000  f  s.  and  the  Newton 
bullet  at  2730  f.  s.  There  are  some  special 
bullets  which  can  be  used  in  some  cases  in 
the  8  and  9  M  M  which  far  exceed  the  factory 
loading  in  velocity.  There  is  a  175  gr.  soft 
point  Spitzer  that  can  be  used  in  the  .303 
British,  arid  when, loaded  to  the  same  velocity 
as  the.  Mark  VII  ammunition  makes  a  nice 
hunting  load.  In  the  .303  Ross  this  same 
bullet  can  be  speeded  close  to  2600  f.  s.  The 
195  soft  nose  bullet  (as  used  in  the  .303  Savage) 
can  be  loaded  in  the  .303  Ross  to  2580  f .  s. 
Of  course,  the  crimp  groove  is  some  distance 
out  of  the  shell,  and  is  not  very  pleasing  to  the 
eye,  but  it  is  powerful  medicine,  and  one  pill 
is  sufficient  for  that  charging  bull  moose. 
There  is  a  200  gr.  copper  jacket  bullet  that 
can  be  used  in  the  .35  Ross  and  Winchester. 
Model  95,the  charge  has  not  yet  been  chrono- 
graphed,  but  the  velocity  exceeds  2500  f.  s. 
The  .33  Winchester  can  be  speeded  up  to 
2350  f.  s.  and  the  .35  Remington  to  2225  f.  s. 
Now  I  suppose  somebody  will  want  to  speed 
up  the  "straw  burners,"  45-90-300  to  2250 
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f .  s  and  it  shoots  fine  in  the  20  inch  twist  of 
the  '95  Marlin,  but  if- it  "niust"  be  an  '86 
Winchester  then  buy  the  .45-70  and  have  it 
chambered  for  the  .45-90  cartridge  and  you 
get  the  20  inch  twist,  with  the  more  powerful 
cartridge,  and  accuracy  equal  to  the  .45-70. 

Did  I  hear  somebody  say  .405?  Nothing 
doing!  Better  get  a  12  inch  Naval  gun, 
weight  53  tons,  length  44.5  feet,  bullet  Spitzer, 
42  inches  long,  870  lbs.  powder,  310  lbs. 
(No,  it's  not  "Bulls  Eye"  or  ''Pistol  No.  3") 
muzzle  velocity  2700  f.  s.  If  this  is  not  power 
enough  ask  Newton  to  build  you  something 
special. 

By  the  way,  we  are  going  to  have  some  new 
Bolt  Actions  soon,  of  Winchester,  Savage, 
and  Remington  make.  The  Savage  People 
will  discontinue  their  model  1899  rifle  in 
.25-35,  .32-40  and  38-55  calibers.  The  Win- 
chester Company  will  drop  the  Single  Shot 
falling  block  model  and  also  the  '86  Model  in 


all  calibers  but  .33.  Mr.  Charles  Newton  is 
going  to  give  us  some  new  guns,  one  of  which 
is  a  .22  caliber  repeating  pistol,which  uses  a 
70  gr.  bullet  at  2,000  f.  s.  that  should  be 
"some  gun." 

Guess  there  are  some§users  of  the  revolver 
who  are  interested  in  speed  too.  Well,  there 
is  not  much  doing  with  the  ordinary  revolver, 
but  that  "Single  Action  Army"  and  "Bisley 
Model"  Colt  in  .32-20  and  .38  Special  calibers 
are  vastly  different  than  the  ordinary  six 
shooter.  Using  the  regular  100  gr.  M.  C. 
bullet  in  the  .32-20  and  the  130  gr.  M.  C. 
bullet  (38  Auto  Colt)  in  the  .38  Special  they 
can  be  speeded  close  to  1400  f.  s.  which  will 
give  striking  energy  equal  to  the  .38-40, 
.44-40  and  .45  Colt  factory  Cartridges,  and 
with  about  half  their  recoil.  You  have  the 
advantage  of  the  flatter  trajectory,  and  the 
higher  velocity  gives  more  shock  to  animal 
tissue,  consequently  they  equal  the  big 
calibers  in  killing  power.    Nuff  Sed! 


Another  .22  Bolt  Action 

Frank  Elwell 
(Reprinted  from  The  Arms  and  The  Man) 


A RECENT  issue  of  The  Arms  and  The 
Man  commented  editorially  on  the  .22 
caliber  bolt  action,  and  made  the  state- 
ment that  the  time  was  ripe  for  the  develop- 
ment of  such  an  arm. 

A  couple  of  years  ago  the  writer  conceived 
the  idea  of  rembdeling  a  Springfield  1903  by 
putting  on  a  barrel  chambered  for  22-15-60 
center-fire  Stevens  ammunition.  We  are 
giving  you  a  photograph  of  this  gun,  the  story 
of  which  is  about  like  this — 

A  model  1903  Springfield  was  purchased 
from  a  neighbor  boy  for  $1.00.  The  gun  had 
gone  through  the  Dayton  flood  of  1913  and 


as  a  useful  gun,  it  looked  like  a  total  wreck- 
Tfte  object  in  buying  the  gun  was  to  cut  down 
the  stock,  which  was  badly  warped  and  split, 
to  get  patterns  from  which  to  remodel  the 
stock  of  my  military  Springfield  to  a  sporting 
gtock.  After  some  of  the  rust  was  removed 
and  the  mud  sandpapered  off  it  developed 
that  the  gun  had  considerable  possibilities 
yet,  and  the  more  it  was  manicured  the  more 
enthusiastic  the  manicurist  became. 

Finally  it  was  decided  that  on  account  of 
the  history  of  the  gun,  it  having  survived  the 
flood,  it  would  be  a  good  proposition  as  a 
souvenir.    This  necessitated  fixing  up  the 
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stock  by  putting  in  a  plug  here  and  a  Dutch- 
man there  to  stop  the  cracks,  and  a  block  of 
-  wood  back  of  the  trigger  guard  to  be  cut 
down  as  a  pistol  grip,  the  comb  to  be  built  up 
and  various  other  wood  surgery  stunts,  such 
as  checking,  to  be  accomplisned.  This  was 
done  quite  to  the  owner's  satisfaction. 

Then  the  action  of  the  gun  was  cleaned  up, 
polished  and  reblued  and  found  to  be  in 
excellent  working  condition.  The  next  thing 
was  the  barrel.  We  have  twolocal  gun  sharks, 
who  bore  out  barrels,  put  in  a  tube  and  re- 
rifle  them,  and  strange  to  relate  each  of  them 
modestly  admits  that  the  other  is  the  better 
workman  of  the  two.  One  of  said  sharks  put 
in  a  nickel  steel  tube  in  my  barrel,  rebored  it 
for  .22  with  a  twist  of  1  in  12  and  chambered 
the  breach  for  22-15-60. 

Then  came  the  ammunition.  The  factory 
ammunition  did  not  group  its  shots  quite  as 
well  as  an  ordinary  sling  shot.  If  we  had  not 
had  quite  as  much  confidence  in  the  gunsmith 
we  would  have  been  inclined  to  blame  the* 
barrel,  but  decided  to  stay  with  it  a  while 
before  doing  so  at  least.  Bullet  moulds  and 
re-loading  equipment  were  secured.  A  num- 
ber of  bullet  swages  were  made  for  sizing  and 
swaging  the  bullets,  and  we  started  out  with 
a  program  as  follows: 

Bullets  would  be  made  of  pure  lead,  of  30 
lead  to  1  of  tin,  20  to  1,  and  10  to  1.  Then 
of  each  mixture  some  bullets  would  be  used 
as  cast,  some  sized  to  .228,  some  to  .227,  also, 
two  diameter  bullets  (a  la  Dr.  Mann)  and  bore 
diameter  bullets.  Each  of  these  mixtures 
and  sizes  would  be  tried  out  with  King's  semi- 
smokeless  powder.  Du  Pont  No.  80,  No.  1, 
No.  18  and  No.  21  and  75,  Schutzen  and 
several  others.  The  program  as  mapped  out 
was  not  followed  entirely  but  wherever  a 
promising  lead  appeared  it  was  followed  to 
the  bitter  end.  , 

At  first,  charges  of  powder  recommended 
by  the  manufacturers  were  used,  careful 
measuring  done  with  the  powder  Iheasure, 
and  in  some  cases  the  charges  were  weighed. 
Groups  obtained  averaged  anywhere  from  2 


to  10  inches  in  diameter,  at  100  yards,  some 
of  which  were  encouraging  and  some  were  not. 
We  have  now  found  a  load  which  will  give 
2-inch  groups  at  100  yards.  '  We  have  even 
gotten  one  or  two  lucky  13^-inch  groups. 
The  best  bullet  mixture  seemed  to  be  10  to  1 
and  we  are  sizing  our  bullets  all  to  .22. 

This  test  shooting  was  done  with  muzzle 
and  elbow  rest  and  telescope  sight  to  eliminate 
the  personal  equation  as  far  as  possible.  We 
have  about  completed  our  experimental  work 
with  the  gun  and  believe  we  have  worked  up  a 
gun  and  load  which  will  be  fine  as  a  semi- 
sporting  rifle  to  knock  over  crows  and  ground 
hogs  at  unknown  distances  up  to  100  yards. 

Some  difficulties  have  developed  in  making 
the  gun  a  repeater.  At  present  it  is  working 
as  a  single  shot.  We  have  some  patterns 
made  up  and  believe  we  will  be  able  to  cut 
down  the  magazine  so  that  the  gun  will  func- 
tion properly  and  repeat  for  at  least  two  or 
three  shots.  Tf  any  company  manufacturing 
reloading  tools  gets  into  shape  to  take  care  of 
the  trade,  we  hope  to  continue  some  ex- 
periments with  a  barrel  on  a  Springfield  action 
chambered  for  Savage  250-3000  shell.  It 
appears  that  this  ammunition  will  function 
in  the  Springfield  action  without  alterations 
and  this  gives  opportunity  for  unlimited 
experimenting  because  of  range  of  weights 
and  types  of  .25  calibre  bullet  available  from 
25-30  up  to  25-35  in  lead,  gas  check  and  metal 
patched. 

We  understand  that  one  or  two  of  the  big 
gun  manufacturers  are  going  to  bring  out  bolt 
action  rifles  and  one  is  already  taking  orders 
for  a  .22-bolt  action  which  looks  good.  We 
do  believe  that  to  be  a  success  as  a  target 
gun  as  well  as  an  outside  gun,  tne  .22  as  well 
as  any  other  calibre  must  be  a  real  gun  in 
weight  and  strength,  with  a  heavy  barrel 
nearly  straight  instead  of  tapered  to  small 
diameter  at  the  end.  , 

If  any  of  the  other  cranks  have  had  any 
similar  experiences  we  would  like  to  hear  their 
discussion. 


Queries  and  Answers 


The  .25-20  Winchester 

Editor,  Guns  8c  Ammunition  Dept. 

I  would  like  a  little  information  regarding 
the  reloading  of  shells  for  the  .25-20  model 
1893  Winchester  rifle. 

.  Where  can  I  get  black  powder  primers  and 
what  size  are  required  for  the  above  cartridge? 


Would  17  grains  of  F.  F.  G.  black  powder 
be  a  satisfactory  load  for  this  cartridge  and 
where  can  I  get  this  powder? 

What  is  the  proper  portions  of  lead  and  tin 
for  the  .25-20  bullet?  Why  is  a  pure  lead 
bullet  not  used?    (Because  it  is  too  soft.  Ed.) 

Where  can  I  get  an  Ideal  Handbook?  I 
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have  asked  the  publishers  but  they  have  no 
more  in  stock. 

One  more  question  and  I  will  close.  Is 
there  any  difference  between  the  shooting 
qualities  of  the  6  and  8  inch  type  Stevens 
pistol? 

A  Reader. 

Brantford,  Ont. 

Reply  .—  For  the  loading  of  the  .25-20 
Winchester  cartridge  in  U.  M.  C.  shells  use 
the  No.  1  U.  M.  C.  Primer.  Your  load  of 
17  grains  F.  F.  G.  black  powder  would  be 
perfectly  satisfactory  for  use  in  this  cartridge. 
Either  the  Sales  Department  of  the  Hercules 
Powder  Company,  Wilmington,  Delaware  or 
the  Rifle  Smokeless  Division  of  the  E.  I. 
Du  Pont  De  Neniours  Company,  Wilmington, 
Delaware  x^an  supply  you  with  F.  F.  G.  black 
rifle  powder.  For  the  .25-20  using  black 
powder,  cast  your  bullets  about  one  part  tin 
to  30  or  40  parts  of  lead. 

I  do  not  know  where  you  could  secure  a 
copy  of  the  Ideal  Hand-book;  if  you  cannot 
secure  one  from  the  Ideal  Manufacturing 
Company. 

In  regard  to  the  difference  between  shooting 

qualities  of  the  Stevens  pistol  with  6  and  8 

inch  barrels,  the  8  inch  barrel  will  prove  the 

more  accurate. — Editor. 
•   ■ — — 

Editor ,  Guns  Sz  Ammunition  Dept. 

What  rifles  are  the  best  to  have,  for  small 
and  large  game  shooting? 

In  January  issue,  W.  A.  Mason  stated  that 
small  bore,  high  power  rifles  were  not  suitable 
for  large  game,  having  stated  that  many 
hunters  have  followed  the  blood  trails  for 
days,  and  not  getting  their  game. 

What  would  you  suggest  as  a  proper  rifle? 
I  would  prefer  a  Savage  .250  for  deer,  .35 
Ffemington  Automatic  for  moose  and  a  .256 
Newton  also  for  moose. 

Hoping  you  will  pick  the  most  suitable,  all 
round  rifle  for  Moose,  Bear,  Deer,  Out  of  the 
following  and  if  yours  is  not  included,  please 
let  me  know  as  soon  as  there  is  room  in  your 
valuable  magazine. 

.22  H.  Power  Savage. 
.250-3000  H.  Power  Savage. 
.303  Savage. 

.30-30  Winchester  or  Rem. 
.35  Remington  Auto. 
.256  Newton. 
What  do  you  think  about  .32  Colt  Auto  for 
belt  gun  when  on  trap  line? 

Thanking  you  in  advance,  I  remain, 

Yours, 
W.  J.  V. 

Toronto. 


Reply. — I  would  select  the  .35  Remington 
or  the  .256  Newton  for  Moose  and  the  .250- 
3000  or  .256  for  deer  out  of  those  you  have 
named. 

I  would  prefer  a  .22  S.  &  W.  pistol  or  a  .22 
Colt  Auto  to  the  .32  Colt  Auto  for  a  trap  live 
sidearm. — Editor. 

The  Shotgun  on  Woodchucks. 

Editor,  Guns  So  Ammunition  Dept. 

My  May  copy  arrived  today,  and  I  looked 
it  over  tonight.  I  read  the  article  on  "Wood- 
chucks"  first,  as  these  are  animals  everyone 
around  here  are  very  familiar  with.  Some 
farms  are  alive  with  these  little  animals  and, 
no  doubt,  the  proprietors  would  give  quite  a 
lot  to  get  rid  of  them.  However,  if  they 
would  spend  a  few  evenings  in  May  or  June 
shooting  them,  they  would  soon  clear  them 
out.  I  shot  sixty-five  last  summer  on  my  own 
place  with  sixty-five  shots  and  only  one  was 
able  to  get  in  his  burrow.  The  whole  thing 
is  to  have  a  little  patience,  a  good  gun,  and 
ammunition.  My  gun  is  a  full  choke  Model 
10  A  Remington  Pump  Gun,  12  gauge,  and 
the  best  load  I  have  found  for  woodchucks  is 
25  grs.  Ballistite,  l}4  oz.  of  73^  chilled  shot. 
At  30  yards  with  this  outfit,  it's  a  poor  shooter 
that  allows  any  groundhog  to  escape. 

If  tfye  groundhog  has  its  burrow  around  the 
face  of  a  hill,  any  kind  of  a  hunter  can  get 
within  30  yards  before  the  groundjhog  will 
discover  him,  and  I  have  on  different  occasions 
got  within  10  feet  before  Mr.  Woodchuck 
saw  me.  If  you  happen  to  strike  a  wise  old 
woodchuck  out  in  a  big  open  field  where  he 
can  see  you  coming,  take  off  your  hat,  put 
the  gun  to  your  shoulder,  and  covering  the 
groundhog  advance  till  you  are  within  range. 
If  the  groundhog  has  never  been  shot  at,  he 
will  very  seldom  retreat  below  ground  till  you 
are  twenty  yards  from  him.  However,  if  he 
does  walk  up  near  his  burrow,  sit  down,  and 
covering  the  mouth  ofthe  burrow  you  will 
only  have  to  wait  a  few  minutes  till  he  will 
appear.  Of  course,  you  want  to  sit  still  and 
continually  watch  the  hole,  or  he  may  show 
his  head  and  seeing  you,  get  back  before  you 
know  he  has  seen  you. 

I  have  a  neighbor  near  me  who  has  a  20 
acre  sand  field  on  his  place,  and  I  think  on 
that  20  acre  field  there  were  200  woodchucks. 
We  had  been  shooting  at  them  with  a  .303 
Savage  Carbine,  but  didn't  hurt  them  much. 
Then  he  tried  a  shotgun  loaded  with  buckshot 
with  not  much  luck.  He  laughed  at  me  when 
I  told  him  to  use  7  ^  shot.  So  to  prove  to  him 
one  day  at  noon  we  went  back,  I  took  my  gun 
and  I  walked  across  40  rods  anfl  back,  and 
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with  18  shots  I  killed  17  right  where  they  stood 
and  the  other  one  was  hit  hard,  as  we  could 
hear  him  gasping  for  breath  in  the  hole.  I 
got  twelve  oh  my  place  this  year,  and  I  am 
glad  to  say  I  have  not  noticed  any  more- 
around  for  three  weeks.  Though  my  neigh- 
bors have  so  many,  I  expect  an  odd  one  along 
now  and  then. 

Perhaps  this  letter  will  help  some  other 
farmer  to  get  rid  of  these  chaps  who  do  so 
much  damage  to  our  crops,  and  at  the  same 
time  afford  them  a  fine  evening's  sport. 

C.  V.  B.  McRitchie. 

Muirkirk,  Ontario. 

A  Few  Hours  Crow  Shooting. 

So  much  has  been  written  about  crow 
shooting  in  your  magazine,  that  I  hope  you 
will  permit  me  to  relate  some  experiences  I 
had  with  this  kind  of  sport. 

During  the  month  of  October  1915  I  was 
domiciled  on  a  farm  about  3  miles  frpm  the 
St.  Lawrence  river. 

I  had  plenty  of  time  on  my  hands  for  the 
first  3  or  4  days,  until  I  secured  my  favorite 
companion,  my  double  barreled  hammerless 
shot  gun,  and  a  good  supply  of  shells  loaded 
with  No.  4  and  5  shot. 

There  were  large  numbers  of  crows  in  this 
vicinity,  but  they  were  very  wild.  Perhaps 
you  have  seen  the  autumn  flight  of  crows, 
which  usually  starts  about  10  o'clock  each  day 
and  continues  until  dusk.  They  all  seem  to 
travel  in  the  same  direction  and  it  is  my 
opinion  that  they  congregate  in  some  large 
swamp  where  it  would  be  warm  during  the 
night.  It  seemed  to  me  a  pity  not  to  be  able 
to  have  any  sport,  when  there  were  so  many 
of  them  around,  but  they  would  be  out  of 
range  when  flying  over  fields  or  cleared  land. 
So  I  thought  of  another  plan  for  securing  good 
shooting. 

Selecting  a  small  thickly-wooded  maple 
grove  right  in  the  line  of  flighty  I  walked  into 
the  grove  about  100  yards  and  found ,  an 
opening  about  20  yards  in  diameter,  where  I 
could  plainly  see  them  flying  over.  I  had  not 
waited  long  when  a  large  one  flew  over  and  a 
quick  shot  brought  it  down  with  a  broken 
wing.  This  bird  was  immediately  retrieved 
and  I  tied  a  stone  to  his  leg  to  act  as  an  anchor. 

Crows  do  not  like  to  see  one  of  their  number 
in  distress  and  when  I  placed  this  one  in  the 
open  field  at  the  edge  of  the  grove,  I  waited 
for  them.  When  they  came  over  the  edge  I 
had  plenty  of  shooting. 

As  soon  as  they  sighted  the  dejcoy  they 
would  call  and  receiving  no  answer,  they 


would  circle  back  over  my  head  and  I  will  say 
*  that  I  had  some  splendid  sport. 

When  the  time. arrived  for  me  to  leave  for 
the  house,  for  early  supper,  I  counted  19 
crows  that  would  never  pull  up  any  more 
farmer's  corn,  nor  kill  any  more  beautiful 
song  birds,  nor  rob  any  more  nests. 

The  next  afternoon  I  killed  eight  more. 
My  reason  for  telling  this  is  that  it  may  help 
some  shot  gun  enthusiast  to  rid  us  of  a  few 
more  of  these  nuisances  as  well  as  provide  a 
means  of  securing  some  splendid  wing  shooting. 
A  Sqatter  Gun  Enthusiast. 

Information  on  the  .303  Savage. 

Editor,  Guns  &  Ammunition  Dept. 

I  would  like  some  information  on  the  .303 
Savage.  Is  this  rifle  heavy  enough  for 
moose? 

Is  there  any  difference  in  the  accuracy  and 
speed  of  the  feather  weight  model  and  the 
regular  rifle? 

Would  you  kindly  give  me  the  trajectory 
and  velocity  of  this  cartridge? 

A  Reader. 

Detroit,  Mich. 

Reply. — You  will  find  the  .303  Savage  a 
very  satisfactory  big  game  rifle.  Mr.  W.  G. 
C.  Manson,  Lillooet,  B.  G.  used  this  rifle  for 
many  years  for  big  game  hunting  and  upon 
one  occasion  he  was  reported  to  have  killed 
18  head  of  large  game  with  20  cartridges. 
This  included  two  grizzlies. 

The  muzzle  velocity  of  this  cartridge  is 
1950  ft.  per  second,  and  the  muzzle  energy 
is  1650  foot  pounds.  The  200  yard  trajectory 
height  is  6  inches  and  the  300  yard  trajectory 
height  is  16  inches.  — Editor. 


The  .303  Ross  Rifle. 

Editor,  Guns  &  Ammunition  Dept. 

Would  you  mind  giving  me  a  few  tips  on  the 
.303  Ross  rifle?    What  I  wish  to  know  is; 

1.  Will  it  use  the  .303  British  cartridge,  as 
I  have  heard  that  the  rifle  is  chambered  only 
for  their  make  of  .303  Ross  cartridges?  Can 
you  tell  me  positively  whether  it  does  or  not? 

2.  Will  the  magazine  feed  properly?"  A 
couple  of  years  ago,  I  owned  one  Army  Ross 
rifle  and  the  magazine  of  same  would  not 
function  properly,  about  one  shell  would  come 
up,  out  of  ten. 

3.  Do  they  put  out  different  grades  of  .303 
rifles,  and  if  so,  which  is  the  best  model,  I 
mean  which  will  stand  tire  tear  and  wear  best? 

I  use  a  .30-1906  and  use  only  the  220  grain 
bullet,  in  it  which  gives  2198  F.  S.  and  that  is 
plenty  good  enough  for  me. 

P.S. — I  read  once  in  Rod  and  Gun,  I  believe, 
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an  article  about  the  reloading  of  the  .30-1906. 
The  party  in  question  was  complaining  that 
the  shells  could  not  be  made  to  fit  again,  on 
account  of  stretching,  after  being  fired  in  a 
Winchester  rifle.  I  have  never  reloaded  one 
myself.  Is  this  true?  Have  you  ever  seen 
or  used  a  bullet  like  this : 


-  METAL  CASE 
-LEAD 


I  did  in  the  old  country.  I  think  they  do 
more  damage  than  a  soft  point.  If  they 
strike  a  bone  or  any  hard  substance  the 
steel  point,  keeps  drivirfg,  but  the  lead 
part  of  the  bullet  deforms  and  mushrooms 
itself  something  awful.  I  have  seen  defer  shot 
with  it,  through  and  through,  and  believe 
me,  where  the  bullet  came  out,  it  made  a  hole 
bigger  than  your  two  fists.  Trie  rifle  using 
those  was  a  Mauser  straight  pull  7.50  m.m. 
If  you  have  anty  facility  in  making  bullets, 
do  try  some,  you  would  be  surprised  at  the 
result.  These  bullets  are  like  those  of  the 
220  gr.  .30-1906  cartridge. 

E.  B.  Cornaz, 

Glenora  Park. 

Brockville,  OnU 

Reply. — In  reply  to  your  request,  the  .303 
Ross  Rifle  uses  the  .303  British  Cartridge. 

The  Winchester  Repeating  Arms  Company, 
the  Dominion  Cartridge  Company,  and  the 
various  other  Cartridges  Companies  make  this 
ammunition. 

In  answer  to  your  second  question,  I  have 
not  heard  of  any  trouble  in  regard  to  the  pro- 
per feeding  of  the  cartridges  from  magazine  to 
the  barrel. 

In  answer  to  your  third  question,  the  Ross 
Rifle  Company  put  out  several  grades  of  .303 
Rifles,  the  best  one  of  which  had  a  checkered 
stock  with  full  pistol  grip,  but  I  do  not  re- 
member what  the  model  number  was,  and  do 
not  have  the  RosssRifle  catalog  at  hand  as 
this  letter  is  being  answered. 

In  regard  to  the  difficulty  of  reloading 
shells,  that  were  shot  in  the  model  1895, 
.30-1906  Rifle  catching  in  the  chamber.  This 
is  due  to  the  fact  that  the  action  of  this  rifle 
is  such  that  the  shells  stretch  sufficiently  in 
firing  to  cause  this  difficulty.  This  trouble 
is  found  in  the  Lever  Action  Rifles,  that  use 
high  intensity  cartridges.  It  is  not  found  in 
Bolt  Action  Rifles. 

I  have  not  used  the  type  cf  bullet[that  you 


speak  df,  but  I  do  not  see  how  this  bullet 
could  be  used  satisfactorily  in  the  high  power 
rifles,  for  a  full  charge  load,  as  apparently  the 
base  of  the  bullet  is  lead,  which  precludes  the 
use  of  this  bullet  at  velocities  in  excess  of 
about  1550  foot  seconds,  due  to  gas  cutting. 

I  suppose  that  the  bullet  you  mention  was 
used  in  the  large  caliber  low  velocity  rifles.— 
Editor. 


Cleaning  a  .30-30. 
Editor,  Guns  8c  Ammunition  Dept. 

I  own  a  .30-30  Winchester  Carbine,  model 
1894;  and  if  I  clean  it  I  will  have  to  clean  it 
from  the  muzzle,  or,  I  will  have  to  remove  the 
breach-block.  Is  it  easily  removed?  I  have 
a  Marble's  brass  rod  and  would  it  be  safe  to 
clean  the  rifle  from  the  muzzle  with  it? 

Does  a  pull-through  clean  a  rifle  as  well  as  a 
cleaning  rod?  When  cleaning  a  rifle,  is  it  air 
right  to  use  the  wire  brush?  Is  it  all  right  to 
use  ammonia  when  cleaning  a  .30-30  Win- 
chester Carbine? 

Thanking  you  for  your  information. 

Yours  truly, 
Vivian  Bartram,  Jr., 
10  Lonsdale  Road,  Toronto,  Canada. 

Reply. — In  reply  to  your  request,  you  will 
have  no  trouble  in  cleaning  your  rifle  from  the 
muzzle,  if  you  use  a  brass  rod. 

A  pull-through  does  not  clean  a  rifle  as  well 
as  a  regular  cleaning  rod.  You  will  not  in- 
jure the  rjfle  by  using  a  brass  cleaning  brush. 
To  use  ammonia  in  cleaning  your  rifle  you 
will  need  to  use  a  steel  rod  instead  of  a  brass 
rod. 

You  can  secure  very  good  results  in  clean- 
ing the  .30-30  rifles  by  using  "Hoppe's  number 
9"  Marble's  Nitro  Solvent  Oil,  "Winchester 
Crystal  Cleaner,"  or  some  other  similar 
preparation. 

I  would  not  recommend  that  you  would 
try  to  remove  the  breech-block  from  your 
rifle.  In  cleaning  rifles  of  this  type,  these 
Nitro  cleaning  fluids  will  do  practically  as. 
good  work  as  ammonia.  However,  you  will 
need  to  clean  the  rifle  for  two  or  three  days  in 
succession  to  keep  it  in  perfect  condition. 
Editor. 


The  Hill  Revolver. 

Editor,  Guns  8c  Ammunition  Dept. 

Is  the  Hill  Revolver  an  (English  made 
weapon)  with  a  three  inch  barrel,  an  accurate 
fire  arm? 

Donald  Laing. 

Reply. — I  have  never  heard  any  reports 
concerning  this  weapon. — Editor. 
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The  7.65  M.  M.  Mauser. 

Editor,  Guns  &  Ammunition  Dept. 

I  appreciated  the  answers  you  gave  me 
sometime  ago  in  regard  to  the  .250-3000 
Savage,  so  I  thought  I  would  ask  your  opinion 
about  the  7.65  M.  M.  Mauser  Rifle. 

I  desire  to  know  the  weight  of  the  bullet, 
the  trajectory  height,  the  velocity,  and  the 
striking  energy  of  this  cartridge,  and  its  recoil 
as  it  compares  to  the  .35  caliber  Remington. 

What  is  the  wreight  of  the  rifle,  where  can  it 
be  purchased,  and  what  would  it  cost  and 
what  is  your  opinion  of  it  as  a  big  game  rifle? 

I  do  quite  a  lot  of  coyote  shooting,  and  have 
been  using  a  .30-30  Winchester,  but  the  tra- 
jectory is  too  high  for  shooting  over  unknown 
ranges.  Then  I  tried  the  .250-3000,  but  for 
some  reason  it  does  not  always  shoot  to* the 
same  place.  Sometimes  it  shoots  higher  than 
it  does  at  others,  and  that  rather  destroys  a 
man's  confidence,  when  one  tries  for  two 
hours  to  get  a  shot  at  a  coyote,  and  then  puts 
the  bullet  over  him,  when  it  should  have  gone 
through  him.  To  say  the  least  it  is  hard  to 
look  pleasant  for  a  couple  of  days  thereafter. 

E.  S.  Meiklejohn, 

Wilkie,  Sask. 

Reply. — In  reply  to  your  inquiry  the  7.65 
M.  M.  Mauser  is  loaded  in  several  ways.  It 
is  loaded  with  a  154  grain  metal  cased  Spitzer 
bullet,  that  gives  a  muzzle  velocity  of  2790 
foot  seconds  and  a  muzzle  energy  of  2660  foot 
pounds.  The  200  yard  trajectory  height  is 
2%  inches  and  the  500  yard  trajectory  is  21 
inches,  which  is  less  than  Springfield.  This 
cartridge  is  also  loaded  with  a  soft  point  round 
nose  bullet  weighing  216  grains  which  Jias  a 
muzzle  velocity  of  1980  foot  seconds,  and  a 
muzzle  energy  of  1877  foot  pounds.  It  has  a 
200  yard  trajectory  height  of  5%  inches  and  a 
500  yard  trajectory  height  of  53  inches. 

Both  of  these  cartridges  are  more  powerful 
than  the  .35  Remington,  and  the  longer  the 
range,  the  greater  the  difference  becomes. 

To  obtain  the  7.65  M.  M.  Mauser,  I  would 
suggest  that  you  try  Schoverling,  Daly  & 
Gales,  Broadway,  New  York  City,  and 
Abercrombie  &  Fitch,  New  York  City,  who 
may  be  able  to  sumoly  this  rifle:  This  weapon 
with  the  Spitzer  load  will  certainly  take  care 
of  your  coyote  shooting.  The  reason  that 
your  Savage  does  not  shoot  consistently  is 
mostly  because  it  is  a  take  down  rifle  and 
taking  it  apart  and  putting  it  together,  would 
naturally  change  the  sighting  somewhat. 

Any^rifle  wiU  show  a  daily  variation  in 
elevation,  but  the  high  power  rifles  will  show 
less  than  the  low  power  ones. 


If  you  screw  it  up  tightly  and  don't  take  it 
apart  in  cleaning, .  you  will  find  that  your 
elevations  will  remain  more  constant. — Editor. 

.22  Caliber  Center  Fire  Rifles. 

Editor,  Guns  Sz  Ammunition  Dept. 

In  beginning  my  letter  to  you,  I  wish  to 
express  my  appreciation  of  your  excellent 
magazine.  It  certainly  contains  more  for 
the  man  who  loves  his  rifle  than  any  other 
publication  that  I  have  seen. 

Will  you  kindly  give  me  some  information 
on  the  .22  Caliber  center  fire  low  power 
cartridges?  How  do  they  compare  in  accuracy 
to  rim  fire  ,22's  at  ranges  under  125  yards, 
and  to  the  .25-20  and  the  .25-21  at  ranges  over 
125  yards.  Would  a  Maxim  silencer  affect 
their  accuracy?    Are  they  hard  to  re-load? 

I  hope  you  will  advertise  any  books  you 
have  for  sale.  I  buy  any  books  I  can  on 
shooting. 

James  Askew, 

Georgetown,  Ky. 

Reply. — The  two  rifles  that  you  refer  to  are 
the  .22-13-45  Winchester,  single  shot,  and  the 
.22-15-60  Stevens.  These  cartridges  are 
slightly  harder  to  re-load  than  the  .25  calibers, 
as  the  bullets  are  harder  to  make  exactly 
round,  as  they  are  smaller.  They  are  not 
generally  considered  to  be  as  accurate  as  the 
.22  rim  fire  rifles,  but  possibly  this  is  due  to  the 
fact  that  very  little  attention  has  been  paid 
to  these  two  calibers  in  late  years,  since  the 
later  smokeless  powders  have  been  developed. 
They  are  both  splendid  small  game  cartridges, 
and  are  better  for  small  game  shooting,  than 
any  of  the  rim  fire  cartridges,  due  to  their 
flatter  trajectory  and  greater  striking  energy. 

The  Maxim  silencer  would  not  affect  the 
accuracy  of  the  rifle  if  it  was  put  on  correctly 
and  kept  clean,  but  it  would  not  entirely 
eliminate  the  noise  of  the  discharge,  as  the 
bullet  leaves  the  barrel  at  greater  velocity 
than  the  velocity  of  sound. 

The  American  Rifle,  by  Lieut.  Col.  Town- 
send  Whelen,  is  the  best  book  on  rifle  shooting 
that  is  published.  It  is  for  sale  by  W.  J. 
Taylor,  Ltd.  Woodstock,  Ontario,  (publishers 
of  this  magazine)  at  the  price  of  $5.00. — 
Editor. 


Various  Answers. 

Editor,  Guns  Sz  Ammunition  Dept. 

I  have  a  Marlin  Model  1893,  .38-55  Cal. 
Rifle  with  a  Special  Smokeless  Steel  Barrel, 
26  inches  long.  Could  this  barrel  be  cut  off 
to  23  or  24  inches  in  length,  and  who  could 
do  this  for  me  in  Ontario? 

How  would  a  sight  be  attached  to  this  cut- 
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off  barrel?  Would  a  band  sight  like  the 
Newton  be  put  on  or  would  a  slot  be  filed? 
Could  a  regular  steel  sight  be  inserted?  Could 
this  work  be  done  by  someone  who  is  not  a 
gunsmith? 

.Would  this  rifle*  with  Lyman  peep  and 
Vickers  Maxim  front  sight  be  satisfactory? 

Is  this  rifle  powerful  enough  for  moose  if  it 
is  shot  with  high  power  cartridges? 

How  could  a  Ross  Military  Rifle  be  re- 
modeled to  a  sporting  rifle?  Would  these 
military  sights  be  satisfactory  for  hunting? 
How  could  this  rifle  be  cleaned  of  nickle 
fouling?  ' 

Is  Camp  Perry  Rifle  Paste  that  is  adver- 
tised by  P.  J.  O'Hare,  33  Bruce  St.,  Newark, 
N.  J.  as  good  to  remove  nickel  fouling  as  is 
ammonia?  If  not  what  would  I  use  to  re- 
move nickel  fouling? 

Is  it  safe  to  use  the  .303  Savage  Cartridge 
in  a  rifle  chambered  for  the  .303  British? 
When  they  shoot,  they  burst  around  the  neck. 
Is  the  resulting  accuracy  good? 

What  is  the  .35  Ross  Rifle  like  in  power? 
I  have  seen  it  mentioned  in  an  old  number 
of  Rod  and  Gun. 

Where  and  at  what  price  may  Col.  Whelen's 
Book  "The  American  Rifle"  be  purchased? 

Are  the  U.  S.  Cartridge  Company's,  "N.  R. 
A.  Cartridges"  accurate  up  to  250  yards? 

J.  L.  K. 

Reply. — You  could  have  this  rifle  cut  off  to 
22  or  24  inches  but  I  would  not  advise  you  to 
try  it  as  you  will  spoil  the  balance  of  the 
rifle.  Mr.  James  Brock,  London,  Ont.  can 
do  this  work  for  you.  He  would  very  likely 
attach  the  front  sight  by  filing  a  slot  in  the 
barrel  and  attaching  the  sight  the  same  way 
as  the  present  sight  is  attached. 

Lyman  peep  and  Vickers  Maxim  front 
sights  would  make  a  very  good  set  of  hunting 
and  target  sights. 

This  rifle  is  powerful  enough  for  moose  at 
short  range. 

I  have  never  seen  a  remodeled  Ross  Mili- 
tary Rifle  but  do  not  see  why  it  cannot  be 
remodeled.  You  would  require  a  new  front 
sight  and  you  should  also  have  a  new  rear 
sight.  For  removal  of  nickel  fouling  from 
a  high  power  rifle,  the  best  method  is  the  use 
of  the  ammonia  metal  fouling  solution.  To 
do  this  take  a  fired  shell,  plug  the  mouth  of 
the  shell  with  a  rubber  cork.  Place  the  shell 
in  the  chamber  and  close  the  breech.  Place 
two  or  three  inches  of  rubber  hose  over  the 


muzzle.  Let  the  steel  cleaning  rod  down  the 
barrel  on  to  the  cork.  Then  pour  your  barrel 
full  of  ammonia  fouling  solution.  Allow  it  to 
stand  in  the  barrel  about  20  minutes  and  then 
pour  it  our  and  dry  the  barrel  and  oil  it.  This 
will  remove  the  nickel  fouling.  You  can  also 
remove  most  of  it  by  scrubbing  the  barrel  with 
Camp  Perry  Rifle  Paste  or  Motte's  Paste  or 
with  Hoppe's  No.  9  and  a  brass  brush. 

It  is  not  satisfactory  to  use  a  .303  Savage 
Cartridge  in  a  rifle  chambered  for  a  .303 
British  Cartridge. 

The  .35  Cal.  Ross  Rifle  shoots  the  .35-250 
Cal.  Cartridge  that  is  used  in  the  Model 
1895  Winchester  Rifle. 

Col.  Whelen's  Book  may  be  secured  from 
Mr.  W.  J.  Taylor,  Ltd.,  Woodstock,  Ont.  at 
the  price  of  $5.00. 

U.  S.  Cartridge  Company's  N.  R.  A.  .22 
Cal.  long  ri/le  cartridges  are  fairly  accurate 
at  250  yards  if  there  is  no  wind  blowing  and 
if  they  are  shot  out  of  a  very  accurate  rifle. 
This  is  also  -true  of  the  more  accurate  batches 
of  .22  Cal.  long  rifle  Cal.  Cartridges,  manu- 
factured by  the  other  concerns. 

Editor,  Guns  &  Ammunition  Dept. 


Comparisons. 

Editor  Guns  &  Ammunition  Dept. 

I  note  in  several  issues  of  Rod  and  Gun  that 
you  recommend  the  .33  Winchester  as  being 
a  very  good  moose  and  deer  rifle,  and  I  would 
\  like  to  ask  a  few  questions  about  this  rifle. 
Could  Ammunition  be  readily  obtained  for 
it? 

Is  the  recoil  as  heavy  or  heavier,  than  the 
.32  Special  or  the  .303  Savage,  and  how  does 
it  compare  in  accuracy  with  these  two  cart- 
ridges? 

Which  sights  would  be  the  best  for  use  on 
the  .32  Special  for  hunting? 

J.  Broult. 

Reply  —  The  .33  Winchester  has  slightly 
more  recoil  than  the  other  two  rifles.  How- 
ever, it  handles  better  than  either  one  of  the 
others.  I  consider  that  it  has  the  best  action 
placed  on  the  lever  action  rifles.  It  balances 
perfectly  and  the  trigger  pull  is  splendid. 
Of  the  other  cartridges,  I  would  consider  the 
.303  Savage  as  being  slightly  more  accurate 
than  the  other  two  but  there  is  very  little 
difference.    The  three  are  very  fine  rifles. 

My  choice  of  sights  for  the  .32  Special 
would  be  a  No.  1A  Lyman  peep  sight  and|a 
medium  sized  gold  bead  front.  — Editor. 


F.  V.  Williams 


THE  first  frosts  had  come  and 
with  them  the  glorious  tints 
of  autumn,  Everywhere  the 
blaze  of  color  was  a  picture  that  held 
the  eye  of  even  the  pleasure  satiated 
party  up  at  the  old  camp.  No  taste 
had  they  for  the  long  trail  and  the 
scattered  shots  that  were  to  be  had 
at  the  few  partridge  about  this  season. 

The  man  of  the  party'  plainly 
told  the  guide — much  to  that  chap's 
disgust — that  he  had  at  least  expected 


to  get  his  full  number,  all  the  law 
allowed — when  he  went  out  after 
ruffled  grouse. 

To  break  even,  the  guide  had 
remarked  that  he  surely  ought  to  get 
all  that  came  within  sight,  judging 
from  the  size  of  the  artillery  the 
gentleman  carried,  referring  t6  the 
big  twelve  gauge  automatic  that  the 
man  from  the  city  was  using. 

A  walk  of  five  miles  over  the  trail 
with  but  three  shots  at  partridge 
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settled  the  question  as  far  as  the 
man  was  concerned.  He  would 
take  no  more  tramps  like  that.  The 
place  had  been  misrepresented  to 
him.  "He  didn't  believe  there  ever 
had  been  birds  in  that  particular 
section  and  when  the  guide  had  re- 
spectfully suggested  that  they  try 
for  some  of  the  big  muskinonge  or 
bass,  he  met  with  a  grouchy  refusal. 

As  the  gentleman  said,  the  fishing 
was  probably  as  bad  as  the  hunting 
and  he  gave  it  up  without  a  trial  and 
for  the  next  few  days  this  man  sat 
around  camp  pooh-poohing  every- 
thing connected  with  it,  varying  this 
form  of  amusement  by  sitting  on 
the  veranda  of  the  dining  house 
smoking  black  cigars  and  dreaming 
of  the  gay  cabarets  and  midnight 
carousals  that  he  had  left  behind  in 
town.  The  others  in  the  camp  notic- 
ing his  state  of  mind  gradually  left 
him  to  himself  so  much  that  he 
finally  decided  on  getting  even  with 
the  'whole  outfit'  and  the  next  morn- 
ing after  making  this  decision  he 
struck  out  after  breakfast  and  walked 
seven  miles  over  a  much  worse  road 
than  he  had  hunted  over,  to  a  place 
where  they  kept  'loggers  whisky.' 

Now  this  gentleman  was  accustom- 
ed to  good  whisky,  also  various  other 
forms  of  'j.oy  water, 'and  in  the  city 
you  could  not  have  paid  him  to  drink 
a  glass  of  this  stuff  that  had  been 
made  to  jolt  the  sensibilities  of  the 
husky  loggers,  when  they  came  to 
town  for  their  monthly  spree.  How- 
ever, this  was  all  there  was  to  be 
had  and  he  purchased  two  pint 
flasks  and  departed.  Even  the  pro- 
prietor smiled  to  himself  as  he  saw  the 
gentleman  "legging  it"  back  to- 
ward camp  without  so  much  as  tak- 
ing a  drink  at  the  bar,  and  wondered 
what  the  game  was. 

Not  a  drop  did  the  gentleman 
touch  that  day.  He  arrived  at 
camp  late  in  the  afternoon,  sat  around 
as  usual  and  scowled  at  everybody 
that  came  near  him.  The  ladies  of 
his  party  went  away  for  the  afternoon, 
with  some  others  from  a  nearby  camp 
on  a  little  canoeing  excursion  and 
when  they  came  back  the  grouchy 
one  had  gone  to  bed. 

The  dawn  of  another  day  saw  him 


flying  about  with  an  energy  that  made 
the  early  risers  about  the  camp 
wonder  what  had  come  ever  him. 
Now  in  his  loafing  about  the  camp 
he  had  heard  of  'The  Big  Drummer' 
the  wise  old  partridge  that  had  fooled 
the  dog  and  his  master  last  season, 
that  you  read  of  in  Rod  and  Gun 
1918?" 

Now  he,  the  man  with  more  money 
than  any  of  these  other  fellows  in 
camp,  more  money  than  any  two  of 
them,  yes,  any  three  of  them  put 
together,  why  he  could  buy  out  the 
whole  place,  and  this  sentimental 
bunch  of  wood  lovers  who  came  up 
here  season  after  season  "just  to  be  in 
the  woods."  He  grinned  to  himself 
as  he  took  in  the  landscape  from  the 
front  of  the  little  log  cabin  he  occu- 
pied with  his  party. 

There  was  the  lake,  and  yes,  there 
was  lots  of  trees  with  yellow  and  red 
leaves  on  them.  There  was  also 
some  green  trees  "Christmas  Trees" 
as  he  had  heard  one  of  his  witty  lady 
friends  remark  one  time  in  looking 
'at  a  famous  painting  that  was  attract- 
ing more  attention  than  herself  at  an 
art  exhibit.  How  astonished  some 
of  the  people  looked  as  they  heard 
the  remark,  and  how  this  "splendid 
girl"  had  turned  to  him  and  asked 
so  innocently  "Are  all  the  trees  up  in 
Canada  Christmas,  Trees,  like  those 
in  the  painting?"  Really,  it  was  the 
smartest  thing  he  had  heard  at  the 
exhibit.  If  she  were  only  here  now! 
Well  things  would  be  different,  they'd 
just  take  the  first  train  back  to  town 
and  let  this  camping  business  go 
hang  and  they'd  have  a  'real  time.' 
Bah!  that  mist  rising  off  the  lake  dis- 
gusted him.  What  people  could  see 
in  this  sort  of  stuff  to  admire  was 
beyond  him  and  he  wanted  none  of 
it.  He  came  up  here  with  the  full 
intention  of  carrying  back  some  forty 
or  fifty  partridge  and  as  he  could  not, 
he  would  fool  the  crazy  molly-coddle 
of  a  nature  lover  that  he  had  heard 
talking  about  the  "Big  Drummer." 
He  had  refused  to  drink  with  him, 
and  he'd  fix  it  so  that  "guy"  would 
not  get  the  "Big  Drummer"  or  his 
name  was  spelled  differently  than  he 
thought. 

He  knew  the  trail  the  other  would 
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take  that  very  morning,  and  he  also 
knew  a  shorter  one  that  crossed  the 
other  before  coming  to  the  range  that 
was  said  to  be  "pre-emptied"  by  the 
big  partridge  and  his  families. 

He  turned  and  re-entered  the  cosy 
little  log-cabin,  and  going  to  his 
bed  he  fumbled  beneath  his  pillow 
and  drew  forth  one  of  the  flasks  he 
had  purchased  the  day  before.  Draw- 
ing the  cork  he  took  a  long  "pull" 
at  the  bottle  and  accustomed  as  he 
was  to  "powerful  medicine"  it  half 
strangled  him.    He  made  a  wry  face 


and  remarked  as  he  replaced  the 
.bottle  in  its  hiding  place,  that  it  was 
wonderful  what  these  loggers  could 
stand  in  the  way  of  drink.  "Well, 
it  haguthe  'kick'  anyhow,  and  that's 
the  first  real  'live'  stuff  I've  seen  up 
here,"  and  as  the  whisky  warmed  him 
up  he  began  to  actually  feel  full  of 
'pep.' 

The  early  ones  at  the  breakfast 
table  were  astonished  to  have  him 
greet  them  with  a  smile  and  he  even 
forgot  his  dignity  so  far  as  to  joke 
with  the  waitress,  and  she  became  so 
excited  that  this  great  man  should 
notice  her,  that  she  spilled  part  of  a 
cup  of  hot  coffee  in  his  lap  and  he 
roared  with  laughter  at  an  accident, 
that  the  day  before  would  have  sent 
him  off  into  a  towering  rage. 

Half  way  through  this  morning 
meal  he  saw  the  young  fellow  who 
was  out  after  "The  Big  Drummer" 
finish  his  breakfast  and  hustle  off  to 
his  cabin  to  get  ready  for  his  start, 
and  as  he  watched  he  saw  the  fellow 
and  his  wife  both  with  their  guns  pass 
the  window  on  the  way  to  the  woods. 
They  were  evidently  off  for  the  day  as 
they  had  a  camera  and  a  light  knap- 
sack along  with  them. 

It  came  pretty  nearly  spoiling  the 
effects  of  his  "eye-opener"  that  sight 
of  man  and  his  wife  starting  out  on  a 
shooting  trip  together,  his  wife  stayed 
at  home  when  he  went  on  a  trip. 
Why  shouldn't  all  women,  and  he 
even  started  to  ridicule  the  parties 
that  had  just  left,  but  the  flat  silence 
that  followed  this  attempt  warned 
him  that  he  was  on  the  wrong  track 
and  he  changed  the  subject. 

Finishing  the  last  of  his  breakfast 
in  a  hurry  he  rushed  to  his  cabin, 
filled  his  shell  vest  with  ammunition, 
donned  his  velvet  shooting  coat  and 
with  both  bottles  of  his  medicine  in 
the  side  pockets  of  his  coat  he  started 
out.  For  the  first  half  mile  or  so  he 
travelled  at  an  ordinary  walk,  from 
that  time  on  until  he  reached  the 
cross  roads  he  fairly  ran,  and  after 
arriving  here  and  satisfying  himself 
that  no  one  had  passed  that  way 
ahead  of  him  he  took  a  couple  of 
good  drinks  from  one  of  the  bottles 
of  "Courage"  and  looking  to  see  that 
his  automatic  was  full  of  shells  he 
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proceeded  to  hunt  as  he  had  not 
hunted  before  in  his  life.  Every 
brush  heap  and  fallen  log  was  care- 
fully gone  over  for  the  possible  sight 
of  a  partridge,  or  sign  of  partridge, 
and  at  the  end  of  an  hour's  hunt  he 
came  to  a  place  where  a  small  stream 
wound  through  moss  covered  banks 
toward  a  big  swamp  some  miles  below. 

Now  it  had  been  a  wet  spring, 
dozens  of  young- partridge  chicks  had 
died  and  then  there  were  others  taken 
by  1$wild  domestic"  cats  that  had  a 
"hang  out"  in  a  nearby  thicket. 
Altogether  it  had  been  a  rough  season 
for  ruffed  grouse. 

The  Old  Drummer  as  usual  had 
chosen  well,  his  harem  of  some  three 
or  four  females  had  located  their 
nests  on  a  high  ridge  along  the  swamp 
and  as  a  result  the  chicks  had  had  a 
fighting  chance  and  they  had  pulled 
through  the  wet  weather,  avoided, 
thanks  to  the  old  hen  partridges' 
cunning,  the  cats.  Now  there  were 
three  conveys  of  from  five  to  eight 
plump  birds  feeding  and  gaining  their 
full  growth  on  the  banks  of  the  little 
stream. 

The  Old  Drummer  himself  was  on 
guard  as  the  fat  man  with  the  auto- 
matic shotgun  in  the  velvet  hunting 
suit  turned  the  bend  in  the  little 
woodland  trail  perhaps  thirty  feet 
away.  He  had  been  walking  as 
noiselessly  as  any  cat,  thanks  not  to 
his  condition,  which  was  bordering 
on  drunk, — as  one  of  the  flasks  was 
.  nearly  empty  now, —  but  the  roadway 
here  was  a  mess  of  moss  and  damp 
leaves,  making  ideal  stalking  for  the 
still  hunter,  even  in  the  condition  of 
our  friend. 

Up  went  the  barrel  of  the  auto- 
matic, but  the  flash  that  followed 
was  not  quite  quick  enough  to  catch 
the  old  sentinel,  splintered  twigs 
scattered  as  the  charge  of  No.  8  shot 
struck  the  brush  below  where  the  big 
fellow  had  been  perched,  and  then 
followed  a  regular  circus  of  excite- 
ment as  twelve  partridge,  one  after 
the  other,  burst  from  surrounding 
cover  and  tore  away  in  as  many  diff- 
erent directions.  The  automatic  was 
a  good  gun,  but  in  the  hands  of  this 
fellow  crazed  now  with  the  logger's 
whisky  that  he  had  been  absorbing 


all  morning,  it  was  merely  an  instru- 
ment to  make  a  noise  with,  one 
grouse  going  straight  away,  a  dead 
easy  shot  even  for  an  ordinary  marks- 
man— and  he  of  the  velvet  suit 
did  not  consider  himself  ordinary  in 
anything,  was  he  not  a  "crack" 
at  the  traps?  Why  this  was  easy 
and  as  he  tried  tcf  line  up  on  this 
living  catapult  he  felt  sure  of  him. 
Three  times  in  as  many  seconds  he 
pressed  the  trigger  and  at  the  third 
shot  his  gun  was  empty  and  he  saw 
the  partridge  make  a  whirl  to  the 
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right  a  hundred  and  fifty  yards 
away  among  the  tall  timber  and 
disappear. 

With  a  curse  he  shoved  in  six  more 
shells  and  forgetting  to  put  the 
safety  on,  he  pulled  the  gun  off 
accidently  and  at  the  seventh  report 
of  this  big  twelve  gauge  a  young 
grouse  that  had  been  lying  close  dur- 
ing the  fusilade  got  up  and  made  a 
break  for  cover,  two  more  shots  from 
the  "sportsman"  greeted  him  as  he 
hurried  away,  two  more  misses  and 
then  the  man  with  the  gun  sat  down 
on  a  log,  shoved  the  'safety'  on  his 
weapon  onto  safe  with  trembling 
fingers.  Then  weakly,  cursing  his 
own  shooting,  the  gun>  the  Big 
Drummer,  and  everything  in  sight,  he 
reached  for  his  second  flash.  He  got 
the  cork  out,  took  a  drink,  tried  to 
replace  the  cork,  dropped  it,  and  in 
reaching  for  it  fell  backward  over  the 
log  he  was  sitting  on,  and  after  a  few 
feeble  attempts  to  regain  his  seat 
he  lay  still. 

The  man  and  his  wife  had  had  bad 
luck.  Not  one  shot  had  they  had 
all  forenoon.  They  ate  their  lunch, 
took  a  few  pictures  and  in  the  after- 
noon, decided  to  return  by  way  of 
the  big  swamp..  They  had  heard  the 
volley  of  shots  over  there  in  the  fore- 
noon but  never  guessed  they  were 
fired  by  anyone  from  their  camp. 
Thinking  that  perhaps  it  was  some 
new  camping  party  out  trying  out  a 
new  gun,  judging  from  the  speed  the 
shots  were  delivered  at,  they  could 
not  be  shooting  at  partridge. 

The  little  lady  had  the  lead  and 
was  going  slowly,  watching  both  sides 
of  the  trail,  and  of  a  sudden  about 
forty  yards  away  sitting  on  a  log 
in  the  shadows  she  could  discern 
the  shadowy  form  of  a  huge  partridge 
evidently  watching  her.  Slowly,  as 
she  had  been  coached  to  do  when 
drawing  a  bead  on  standing  game,  she 
swung  around  and  the  slim  barrels  of 
the  little  twenty  gauge  lined  up  on 
the  shadowy  fowl  under  the  branches 
of  the  old  cedar.  There  was  a  flash, 
and  the  shadow  fell  off  the  log,  and 
rushing  through  the  brush  as  quickly 
as  possible  the  lady  with  the  little 
twenty   gun   picked   up   the  most 


wonderful  wild  grouse  she  had  ever 
beheld.  Truly  he  was  a  beauty, 
and  as  she  regained  the  trail  her 
husband  came  up  and  together  they 
sat  down  and  admired  in  detail  the 
proportions  and  plumage  of  the  most 
beautiful  partridge  they  .had  ever 
seen. 

A  half  mile  further  on  the  man 
emptied  three  shells  of  his  sixteen 
gauge  ,at  two  partridges  that  got  up 
in  front  of  him  and  bagged  them  both, 
but  that  was  all  thay  saw  to  shoot  at. 
Other  "birds"  got  up  but  they  seemed 
extra  wary  and  wild  and  kept  out  of 
range,  unlike  the  old  cock  that  the 
twenty  gauge  had  dropped  when  he 
sat  presumably  thinking  he  was  hid- 
den in  the  shadows.  There  was  no 
other  birds  close  enough  to  try  a 
shot  at. 

The  two  "pals"  crossed  the  little 
stream  on  a  fallen  log.  a  natural  foot- 
bridge, and  the  man  in  the  lead 
ascended  a  little  rise  in  the  bank  and 
topping  a  log  a  short  distance  away 
was  what  the  hunter  mistook  at 
first  glance  to  be  an  animal.  With 
gun  all  ready  he  watched  for  it  to 
move  and  then  the  things  gradually 
took  shape.  It  surely,  or  they  surely 
did  look  like  a  man's  feet  encased  in 
heavy  laced  boots.  With  dread 
clutching  at  his  heart  the  man  ran 
forward.  He  remembered  the  shots 
of  'Hhe  morning,  surely,  surely  it 
couldn't  have  been  an  accident,  and 
as  the  man  and  woman  lifted  the 
head  of  the  man  by  the  log  and  saw 
and  heard  his  heavy  breathing  and 
discovered  the  empty  flask  they 
both  were  relieved  to  find  it  was  more 
comedy  than  tragedy.  The  man 
of  millions,  drunk,  lying  in  his  velvet 
suit  drunk,  fallen  over  a  log  with  his 
three  hundred  dollar  gun  beside  him 
and  a  cheap  whiskey  flask. 

Rouse  him  they  could  not,  so  they 
took  off  his  coat,  made  a  pillow  for 
him  and  hurried  back  to  camp; 
Three  hours  later  the  guides  brought 
in  the  "drunken  grouch"  and  put 
him  to  bed  as  his  party  were  out  on  a 
three  day  trip  to  another  lake. 

Two  days  later,  waiting  for  the 
train  at  the  little  station  the  man  and 
his  wife  were  approached  by  the 
"gentleman"  who  with  a  snarl  on  his 
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face  informed  the  husband,  that  if  it 
hadn't  been  for  the  d — d  loggers 
whisky  he'd  never  have  gotten  so 
much  as  a  look  at  that  "Big  Drum- 
mer." 

Well  their  ways  parted  in  the  big 
city.  The  millionaire  is  having  a 
real  time  now  and  he  is  getting  hor- 
ribly fat,  but  that's  his  affair.  What 
we  want  to  say  is  that  two  lovers  of 
the  big  outdoors  often  sit  and  look 
at  a  wonderful  big  partridge  mounted 
on  'a  natural  birch  branch  that  cost 
them  quite  a  bit  to  have  mounted, 
but  is  always  with  them  as  a  reminder 


of  one  wonderful  day  in  October,  the 
"color"  month  in  the  big  North 
Woods. 

And  in  those  same  woods  over  by 
the  big  swamp  you'll  find  the  off- 
spring of  the  "Big  Drummer"  to  this 
day.  The  finest  game  bird  of  the 
woods.  Yes  and  we'll  go  so  far  as  to 
say  he's  away  ahead  of  any  importa- 
tions from  Europe  or  anywhere  else. 
He  gives  you  fine  sport,  is  great 
eating  and  has  got  tricks  up  his 
sleeve  that  makes  others  look  cheap. 
Let's  protect  him  a  bit  and  keep  him 
with  us.    He's  sure  a  grand  bird,  hey? 


Prince  Will,  Use  GrandlTrunk  Lines  in  Ontario 

His  Royal  Highmess  WnTBe  Accompanied  by  Mr.  H.  R.  Charlton  Represent- 
ing the  Railway 


The  Prince  of  Wales  on  his  visits  to  the 
principal  Ontario  cities  will  use  the  lines  of  the 
Grand  Trunk  Railway  System.    His  Royal 


Mr.  H.  R.  Charlton 


Highness  will  arrive  at  Hamilton  from 
Toronto  on  October  18th,  and,  after  being 
welcomed  there,  will  proceed  to  Niagara 
Falls,  where  he  will  stay  from  the  night  of 
the  18th  until- noon  of  the  20th  when  he  will 
journey  to  Brantford. 

Guelph  and  Stratford  will  be  visited  on  the 
21st  and  Woodstock,  Chatham  and  London 
on  the  22nd.  His  Royal  Highness  leaves 
London  on  the  *  afternoon  of  the  23rd  for 
Windsor,  and  his  visit  to  the  Border  Cities 
will  conclude  his  tour  of  Western  Ontario. 

The  Prince  will  leave  Toronto,  again  travel- 
ling by  the  Grand  Trunk,  on  the  night  of 
Friday,  October  24th,  and  will  spend  the 
week-end  at  Kingston,  in  the  Thousand  Is- 
lands region,  leaving  that  point  on  Monday, 
October  27th  for  Brockville  and  Montreal. 
The  Royal  train  will  be  hauled  by  the  big 
pacific  type  of  locomotives  of  the  Grand 
Trunk. 

Mr.  H.  R.  Charlton  of  the  Grand  Trunk 
has  been  designated  to  accompany  his  Royal 
Highness  while  on  the  lines  of  that  System. 
Mr.  Charlton  has  been  the  representative  of 
the  Company  on  the  various  Canadian  tours 
of  important  personages  during  the  past 
twenty  years.  The  Emperor  of  Japan  con- 
ferred on  him  the  Order  of  the  Sacred  Treasure 
following  the  visit  of  Prince  Fushimi  to 
Canada. 


Shooting  Upland  and  Yellow  Leg  Plover 


Reginald 

THE  pursuit  of  these  birds  (es- 
pecially the  former)  though 
not  a  dangerous  sport,  has  its 
moments  of  excitement,,  and  requires 
better  shooting  often  than  the  com- 
paratively tame  sport  of  duck  shoot- 
ing over  decoys. 

Let  us  take  the  case  of  the  upland 
plover  first.  He  is  a  bird  of  the  wide 
open  spaces,  not  '  necessaril  y  nea 
water.  On  the  contrary  he  is  often 
found  on  downs,  and  high  fallow 
pastures  and  uplands,  hence  his  name 
Upland  plover. 

It  is  remarkable  that  this  bird, 
though  common  in  the  Central  and 
Western  prairie  states,  has  only,  like 
the  Arizona  dove,  made  his  appear- 
ance in  Ontario  within  the  past  few 
years.  He  comes  in  late  April  and 
departs  in  the  middle  of  September, 
which  limits  the  time  during  which 
he  can  be  shot  to  a  few  days.  He  is 
a  fine  bird,  very  good  to  eat  and 
generally  very  hard  to  catch;  being 
for  the  most  part,  as  cunning  and  wary 
as  a  wild  goose,  while  on  some  rare 
occasions  he  displays  an  imbecility 
almost  as  great  as  a  country  "know 
it  all."  Though  hard,  almost  im- 
possible to  stalk,  on  the  barren 
pastures  where  it  is  chiefly  found, 
I  have  known  an  upland  plover  to 
come  sailing  up,  and  calmly  perch 
himself  on  the  top  of  a  tree,  a  barn 
or  telegraph  pole  within  easy  range 
of  me,  looking  as  satisfied  with  him- 
self as  a  new  made  knight  or  bride. 
He  is  the  only  species  of  plover  as 
far  as  I  am  aware  that  does  this  stunt. 
His  cry  is  loud  and  peculiar,  rising 
to  crescendo  and  then  gradulaly  dim- 
inishing. It  sounds  like,  "Widder, 
Widder,  widder"  as  if  the  bird  like 
some  men,  had  been  deceived  by 
that  proverbially  fickle  and  uncertain 
portion  of  the  fair  (and  unfair)  sex. 
This  frequently  gives  him  away,  as 
it  does  in  the  case  of  a  man  similarly 
afflicted. 

The  best  way  to  hunt  Upland 
plover  on  foot  is  as  follows: — I  might 
explain  that  I  am  writing  of  hunting 


Gourlay 

in  Ontario  and  not  the  prairies  where 
they  go  out  with  buckboards. 

Suppose  two  men  go  out  and  sight 
a  flock  of  Upland  plover  on  one  of 
those  large  open  spaces  which  they 
frequent.  A  dog  trained  and  accus- 
tomed to  plover  hunting  is  most 
valuable.  An  untrained  dog  is  worse 
than  useless.  A  young  friend  and 
myself  along  with  a  good  dog  hunted 
plover  after  this  fashion.  We  found 
a  flock  of  plover,  so  we  separated  and 
went  on  the  opposite  sides  of  the  flock 
and  then  sent  our  dog  who  was  well 
trained  to  hunt  them  up.  As  we 
had  taken  good  cover  we  were^sure 
that  one  of  us  would  get  a  shot, 
sometimes  we  both  managed  it. 
Then  we  followed  up  another  flock 
and  went  through  the  same  process. 
If  we  had  followed  the  usual  way  and 
had  tried  to  stalk  them  we  might  have 
taken  from  then  to  the  day  of  Judg- 
ment to  get  a  shot  at  them.  My 
Irish  Spaniel  Rex,  (now  deceased) 
was  the  dog  we  used  for  this  game. 
Rex  was  a  very  versatile  and  talented 
dog,  and  was  at  his  best,  intellectually 
speaking,  at  this  unusual  kind  of 
hunting.  When  hunting  partridge, 
woodcock,or  snipe,  Rex  displayed  the 
usual  points  of  a  well-broken,  steady 
Irish  water  spaniel,  hunting  close  to 
the  gun,  quartering  carefully  and 
retrieving  beautifully.  When  after 
Upland  plover,  he  employed  different 
means  altogether,  which  clearly  show- 
ed that  he  possessed  brains.  Quarter- 
ing carefully,  sometimes  almost 
crawling  like  a  cat,  sometimes  gallop- 
ing wildly,  Rex  would  gradually 
shepherd  a  flock  of  plover  till  he 
brought  it  within  range,  and  sent  it 
over  or  past  either  my  friend  or 
myself  in  such  a  way  as  to  give  us 
easy  shots. 

The  Yellow  Leg  or  Yellow  Legged 
Plover,  larger  and  smaller  is  found,  in 
rapidly  decreasing  numbers  I  fear, 
all  over  Ontario  wherever  there  are 
lakes,  marshes  or  even  ponds.  He 
must  always  be  near  water,  in  which 
respect  he  differs  from  the  Upland 
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the  rifle  you  asked  (br  — 

The  New  .22  Savage  N.  R.  A.  Rifle 


rE  take  pleasure  in  presenting  to  our 
friends  the  latest  product  of  the  Savage 
Arms  Corporation,  Utica  Works — the  new 
Model  1919  Bolt  Action  Rifle. 

This  rifle  is  the  result  of  years  of  experi- 
mental work,  guided  and  checked  by  the 
ablest  military  and  civilian  experts. 

It  is  the  most  serious  instrument  of  pre- 
cision that  has  ever  been  manufactured  to 
shoot  .22  rim-fire  ammunition.  Designed 
especially  to  fill  the  exacting  requirements 
of  National  Rifle  Association  small  bore 
match  shooting. 

The  .22  Savage  N.R.A.  is  a  genuine  mini- 
ature military  rifle.  It  is  a  bolt-action, 
five-shot  repeater,  with  full  length  military 
pistol-grip  stock  and  swivels  for  sling.  It 
can  be  used  in  every  position,  with  every 
time-limit  and  for  every  kind  of  fire  that  the 
.30  Service  rifle  can.  The  only  match  con- 
dition that  need  be  changed  is  length  of 
range.  And  it  will  beat  the  Service  rifle 
at  100  yards. 


A  new  rifling  system  makes  the  barrel  more 
accurate  than  other  .22  caliber  models  used 
in  this  work — and  Savage  reputation  for 
accuracy  made  the  experts  select  us  to  build 
this  rifle. 

A  new  firing-mechanism — lightened  mov- 
ing parts  with  less  than  half-inch  travel.long, 
husky  mainspring  and  two-point  firing-pin— 
make  ignition  instantaneous. 

The  Marine  Corps  type  tront  sight*defines 
clearly  in  any  light,  and  the  simple,  strong 
aperture  rear  sight  has  click  adjustment  for 
elev  tion  and  windage — one  click  moves 
shot  one-quarter  inch  on  target  at  25  yards. 

25-inch  round  barrel,  full  military  stock, 
oil  finish,  pistol  grip,  sling  swivels,  Marine 
Corps  type  front,  and  wind-gauge  aperture, 
rear  sights.  5-shot  detachable  box  magazine, 
Chambered  for  .22  Long  Rifle  cartridge  only. 
Supplied  in  .22  Short  on  special  order  only. 

And  remember — it's  as  good  for  small 
game  shooting  as  for  target  work. 


25  Yards— 10 Shots,  ft-in. 
bull,  by  Marine  Gunner  J. 
L.  Renew,  U.S.M.C. 


It*  X 


Executive  Offices: 
50  Church  Street,iNewtYork 


UTICA,  N.  Y. 


Sharon,  Pa.    Detroit,  Mich. 
Philadelphia,  Pa. 


50  Yards — 9  Shots,  1  inch 
bull,  by  Marine  Gunner 
L.  Renew,  U.  S.  M.  C.  ' 


25  Yards-10  Shots,  lA 
inch  bult,  by  Gunnery 
Sergeant  Peter  Lund, 
U  S.  M.  C. 


The  New  .22  Savaoe 
N.  R.  A.  Rifle,  Model 
1919. 


,50  Yards— 10  Shots,  1 
inch  bull,  by  Marine 
Gunner  John  J.  An- 
drews, U.  S.  M.  C. 


m  v 
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Mr.  Reginald  Gourlay,  Picton,  Ont. 

plover.  He  will  also  decoy,  whereas 
the  Upland  plover  will  see  you  to  a 
place  where  sleigh  bells  never  jingle, 
first. 

The  larger  variety  of  the  Yellow 
Leg  is  about  the  size  of  the  Upland 
plover,  but  has  much  longer  legs  and 
is  as  good  tasting.  He  has  a  beau- 
tiful resonant  note,  which  some  people  • 
can  imitate.  I  can't  so  I  naturally  call 
the  people  who  employ  it  to  get  the 
birds  within  range — beastly  poachers. 
He  is  not  nearly  as  wild  as  the  upland 
plover,  though  of  course  hard  to 
approach  in  places  where  he  has  been 
much  hunted.  I  will  give  .an  in- 
stance of  how  tame  the  yellow  leg 
plover  can  be  at  times.  One  day 
last  fall  I  had  been  snipe  shooting 
with  pretty  poor  success  until  about 
three  in  the  afternoon.  I  was  about 
to  turn  homewards  when  my  eagle 
eye  caught  a  gleam  of  water  in  the 
middle  distance,  through  '  a  belt  of 
poplar  and  willows.  "I  directed  my 
steps  thither"  as  the  novelists  say 
and  found  a  fairly  large  pond  of  clear 


water  surrounded  by  shallow  marsh 
and  just  the  place-  for  plover.  It 
turned  out  to  be  so,  for  I  had  not  gone 
far  into  it*  when  I  came  on  a  row  of 
seven  yellow  legs^  standing  up  as  stiff 
as  ten  pins,  and  just  as  motionless. 
I  had  to  walk  up  right  up  to  them 
before  they  would  fly.  There  were 
oyer  forty  of  them  in  that  little/ 
marsh  and  they  all  acted  as  tired  and 
dopey  as  a  food  controller  when  he  is 
asked  to  do  something  for  the  con- 
sumer. Not  being  a  game  butcher  I 
only  shot  six.  When  I  came  a  day 
or  two  later  with  a  friend  there  was  not 
a  bird  in  the  marsh.  The  birds  I 
had  encountered  had  evidently  be- 
longed to  a  tired  flight  migrating 
that  had  stopped  at  the  view  of  what 
looked  like  a  suitable  feeding  place. 

Both  of  these  species  are  fine  birds 
and  have  the  advantage  of  being  on 
hand  early  in  the  game  season,  the 
Upland  plover  a  good  deal  too  early 
as  he  leaves  Ontario  about  the  fif- 
teenth of  September. 


In  speaking  of  the  Upland  plover 
and  the  Yellow  Leg,  I  am  sorry  that 
Mr.  Gourlay  did  not  tell  us  how  to 
protect  the  few  remaining,  instead  of 
how  to  shoot  them. 

Mr.  Gourlay  states  that  the  Upland 
plover,  like  the  Arizona  Dove,  has 
only  made  its  appearance  in  Ontario 
within  the  last  few  years.  As  a 
matter  of  fact  that  Upland  plover  or 
better  known  as  the  Bartramian 
Sandpiper,  was  fairly  common  all 
over  western  Ontario  forty  years  ago, 
but  for  the  last  twenty  years  is  seldom 
seen.  I  suppose  Mr.  Gourlay  has 
reference  to  the  common  mourning 
dove  when  he  makes  mention  of  the 
Arizona  dove.  There  are  at  least 
four  different  species  of  dove  found 
in  Arizona.  The  mourning  dove  is 
the  only  one  found  in  Ontario  and  it 
has  always  been  here  although  never 
in  large  numbers.  Fifty  years  ago 
it  was  much  more  numerous  than 
now. 

W.  D.  Hobson. 


\ 
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'Daylo  would  have  prevented  this! 


99 


— "if  only  you'd  used  a  Daylo  to  hunt  down 
that  trouble  under  the  hood,  this  wouldn't 
have  happened." 

Of  all  the  foolish  uses  of  matches — and 
they  are  legion — none  is  quite  so  dangerous 
as  around  your  automobile. 

On  the  road  or  in  the  garage,  whenever 
light  is  required  around  the  engine  or  in- 


side the  tonneau  —  when  tires  must  be 
changed,  side  curtains  fixed,  or  a  signpost 
read  in  the  dark,  Daylo  is  the  absolutely  safe 
light.  You  can  safely  hunt  even  a  gasoline 
leak  with  a  Daylo. 

Stop  taking  risks  with  your  car;  get  a 
Daylo  now  —  you  will  want  it  with  you 
wherever  you  go. 


Look  for  the  Daylo 
''Safety  First"  medal 
design  in  the  dealer's 
window;  he  will  have 
the  right  Daylo  for 
you. 


CANADIAN  NATIONAL  CARBON  COMPANY 

LIMITED  , 

TORONTO,  ONTARIO 


Accept  no  substitute 
for  the  gen uine 
Eveready  Daylo  or  the 
long-lived  brighter- 
burning  Tungsten 
Battery. 


October  Days 


Robert  Pa 

FOR  the  man  who  loves  angling  the 
autumnal  season  has  witcheries  and 
pleasures  galore.  Nature  in  this  season 
is  arrayed  in  her  most  lovely  garments:  every 
bush  and  tree  seeming  to  rival  its  mate  in 
displaying  a  coloration  that  is  as  diversified 
as  it  is  splendid.  Let  not  the  waters,  lakes 
and  streams  be  forgotten  in  the  month  of 
October.  Not  every  person  is  able  to  take 
two  or  three  weeks  off  in 'the  autumn;  yet 
one  coujd  wish  for  no  better  time  in  which 
to  camp  at  some  secluded  lake  and  enjoy 
not  only  a  peaceful  sojourn  into  the  heart  of 
Nature,  but  one  can  obtain  the  best  of  fishing 
under  admirable  conditions,  The  days  of 
October  are  never  too  warm,nor  yet  too  cool. 
They  are  just  right,  agreeable,  "appetizing 
to  the  brain"  as  my  friend,  the  doctor  has 
said.  There  are  many  who  combine  a  hunting 
trip  with  fishing  during  these  days.  If  one 
has  a  motor  craft  and  has  a  series  of  water- 
ways and  lakes  "at  one's  finger-tips, "  he^ 
surely  can  attain  to  some  ideal  spoit.  Instead 
of  arranging  a  temporary  camp  he  can  shift 
from  place  to  palace  as  fancy  decides,  enjoying 
good  fishing,  and  also  a  chance  to  drop  a  few 
ducks.  The  true  sportsman  and  angler  is 
always  content  with  the  small  bag.  A  few 
ducks,  a  few  fish,  and  the  feasting  of  the  mind 
upon  natural  surroundings — all  these  things 
go  to  make  the  October  autumnal  days  the 
sweetest  in  the  year.  Above  all  I  love  the 
autumnal  days  for  the  reason  that  to  the 
angler,  at  least,  they  are  days  of  contempla- 
tion. The  sweat  and  enterprise  is  out  of  the 
air.  The  wilted  collars  are  no  more:  the 
beads  of  perspiration  aie  things  of  the  past. 
One  views  his  surroundings  with  a  mind 
that  is  content  to  take  things  as  they  come. 
Peace — that  is  it.  The  fretfulness,  is  for  a 
time  at  least,  faded,  into  the  beyond. 

Sadly,  not  all  are  able  to  make  prolonged 
trips  into  the  quiet  places,  in  the  autumn 
least  of  all.  One  should  not  lose  track  of 
nearby  lakes.  In  fact  in  lakes  where  in  the 
summer  season  little  or  no  luck  has  been  the 
result,  the  autumn  sees  a  change  in  things — 
usually  for  the  better.  This  is  especially 
true  in  lakes  near  to, or  within  the  confines  of 
civilization.  During  all  the  summer  season 
the  waters  may  have  been  littered  with  boats 
and  canoes:  and  all  the  so-called  gay  crowds, 
tittering  inaninities,  and  the  "pomp  and 
glory"  that  goes  with  a  cheap  civilization. 


3E  Lincoln 

Sincere  anglers  and  otherwise  have  fished  the 
waters  but  have  had  little  or  no  success.  The 
reason  may  be  plain  as  the  nose  on  your  fase. 
The  fish  have  steered  shy  of  the  crowds  and 
have  kept  themselves  in  the  places  in  tne 
lake  where  some  quiet  at  least  reigned.  I 
know  of  just  such  a  lake.  In  late  August  the 
crowds  begin  to  melt  away.  In  September  the 
lake  is  quite  left  to  itself — no  one  seems  to 
care  to  go  out  and  fish,  because,  they  believe, 
the  fishing  being  poor  in  the  summer  it  cer- 
tainly cannot  be  any  better  (and  can  only  be 
worse)  in  the  autumn.  I  went  to  this  lake  last 
autumn  in  the  early  part  of  October,  and  there 
was  not  a  boat  on  the  lake.  By  practicing 
all  the  angling  craft  that  I  have  garnered 
through  years  of  study  of  the  fishing  game 
and  especially  of  fisning  in  waters  witnin 
civilization,  I  was  able  to  garner  in  all  the 
fish  I  could  make  use  of.  It  seems  that  as  the 
crowds  leave  the  lakes  the  fish  gradually 
become  more  active,  for  the  sensation  of  peace 
again  upon  the  waters  is  a  strange  one  to  them, 
as  we  may  suspect.  Lakes  that  are  abundant- 
ly fished  need  to  be  fished  in  the  autumn  even 
as  slyly  as  at  any  time.  In  this  lake  in  ques- 
tion, in  early  days  we  were  wont  to  go  out 
off  of  a  certain  sand-bar  and  catch  any  number 
of  large  copper-bellied  sun-fishes,  "fully.;  as 
large  as  two  hands,  fisning  in  twenty  or  thirty 
feet  of  water.  But  in  late  years,  in  the  summer 
this  has  proven  impossible.  The  reason? 
The  gay  crowds  have  done  it  for  off  of  that 
same  sand-bar,  in  the  summer  one  might  fish 
a  week  and  not  have  a  nibble,  though  the . 
fisrf  are  there.  I  have  seen  them  on  clear 
days  down  there  by  the  thousands. 

True  to  my  expectations  I  fished  off  of  that 
same  sand-bar  in  the  early  morning  and  in  the 
early  evening  and  had  good  luck.  I  also  found 
that  the  fish  would  strike  well  around  the  shore. 
I  used  a  fly-rod  and  for  bait  used  grasshop- 
pers attached  to  the  hook  by  means  of  a  small 
druggist  snap  which  is  an  unfailing  method 
of  connecting  a  lure  to  a  hook.  No  doubt 
my  success  off  of  the  bars  may  be  laid  to  one 
thing  in  special.  I  used  a  nine  foot  leader, 
which,  being  practically  invisible  in  the  water 
no  doubt  served  to  foil  the  fish.  If  I  would 
*  have  had  the  same  success  with  just  the  or- 
dinary twelve  pound  test  soft-braided  silk 
line  I  do  not  know,  but  I  am  forced  to  admit 
that  the  fish  in  this  lake  had  seemed  to  have 
acquired  a  pretty  good   notion  a3  to  what  a 
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7 /re  Shooter's  Instinct 


T 


HE  man  who  shoots  soon  comes  to  know  by  instinct 
what  he  can  expect  from  a  powder.    The  best  powder 
the  one  that   most  quickly  and  unfailingly  "re- 


1S 


sponds,"  exploding  with  clean,  quick  energy,  with  maxi- 
mum speed  and  an  even  pattern  and  with  low  recoil 

These  qualities  have  made  DuPont  Powders  univer- 
sally accepted  as  the  standard  for  field,  forest  and  trap. 
For  over  one  hundred  years  we  have  been  making  Powders 
for  sporting  and  military  purposes.  DuPont  Powder  is 
used  by  all  ammunition  loaders  for  shells  and  cartridges  of 
all  gauges  and  loads.  You  can  be  sure  of  the  reliability, 
penetration  and  speed  of  shells  and  cartridges  loaded  with 
DuPont  Powders,  and  of  their  high  and  uniform  quality. 

DuPont  loaded  shells  are  sold  by  hardware 
dealers,  sporting  goods  stores  and  most  depart- 
mental stores  throughout  Canada. 


E.  I.  Du  Pont  De  Nemours  &  Company 


Wilmington,  Del.,  U.S.A. 
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line  was.  It  does  seem  queer  too.  Here 
were  common  fishes,  sunfishes,  and  one  must 
needs  fish  for  them  as  craftily  as  for  some  trout. 
I  often  get  letters  from  anglers  stating  that 
they  have  trouble  in  still-fishing  by  making 
no  catches.  If  still-fishermen  will  use  an 
invisible  leader  of  six  or  nine  feet  to  the  line 
they  may  be  surprised  at  some  of  the  catches 
they  will  make. 

Still-fishing  has  a  strange  fascination, 
though  in  any  other  month  than  October  or 
late  September  the  true  angler  may  pass  it 
by.  Still-fishing,  using  a  light  bamboo  rod, 
a  reel  and  light  tackle  has  all  the  ear-marks  of 
the  sportsmanlike.  To  play  a  large  cfoppie, 
rock  bass  or  sun-fish  up  from  a  twenty  or 
thirty  foot  depth  is  a  sensation  comparable 
with  the  best  the  angling  pastime  has  to  offer. 
The  October  angler  who  comes  home  with  ten 
or  fifteen  sun-fishes  in  his  basket,  or  perhaps 
a  bass  or  two,  is  certainly  lucky.  This  will 
appear  as  a  poor  showing  to  the  man  who  is 


not  content  unless  he  garners  in  enough  to 
fertilize  his  garden  with,  but  the  sane  angler 
knows  that  a  few  are  enough  and  plenty. 

October  is  a  month  of  many  surprises  to 
the  angler.  I  have  known  autumnal  days 
when  the  fish  have  seemed  utterly  to  have 
left  the  lake,  and  then  on  another  day  they 
will  strike  with  all  the  avidity  they  have 
displayed  in  June.  On  one  October  day  I 
caught  fifteen  bass,  allowing  the  certain  set 
number  have  their  freedom.  The  sun-fishes, 
too,  were  striking  good  as  the  catch  of  my 
partner  showed.  In  the  case  of  the  bass  they 
took  practically  any  bait  that  was  offered 
them.  Something  had  seemed  on  that  day 
to  have  planted,  in  all  the  finny  life  of  the 
lake,  a  feverish  energy.  The  angler  instinct- 
ively knows  when  these  days  occur:  years 
of  knowledge,  of  study  of  the  game  is  sure  to 
bring  about  this  condition. 

Nevertheless  caution  is  a  demand  in  au- 
tumnal fishing:  caution  and  a  great  deal  of  it. 


Wild  Life  Sanctuaries 

J.  B.  Harkin 
Commissioner  of  Dominion  Parks 


IT  is  assumed  that  the  subject  of  wild  life 
sanctuaries  was  assigned  to  the  Dominion 
Parks  Branch  because  the  Dominion 
Parks  in  the  West,  which  aggregate  -about 
10,000  square  miles  in  area,  are  maintained  as 
game  sanctuaries.  They  have  been  main- 
tained as  s,uch  for  a  period  of  about  ten  years 
and  if  an  exceedingly  great  increase  in  wild 
life  is  the  test  of  their  success  then  there  can 
be  no  possibility  of  doubt  that  sanctuaries 


properly  and  fearlessly  ^administered  would 
inevitably  result,  not  only  in  the  preserva- 
tion, but  in  the  very  great  increase  of  all 
forms  of  wild  life. 

In  the  Parks  to-day,  the  casual  visitor  does 
not  need  to  be  told  that  wildlife  is  abundant. 
He  constantly  has^the  best  evidence  of  this 
fact  because  wherever  he  goes  his  own  eyes 
show  him  that  this  is  a  fact. 

Perhaps  the  greatest  results  have  been 


ROD  AXD  GUN  JN  CANADA 


565 


HERCULES 

Smokeless  Shotgun 

POWDERS 


INFALLIBLE 


In  the  Right  Direction 

The  sportsman  who  begins  his  day 
by  buying  shells  loaded  with 
Infallible  has  started  on  the  high- 
road toward  success  in  the  field  or 
at  the  traps. 

Many  veteran  sportsmen  shoot  only  Her- 
cules Smokeless  Shotgun  Powders.  These 
men  are  old  hands  at  the  game  and  know 
that  if  they  expect  success  they  must  use 
powders  that  are  dependable — that  always 
give  high  velocity  with  light  recoil  and 
•even  patterns.  And  they  know  that  they 
can  always  depend  upon  Infallible. 

You  can  profit  by  their  experience 
by  buying  shells  loaded  with  this 
powder.  Any  one  of  the  fourteen  stand- 
ard brands  of  shells  listed  here  can  be 
bought  loaded  with  a  Hercules  Smokeless 
Shotgun  Powder.  When  you  buy  shells, 
look  on  the  end  of  the  box  or  on  the  top 
wad  of  the  shell  for  the  name  Infallible. 
Start  now  in  the  right  direction  by  using 
Hercules  Smokeless  Shotgun  Powders. 


HERCULES  POWDER  CO. 

35  West  lOth  Street 
Wilmington  Delaware 
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obtained  in  Rocky  Mountains  Park,  of  which 
Banff  is  the  centre.  Even  in*  the  town  evi- 
dence of  the  results  can  be  seen  from  day  to 
day.  At  the  most  unexpected  moments 
walking  along  the  streets  and  paths  of  the 
town  a  person  will  meet  deer.  It  is  a(common 
practice  among  residents  to  have  deer  eat 
bread  and  other  articles  of  food  from  their 
hands.  In  fact,  the  deer  have  become  so 
plentiful  that  last  year  some  of  the  residents 
actually  started  in  circulation  a  petition  to 
the  government  protesting  against  the  depre- 
dations of  the  deer  in  flower  gardens  and 
back  yards  and  demanding  a  remedy.  I  may 
say  that  this  petition  for  some  reason  or 
other  was  dropped,  but  no  better  evidence 
could  be  submitted  of  the  success  of  the 
jglocky  Mountains  Park  as  a  sanctuary. 

Ten  years  ago  in  all  the  districts  within 
easy  access  of  the  railway  big  game  had  prac- 
tically disappeared.  Although  there  had 
been  regulations  forbidding  the  taking,  killing 
or  wounding  of  any  wild  bird  or  anhrml  since 
1890,  it  was  not  until  about  1909  that  an 
effective  warden  service  was  established.  At 
that  time,  deer  were  rarely  seen  near  Banff  and 
sheep  and  goats  were  to  be  met  with  only 
in  the  outlying  portions  of  the  park. 

To-day  a  person  can  sit  on  the  piazzas  of 
the  Canadian  Pacific  Hotel  at  Banff  and  with 
a  pair  of  glasses  pick  out  mountain  goat 
along  the  slopes  of  Mt.  Rundle,  the  jagged 
saw-tooth  mountain  that  lies  directly  oppo- 
site the  hotel. 

I  have  seen  people  at  the  golf  links  repeat- 
edly stop  in  their  play  and  watch  mountain 
goat  on  this  mountain.  The  golf  links  lie 
immediately  at  its  base. 

The  black  bear  has  become  so  plentiful 
that  from  time  to  time  a  good  many  of  them 
have  to  be  shot  by  the  wardens  because  they 
have  developed  a  liking  for  the  larders  of  the 
citizens.  In  fact,  only  a  few  days,  ago  a 
letter  came  in  from  the  Alpine  Club  stating 
that,  unless  some  special  means  of  protection 
of  their  property  against  black  bear  was 
provided,  it  was  considered  that  the  'club 
could  not  open  its  club  house  for  guests. 

If  a  person  will  walk  or  ride  along  the  main 
automobile  road  west  of  Banff  for  a  few  miles, 
he  is  sure  to  see  mountain  sheep.  He  may 
see  a  few  or  he  may  see  a  couple  of  hundred. 
Often  when  an  automobile  proceeds  up  this 
rpadway  it  has  to  slow  up  in  order  to  let  the 
sheep  walk  off  the  road.  Photographs  of 
mountain  sheep,  which  as  you  all  know,  is 
ordinarily  one  of  the  shyest  of  animals,  can 
be  taken  from  the  seat  of  an  automobile. 


The  conditions  which  I  have  recited  with 
respect  to  wild  life  in  the  vicinity  of  JBanff 
prevail  throughout  the  Park. 

In  this  connection,  I  beg  to  cfraw  your 
attention  to  a  few  extracts  from  diaries  of 
the  game  wardens.  These  extracts  have 
been  picked  at  random  and  cover  all  our 
Alberta  Parks : 

"Sawback  District,  saw  about  150  sheep; 
Government  Ranch  and  Panther  River, 
counted  35  deer;  Ranch  to  James  River,  saw 
about  70  deer  in  my  day's  travel;  Banff  from 
Lake  Louise,  saw  about  40  deer,  60  sheep  and 
14  goats;  N.  End  Park  Hay  River,  there  are 
quite  a  lot  of  moose  along  the  north  end  of 
Park  and  caribou  is  plentiful  north  of  Hay 
river." 

The  facts  which  have  been  given  you 
demonstrate,  I  think,  clearly  that  a  game 
sanctuary  efficiently  protected  invariably 
delivers  the  goods. 

One  of  the  main  reasons  of  the  success  of 
sanctuaries  is  the  fact  that  wild  life  very 
quickly  learn  that  they  need  have  no  fear  of 
molestation  by  man.  The  deer  on  the 
streets  of  Banff,  the  mountain  sheep  in  the 
immediate  vicinity  of  Banff  bear  this  out. 

The  fact  that  animals  very  quickly  learn 
that  a  sanctuary  is  a  sanctuary  was  forcefully 
brought  to  the  attention  of  the  Department  a 
few  years  ago  by  conditions  that  developed  at 
Buffalo  Park  at  Wainwright  .The  development 
came  in  the  form  of  a  protest  from  the  resi- 
dents in  the  vicinity  of  the  Park  that  the  Park 
was  becoming  a  sanctuary  for  coyotes.  As 
you  know,  at  certain  periods  of  the  year,  a 
good  many  of  the  farmers  in  the  West  go  out 
coyote  hunting  for  the  specific  purpose  of 
reducing  the  numbers  of  this  predatory 
animal.  The  farmers  in  the  vicinity  of  Buff- 
alo Park  came  to  the  Department  with  a 
complaint  that  as  soon  as  they  started  coyote 
hunting  all  the  coyotes  made  a  "bee"  line 
for  the  Park  where  they  evidently  knew  they 
were  safe.  There  was  no  doubt  about  the 
tacts  of  the  case  and  the  result  was  the  De- 
partment itself  had  to  go  into  coyote  hunting 
with  dogs  and  traps  within  the  Park. 

The  eastern  portion  of  Jasper  Park  and  the 
contiguous  country  outside  the  Park  has  a 
large  wild  life  population.  Wardens  who 
patrol  that  area  report  that  as  soon  as  the 
hunting  season  arrives  all  the  wild  life  which 
they  see  is  inevitably  headed  in  one  direction 
and" that  direction  is  towards  the  Park. 

These  facts  are  recited  to  emphasize  one  of 
the  fundamental  justifications  for  wild  life 
protection  by  sanctuaries,  namely  that  wild 
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Between 
the  Eyes! 


OF  a  sudden,  two  glittering  bright 
eyes  shine  in  the  inky  darkness. 
Somewhere  behind  them,  a  huge  body 
shapes  itself  and  crouches  for  the  spring. 

Up  comes  your  Iver  Johnson.  A  quick 
aim — a  pull  of  the  trigger — and  the  bul- 
let  is  sped  Straight  as  a  streak  of  light 
between  the  eyes. 


IVER  JOHNSON 

SAFETY      ffi  y  ^  M W*\     %  m y  f"B 

automatic  RbVu  LV  bRS 


Always  dependable.  The  perfect  rifling  and  true 
alignment  of  barrel  and  cylinder  assure  penetration 
and  absolute  accuracy.  Drawn  tempered  piano- 
wire  springs  throughout  make  the  Iver  Johnson 
alert,  ready  for  use  on  an  instant's  notice— today, 
or  ten  years  from  today. 

Working  parts  made  of  refined  open-hearth  steel, 
hammer-forged  in  the  Iver  Johnson  factory.  Parts  where 
strain  is  greatest  are  made  of  vanadium  steel. 

Choice  of  three  grips:  Regular,  Perfect  Rubber,  West- 
ern Walnut. 

Three  Booklets  Free 

*SA*'— Firearms    "B" — Bicycles    "C"— Motorcycles 
A  post-card  brings  them  free. 

If  your  dealer  cannot  supply  the  Iver  Johnson,  send  us  his  name 
and  address.    We  will  supply  you  through  him. 

IVER  JOHNSON'S  ARMS  8s  CYCLE  WORKS 
157  River  Street,  Fitchburg,  Mass. 
99  Chambers  Street,  New  York      717  Market  Street,  San  Francisco 
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life  very  readily  realizes  where  the  areas 
are.  that  they  are  free  from  molestation,  and 
as  such  invariably  do  take  advantage  of  them. 

There  is  another  matter  in  connection  with 
sanctuaries  which  experience  in  connection 
with  the  Park  sanctuaries  has  brought  out 
and  that  is  the  public  are  very  readily  edu- 
cated as  to  the  sanctity  of  the  Parks  from 
the  wild  life  standpoint.  Of  course  a  pre- 
liminary and  necessity  in  connection  with 
this  education  is  administration  with  a  firm 
hand.  Despite  the  huge  area  of  the  Parks 
there  is  very  little  poaching.  I  think  that  the 
great  majority  of  people  after  a  very  few  years 
become  thoroughly  sympathetic  with  the 
efforts  of  the  administration  to  protect  the 
sanctuary  and  have  no  desire  to  go  out  to  kill. 
The  small  element  who  fail  to  develop  such 
sympathy,  on  the  other  hand  develop  a 
wholesome  respect  for  the  strong  arm  of  the 
law. 

Indians  have  a  bad  reputation  in  the  eyes 
of  most  of  the  public  in  regard  to  the  matter 
of  game  slaughter  but  even  the  Indians 
appear  to  have  been  educated  to  at  least 
respect  Park  boundaries^  We  practically 
have  no  trouble  whatever  with  the  Indians  in 
the  matter  of  the  protection  of  wild  life  in  the 
Parks. 

• 

A  few  years  ago  there  was  an  incident  which 
illustrates  how  completely  even  the  Indians \ 
have  accepted  the  idea  that  there  must  be  no 
game  slaughtered  within  Parks  Boundaries. 
A  prominent  provincial  game  warden  had 
just  completed  a  patrol  through  a  large  moun- 
tain area  not  within  a  park  and  found  that  the 
Indians  had  been  through  some  time  previ- 
ous and  had  carried  on  the  most  reckless 
slaughter.  He  travelled  for  several  days 
without  seeing  fur  or  feather.  The  previous 
year  he  hjjid  patrolled  the  same  area  and  kr^ew 
that  at  that  time(  the  district  contained  a 
fair  proportion  of  wild  life.  As  he  proceeded 
homeward  with  this  lesson  fresh  in  his  mind 
he  came  onto  a  camp  of  Indians  close  to  the 
boundaries  of  one  of  the  parks.  There  had 
been  a  suggestion  that  this  Park  should  be 
reduced  in  area  and  the  portion  along  which 
the  Indians  were  camping  should  be  thrown 
open.  The  first  question  these  Indians  asked 
the  warden  was  as  to  the  date  when  this  area 
was  to  be  thrown  open  because  they  desired 
on  that  date  to  begin  a  big  hunt.  The  war- 
den was  so  impressed  with  what  he  had  seen 
in  the  devastated  area  and  what  he  saw  would 
happen  in  the  other — area,  that,  though  he 
himself  had  expressed  himself  favourable  to 
the  reduction  of  the  area  of  this  Park,  he 


promptly  went  to  a  long  distance  telephone 
anc}  reached  me  at  Edmonton  where  I  happen- 
ed to  be,  to  urge  that  under  no  consideration 
should  this  Park  be  reduced  in  area.  It  is 
scarcely  necessary  to  add  that  the  reduction 
did  not  take  place.  It  seems  to  me  that  this* 
incident  when  it  shows  that  even  the  Indians 
have  a  wholesome  respect  for  Park  boundaries, 
that  there  is  every  reason  to  believe  that 
white  men  who  may  be  inclined  to  slaughter 
wild  life  can  all  the  more  readily  be  educated 
to  the  fact  that  a  game  sanctuary  must  be 
respected. 

In  connection  with  the  protection  of  the 
game  sanctuaries,  the  first  essential  is  a 
policy  of  absolute  unrelentless  pursuit  of  all 
offenders  and  this  policy  has  probably  been 
one  of  the  main  reasons  for  the  success  of  our 
sanctuaries. 

Game  wardens  are  born  not  made.  They 
must  have  above  all  things  a  very  strong 
natural  love  for  wild  life.  With  such  officers 
the  restMs  simple.  A  few  years  ago  in  one  of 
our  parks  we  had  a  case  where  a  game  officer 
prosecuted  his  own  brother. 

When  the  public,  Indian  or  white,  recog- 
nizes that  an  offence  will  be  followed  up  no 
matter  what  the  cost  or  what  the  effort  they 
evidently  make  up  their  minds  that  any  hunt-  , 
ing  they  do  shall  be  done  elsewhere  than  in 
a  sanctuary. 

With  respect  to  regulations,  one  of  the  most 
important  is  that  there  shall  be  an  offence 
for  a  person  to  have  an  unsealed  firearm  in 
his  possession.  Under  the  regulations  the 
moment  a  firearm  is  brought  into  a  Park  it 
must  be  presented  to  the  warden  for  sealing 
and  it  must  remain  sealed  so  long  as  it  is 
within  the  Park. 

Another  important  regulation  is  that  any 
parties  which  outfit  within  a  Park  for  hunting 
purposes  outside  a  Park  or  which  go  out  on 
trail  trips  with  guides  must  be  registered. 
The  failure  to  do  so  constitutes  an  offence. 
With  registration  the  chief  warden  knows  at 
all  times  how  many  parties  are  out  on  the 
trail  and  the  routes  they  are  following  and 
with  a  system  of  criss-cross  trails  it  is  com- 
paratively easy  for  the  wardens  to  keep  in 
touch  with  such  parties.  Of  course  the 
telephone  system  in  use  in  connection  with 
fire  protection  is  also  a  great  aid  in  this  con- 
nection. Under  the  system  which  1  have 
described  it  is  comparatively  easy  for  a  small 
body  of  wardens  to  efficiently  patrol  and  pro- 
tect the  large  area. 

Our  wardens  look  after  both  fire  and  game 
protection  and  yet  in  Rocky  Mountains  Park 
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Will  He  Hit? 

That  depends — partly  on  the  man  but  more  on  the  gun  sights  he 
is  using.    Hunters  who  know  place  their  dependence  on 


MARBLE'S  RIFLE  SIGHTS 

They  have  found  them  absolutely  reliable  under  all  conditions — their  use 
has  greatly  improved  their  shooting.  Amateurs  as  well  as  seasoned  hunters 
will  find  a  type  of  MARBLE'S  RIFLE  SIGHT  to  their  liking. 


MARBLE'S 
V-M  FRONT  SIGHT 

Embodies  a  principle  of  sighting  new 
to  most  shooters  but  it  improves  their 
shooting  wonderfully.  Easy  to  see  in  any  light. 
Price  only  $1.65.    State  make,  model,  caliber. 

MARBLE'S 
REVERSIBLE 
FRONT  SIGHT 

Has  two  beads — one  ivory,  one  gold.  Instantly  re- 
versed so  shooter  can  have  either,  as  light  requires. 
Choice  of  1-16,  3-32,  or  1-8  in.  bead.    Price  $1.65. 

MARBLE'S  DUPLEX 
FRONT  SIGHT 

Ideal  for  shooting  under  any 
condition.  Fine  bead  1-16  in. 
gold,  coarse  bead  1-8  in.  white. 
Beads  fold  down  flat.  Price 
COARSE  BEAD  UP  $1.65. 


MARBLE'S 
FLEXIBLE 
REAR  SIGHT 

Does  not  lock  up — held  by  double 
acting  spring.  Can't  be  injured 
by  blows  or  shocks-always  ready 
for  accurate  shooting.  Can  be 
locked  down  and  instantly  raised. 
Price  $3.30.  Give  make,  model 
and  caliber  when  ordering. 

MARBLE'S  IMPROVED 
FRONT  SIGHT 

Gives  the  shooter  a  good  look  ahead. 
Objects  aimed  at  can  be  seen  over 
or  under  bead.  Makes  accurate  shots 
possible  at  any  rangek    Price  $1.10. 

SHEARD 
"GOLD"  SIGHT 

Will  not  blur  in  bright  sun  light  and 
show  up  clear  and  distinct  in  dark 
timber.    Price,  $1.65. 


WRITE  FOR  CATALOG  Leading  sporting  goods  dealers  handle  Marble's  Rifle  Sights,  but  if  you  can 

not  secure  them,  write  for  catalog  of  Marble's  §ixty  Specialties  for  Sportsmen. 

MARBLE  ARMS  &  MFG.  CO. 


581  DELTA  AVE. 


GLADSTONE,  MICH. 


"Try  one 
on  the 
absolute 
guarantee 

of  the 
makers." 


Have  shown  tjie  greatest  improvements  of  any  collars  offered  to  the  trade  since  1879.  The  slit 
over  the  re-inforced  button-hole,  prevents  the  button  pressing  on  the  neck,  and  allows  freedom 
in  adjusting  tie.  The  Flexible  Tabs  prevent  breaking  at  the  front  fold.  Worn  by  sportsmen, 
automobile  owners,  merchants,  mechanics,  railway  employees,  and  in  fact,by  everybody.  Sold 
by  the  best  dealers  in  every  city.    MADE  IN  CANADA,  by 

THE  PARSONS  &  PARSONS  CANADIAN  CO.  ■  -  -  -  HAMILTON,  CANADA 


PRINCE  GEORGE 


TORONTO 


CANADA 


Magnificiently  Furnished.  Liberally  Conducted. 
Cuisine  unexcelled.  Courteous  and  Prompt  Service. 
European  Plan.    American  Plan. 

SAMUEL  H.  THOMPSON,  Proprietor 


DECOY"  FOLDED. 

LURE  DUCKS  OUT  OF  THE  SKY 

by  usingpur  Automatic  or  Illinois  River  Folding  Decoys 

They  are  the  finest  decoys  ever  invented  and  we  guarantee  them 
against  defect.    Write  for  prices,  circulars,  etc. 
J.  W.  REYNOLDS  DECOY  FACTO  RY,  Chicago, U.S.A 
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our  warden  force  consists  of  only  eleven,  in 
Jasper  Park  the  warden  staff  is  fourteen,  in 
Waterton  Lakes  Park  the  warden  staff  is  six. 
This  is  a  very  small  force  when  you  consider 
the  large  areas  to  be  protected,  Rocky  Moun- 
tains Park  covers  approximately  3,000  square 
miles,  Waterton  Lakes  park,  almost  500 
and  Jasper  Park  nearly  5,000  square  miles. 

You  will  notice  that  the  points  I  have 
endeavoured  to  make  are  in  the  first  place, 
that  sanctuaries  do  result  in  a  very  great  in- 
crease in  wild  life  and  that  these  results  are 
obtained   primarily   through,  the  following 

causes; —    that  the  animals  themselves  readi- 

/ 

iy  recognize  and  take  advantage  of  sanctu- 
aries: that  the  public,  including  Indians,  can 


be  very  readily  educated  as  to  the  sanctity  of* 
sanctuaries  and  that  energetic,  fearless  and 
unrelenting  pursuit  of  offenders,  together  with 
intelligent  patrol  work,  and  the  insistence  of  the 
sealing  of  firearms  practically  eliminates  any 
destruction  of  wild  life  within  sanctuaries 
by  man. 

Results  in  the  Dominion  Parks  sanctuaries 
have  been  so  successful  that  it  seems  to  me 
it  would  be  good  policy  for  a  careful  survey 
to  be  made  in  each  province  of  the  Dominion, 
before  it  is  too  late,  with  a  view  to  the  setting 
aside  of  areas  for  sanctuary  purposes  in  order 
that  there  may  be  an  absolute  assurance  that 
for  all  time  there  shall  be  no  danger  of  the 
disappearance  of  the  characteristic  wild  life  of 
the  Dominion. 


Points  on  Mi 

Editor,  Rod  and  Gun  in  Canada. 

One  of  the  topics  among  sportsmen  at  the 
present  time  appears  to  be  "How  can  the 
shooting  of  game  be  extended,  and  all  share 
on  an  equal  basis,  in  a  fair  quantity,  for  years 
to  come?" 

This  may  be  answered  intelligently  and 
positively  in  a  few  words, — Stop  the  killing  of 
it.  Just  so  long  as  these  inviting  opportuni- 
ties are  nursed  by  the  law,  and  the  wanton 
game  killers  respected, — that  period,  long  or 
short,  will  give  lean  returns,  dwindling  into 
insignificance. 

The  apparent  cause  of  game  scarcity  un- 
doubtedly may  be  charged  to  the  enemies  of 
wild  life,  of  which  there  are  many,  and 
naturally  these  must  be  eliminated  or  curbed 
so  strongly,  that  they  exist  in  the  minority. 

We  are  now  confronting  a  future  for  gain 
or  loss,  and  the  former  demands  drastic  laws, 
regardless  of  whom.,  it  may  bar  against  the 
ethics  that  conform  for  more  game,  and  the 
over  use  of  the  shot  gun. 

I  wish  to  speak  mainly  in  reference  to  our 
migratory  water  fowl,  in  which  the  "Federal 
Law"  plays  the  big  hand  universally  in  the 
game. 

Over  the  line  in  Canada,  the  great  hive  of 
the  ducks  and  geese,  there  is  much  to  be  con- 
sidered, for  it  is  there  that  four-fifths  of  these 
migrants  colonize,  grouped  within  the  re- 
cuperating zone  that  Nature  has  designed 
especially  for  the  deep  feeders,  including  the 
envied  "Canvas  Back." 

The  ducks  may  never  increase  again  to  the 
numbers  of  the  days  when  the  muzzle  load- 
ers were  used,  but  if  enumerated  today,  the 


ratory  Game 

census  will  total  numbers  upholding  the 
Migratory  Bird  Law,  to  which  every  sports- 
man, American  or  Canadian,  may  well  pay 
his  tribute. 

From  my  viewpoint,  considering  the  im- 
pediments along  the  lines  of  the  breeding 
areas  in  the  zone,  and  as  well  the  vast  increase 
yearly  in  the  number  of  gunners,  naturally 
toxoids,  the  long  open  seasons,  the  over 
liberal  bag  limits,  and  in  many  states  the  use 
of  the  floating  battery,  machine  guns  and 
dummy  environments,  assisted  by  wholesale 
grain  feeding,  depleted  wild  rice  areas,  that 
are  being  neglected,  all  are  among  the  agen- 
cies that  are  suppressing  our  wild  fowl 
colony. 

If  every  gunner  that  wages  a  day,  and  as 
well  the  open  season's  bag  limit,  kills  his 
allowance,  how  then  can  the  game  increase, 
all  else  being  considered?  As  it  is  may  hund- 
reds of  sportsmen  are  being  disappointed,  not 
bagging  a  bird  in  the  entire  day,  while  those 
in  the  battery  and  baited  feeding  beds  and 
envied  shooting  points,  kill  the  day's  allow- 
ance and  that  of  the  open  season  as  well. 

Tell  me  why  at  the  present  time  any  gunner 
should  kill  more  than  fifteen  ducks  per  day, 
or  more  than  one  hundred  for  the  open  season? 
He  should  shoot  for  his  family  only,  and  not 
for  his  neighbors  as  well.  I  have  known  men 
who  have  shot  for  sport  mainly,  and  have 
given  away  their  ducks  to  unappreciative 
people, — then  shielding  their  disgraceful 
ethics,  complain  of  not  having  a  sufficiency 
for  the  larder.  • 

They  may  also  complain  of  having  one  day 
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589      STRAIGHT  RUN  589 


Fred  Gilbert  and  The  Parker  Single  Barrel  Trap  Gun 
Make  the  World's  Record  in  Competition 

589         WITHOUT  A  MISS  589 

Eventually  you  will  shoot  the  PARKER.    Why  not  now  ? 

Send  for  catalogue  and  free  booklet  about  20J)ore  guns. 

PARKER  BROS.,  M$%e?r  Meriden,  Conn.,  U.S.A. 

New  York  Salesrooms  25  Murray  St. 
A.  W.  duBray,  Pacific  Coast  Agent,  P.  O.  Box  102,  San  Francisco 


DuPont 

Smokeless  Powders 

for  short  , range  charges^ 

in  Sporting  and  Military  Rifle  Cartridges 

Gallery  Rifle  Powder  No.  75 
Sporting  Rifle  Powder  No.  80 

Descriptive  Leaflets  Forwarded  Upon  Request 

Rifle  Smokeless  Division 

E.  I  du  Pont  de  Nemours  &  Company 

WILMINGTON,  DEL. 

U.  S.  A. 
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only  in  the  open  season,  and  riot  getting  more 
than  fifteen  birds,  when  the  opportunity  was 
ripe  for  twenty-five  or  forty,  and  this  is  right 
where  the  shoe  pinches  on  the  game  hog  who 
is  killing  the  goose  that  lays  the  golden  egg. 
He  will  ask  a  farmer  for  an  apple  from  the 
inviting  fruit  burdened  tree,  and  in  response 
fill  his  pockets  and  blouse  and  tote  the  balance 
to  a  cache  like  a  red  squirrel. 

These  are  among  the  big  links  in  the  chain 
of  destruction  that  is  rounding  up  our  water- 
fowl, and  if  it  were  not  for  a  few  of  the  ducks 
that  escape  the  full  day's  bag  limit  and  that 
of  the  open  season  as  well,  we  would  have 
only  mounted  specimens  to  gaze  upon. 

Already  there  are  far  too  many  pursuers 
of  the  envied  game  birds,  who  should  devote 
a  period  in  the  open  season  to  the  extermina- 
tion of  their  enemies,  both  for  sport  and  bene- 
ficial results  throughout,  and  restraint  from 
the  pounds^of  meat. 

The  time  is  coming  soon,  to  fish  or  cut  bait 
in  one  universal  closed  season  in  America. 
In  fact,  I  would  personally  forgo  the  pleasure 
of  one  season's  outing  for  the  realization  of 
fifty  years  ago.  Sportsmen's  organizations  in 
the  Province  of  Ontario,  Canada,  are  con- 
templating the  daily  bag  limit  of  fifteen  ducks, 
and  the  open  season  limit  of  one  hundred. 


I 

providing  that  corresponding  restrictions  be 
assured  in  the  United  States. 

Hundreds  of  duck  nests  and  their  contents 
of  eggs  were  destroyed  this  season  in  the  north 
and  in  southern  Canada,  by  over  normal  rain- 
fall, and  the  ambitious  gunner  this  season 
may  not  be  gratified  with  too  full  a  realization. 

It  should  be  the  ambition  of  every  sports- 
man and  conservationist  to  seek  laws  that 
will  suppress  the  destruction  of  our  wild  game, 
from  the  ice-bound  shores  of  Cape  Nome  to 
the  tropics  of  the  South,  and  that  hot-bed  of 
slaughter,  Mexico. 

There  is  only  one  straight  and  narrow  way 
to  save  migration, — i.e.,  stop  killing  it  to 
excess.  Take  a  light  toll, — do  your  duty 
manfully, — stand  by  the  Migratory  Bird 
Treaty, — and  let  the  rest  go. 

F.  H.  Conover, 
Honourable  Superintendent, 
Point  Pelee  Dominion  Park. 
Leamington,  Ontario,  August  14,  1919. 


The  above  timely  letter  appears  simul- 
taneously in  the  American  Field  of  Chicago 
and  Rod  and  Gun  in  Canada.  It  is  noticed 
that  Mr.  Conover  mentions  Battery  shooting. 
This  mode  of  killing  is  forbidden  in  Canada. 
— Editor,  Rod  and  Gun. 


The  Passing  of  the  Prairie  Chicken 


Editor,  Rod  and  Gun. 

I  have  read  with  great  interest  the  various 
letters  of  the  readers  of  Bod  and  Gun  on  the 
subject  of  game  conservation;  of  how  the 
different  species  are  disappearing  especially 
the  prairie  chickens  of  the  west.  Then  the 
many  agencies  that  are  to  blame  in  the  estima- 
tion of  the  writers,  such  as  crows,  game  hogs, 
magpies,  coyotes  and  etc.,  but  I  think  the*re 
is  still  another  that  is  more  destructive  and 
far  reaching  than  any  of  the  ones  mentioned. 
It  strikes  at  the  foundation  of  the  species  so 
to  speak,  as  it  destroys  the  birds  that  have 
passed  through  the  hardships  of  winter  and 
are  about  to  take  up  the  home  duties  of 
spring.  The  killing  of  a  pair  of  these  birds 
means  the  passing  of  an  entire  flock  at  the 
beginning  of  the  hunting  season. 

The  agency  I  have  in  mind  is  the  various 
poisons  set  for  the  gopher,  or  more  strictly 
speaking,  the  lax  methods  of  its  use. 

Since  coming  to  the  west  I  have  seen  the 
passing  of  the  numbers;  and  the  few  that  now 
remain  will  follow  unless  the  handlers  of  dan- 


gerous poisons  are  brought  to  a  full  under- 
standing of  the  destructiveness  of  the  mixtures 
they  handle. 

I  have  in  mind  three  instances  of  farmers 
putting  out  poison  with  a  spoon  from  a  pail, 
and  none  of  the  three  took  the  trouble  to 
stoop  down  and  put  it  in  the  gopher's  hole 
out  of  the  reach  of  the  birds:  but  just  stood 
up  and  threw  it  at  the  rodents  doorway  and 
passed  out  to  the  next  sometimes  without 
stopping  to  see  where  it  landed. 

Having  occasion  to  visit  a  drug  store  in  one 
of  the  larger  towns  of  the  Province  of  Sas- 
katchewan I  noticed  a  poster  announcing  the  « 
advent  of  "Our  own  Gophercide."  Being 
interested  I  asked  the  man  in  charge  if  it 
would  do  all  that  was  claimed  for  it  and  he 
said  "Yes  it  will,  for  I  have  a  farm  and  put 
out  some  for  gophers  and  they  are  scarce 
down  there  now:  I  also  found  a  crow  that  had 
passed  in  his  number.  I  expect  he  got  some 
too."  I  asked  him  about  the  chances  of  our 
other  birds  and  he  seemed  surprised  at  my 
question.  I  believe  most  of  us  can  recall 
the  poisoning  of  valuable  farm  stock  as 
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FINE  PURE  WOOL 

For  the  Man  Who  Is  Out  of  Doors 


Anyone  who  is  much  out  of  doors— 
the  soldier,  the  sportsman,  the  lumber- 
man, thq  engineer,  the  prospector,  the 
miner — will  find  Jaeger  Pure  Wool  Gar- 
ments wonderfully  comfortable  and  dur- 
able for  outdoor  life. 

Here  are  some  useful  garments: — Sleeping 
bags,  blankets,  travelling  rugs,  sleeping  caps, 
colic  bands,  chest  protectors,  underwear,  hosiery, 
shirts,  pyjamas,  stockings,  sweaters,  cardigans, 
spencers,  knitted  waistcoats,  ulsters,  caps,  gloves, 
etc. 


A  FULLY  ILLUSTRATED 
CATALOGUE  WILL  BE 
SENT  FREE  ON  APPLICA- 
TION. * 


DR.  JAEGER  s»^tl00,,enco-  "mited 

Toronto  Montreal  Winnipeg 

British  "founded  1883'*. 


Hardy's  The  Great  British  Specialists 

In  "Palakona"  Regd.  Split  Bamboo  Fishing  Rods 


Manufacturers  to 

Hit  MAJESTY 
KING  CEORGE  V. 


\ 


T  HE  G  RE  A  T 
ENGLISH  FIELD 
says,  "  We  must 
never  forget  that  it 
is  to  HARDY 
Bros,  of  Alnwick  we 
owe  the  supremacy 
we  have  achieved  as 
Rod  ■makers. 


THE  "DE  LUXE"  ROD,  made  of  Steel-hard  "PALAKONA"  is  Hardy's  latest 
design  in  single-handed  rods  for  wet  or  dry  fly  fishing. 

IT  is  the  product  of  the  largest,  and  best  equipped  factory,  supervised  by  the 
champion  Professional  Fly  Casters  and  Anglers  in  Europe,  "Hardy's."  Don't 
forget  that  as  wages  in  Great  Britain  are  75%  less  than  in  America  we  can 
give  greater  value  in  high  class  hand  work.  All  our  rods  are  hand  made  by  ex- 
perts whose  lives  have  been  spent  at  this  work,  for  which  50  GOLD  MEDALS 
have  been  awarded.  Length  9-ft.,  weight  5}£  ozs.;  9-ft*  6-ins.,  weight  b%  ozs.; 
10-ft.,  weight  6  ozs.    All  fitted  with  Hardy's  patent  screw  grip  reel  fittings. 

DRY  FLIES— As  made  by  us  for  the  late  F.  M.  Halford 
Esq.,  for  whom  we  also  made  rods,  etc. 

GUT  CASTS — The  Anglo-American  tapered  mist  color 
No.  1  medium,  No.  2  fine,  as  made  for  Mr.  Halford. 

Stout  to  4X  Ditto,  Ditto  to  3X,  Stout  Lake  to  fine,  Ditto - 
to  medium,  Ex-stout  to  MEDIUM,  Ex-stout  to  stout,  6  ft. 

We  will  be  pleased  to  quote  prices  on  receipt  of  inquiry. 

Hardy  Bros., Manufactory  Alnwick,  England 
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reported  by  the  papers,  due  to  careless  handl- 
ing of  such  agents  of  destruction. 

As  to  a  remedy  I  suggest  that  our  different 
game  protective  societies  take  up  with  speak- 
ers at  the  meetings  of  the  U.F.A.  and  the 
instructors  at  Better  Farming  Schools  held 


each  year  by  the  Provincial  Governments, 
the  necessity  of  a  proper  method  of  handling 
poisons :  and  they  -  could  do  a  great  work 
in  the  educating  of  good  but  careless  citizens. 
Medicine  Hat,  Alta.  M.  S.  Tracy. 


More  About  the  Skunk 


Editor,  Rod  and  Gun  in  Canada. 

In  your  August  number  I  read  an  article 
about  the  value  of  a  skunk.  Now  I  can  tell 
you  a  different  story,  in  the  spring  of  1918 
I  was  working  for  a  farmer  about  a  mile  from 
Waterloo,  who  kept  some  geese  and  he  set 
two  of  them  with  15  eggs  a  piece.  When  they 
had  been  setting  about  two  weeks  one  of 
them  would  not  go  on  her  nest.  About  two 
days  later  the  other  goose  would  not  go  on 
her  nest,  and  the  farmer  looked  and  there 
was  not  an  egg  to  be  found.  He  came  to  me 
and  said; 

"Somebody  stole  our  two  nests  of  goose 
eggs." 

We  had  been  missing  about  15  hens  and  he 
was  quite  put  out  about  it,  and  as  we  knew 
we  had  rats  in  the  barn  I  thoiight  of  rats  or 
skunks,  so  I  set  a  trap  at  a  hole,  under  a  log, 
that  I  thought  was  a  big  rat  hole.  I  live  in 
town  and  about  two  days  afterwards  I  met 
the  boss  and  he  said; 

"Well,  Ted,  I  caught  the  thief." 

I  said  "Did  you?"    And  at  the  same  time 


took  a  step  back  from  the  buggy  and  said,  "I 
can  smell  him."    He  said; 

"He  was  in  the  trap  under  the  log  in  the 
barn  and  I  set  another  trap  about  50  feet 
from  the  barn  and  I  caught  a  bigblackmale, 
the  first  was  a  female.  While  scuffling  pota- 
toes I  happened  to  lead  the  horse  into  some 
berry  bushes  near  the  hen  house  and  a  hen 
flew  out  and  there  was  a  nest  with  about 
12  eggs  and  in  about  three  days  not  an  egg 
was  left." 

That  same  fall  I  caught  four  more  skunks 
within  200  yards  from  the  barn. 

Now  I  think  some  of  those  biologists  don't 
know  how  our  Canadian  skunks  act.  Now 
if  this  letter  is  not  too  big  for  you  Mr.  Editor 
I  will  tell  you  a  story  later  about  a  snake. 

P.S. — After  I  had  caught  those  skunks  our 
hens  came  down  to  their  proper  place  to  roost; 
before  they  would  perch  on  the  highest 
place  they  could  find. 

Waterloo.  Theo.  Sackenbauer. 

Editor. — Send  along  the  snake  story. 


Notes  of  An  Old  Trapper 

P.  O.  Reilly 


AS  an  interesting  comparison  with  the 
high  prices  being  paid  today  for  all 
kinds  of  raw  furs  the  following  are  some 
of  the  prices  I  obtained  in  days  gone  by..  In 
the  fall  of  1862  mink,  No.  1,  were  worth  $5., 
\'o.  2,  SI.,  beaver  Sl.5'6  a  pound,  red  fox  75 
cents  to  $1 .25.,  l,ynx  from  $2.  to  $2.50.,  marten 
from  SI.  to  SI, 25.,  otter  .$5.  and  $6.,  fisher 
$4.50  to  $64)0. 

From  fall  of  1862  and  winter  of  1863  I  did 


not  trap  any  more  till  1876  as  I  was  buying 
fur  on  speculation.  Since  1876  I  have  worked 
in  lumber  camps  and  trapped  on  Sundays, 
as  that  was  all  the  spare  time  I  had.  The 
winter  of  1886  I  poisoned  73  red  fox  for  which 
I  received  from  $1.25  to  $175  a  skin.  That 
same  winter  I  sold  beaver  for  $4.50  a  pound, 
marten  $1.,  otter  $8.00  to  $12.00,  fisher  $9.00, 
mink  $1.00,  one  lynx  $2.50. 

The  winter  of  1888  I  was  at  Lake  of  the 
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An  All- Around  Giant 
in  Jaw-height,  Spring 
Action  and  Power 

A  new  and  different  Victor  Trap — a 
Giant  in  name,  size  and  strength.  A 
modern  trap  that  catches  and  holds  far 
up  on  the  [animal's  leg.  Especially 
adapted  to  ttrapping  skunks,  muskrats 
and  mink. 

"Trappers,  here  is  your  chance  to  secure 
this  modern  Game  Trap  at  an  unusual 
low  price.  We  are  sending  samples  to 
all  parts  of  Canada.  If  you  wish  one  of 
them,  cut  out  the  coupon  at  the  bottom 
of  this  page  and  mail  to  us  with  31c." 


Jaws  Catch  Far  Up 
On  the  Animal's  Leg 
—Spring  Rises  High 

Right  here  is  where  giant  size  counts,  as 
the  spring  and  other  parts  of  the  trap 
are  built  proportionately  larger  to  take 
care  of  the  additional  height  of  jaw. 


The  pan  and  dog  are  wider  and  heavier, 
the  chain  is  larger  and  the  spring  f  aster. 
The  trap  is  also  equipped  with  an  im- 
proved swivel  at  the  point  where  the 
chain  connects  with  the  spring,  and 
possesses  all  of  the  regular  Victor  im- 
provements, such  as  non-freeze,  non- 
clog,  "humped  cross"  and  direct  pan 
fastening. 


Please  send  me  as  per  your  advertisement  in 
the  -Rod  and  Gun  a  sample  of  your  new  Victor 
No.  1  Giant,  for  which  I  am  enclosing  31c. 

Name  

Street  

Town  Province  

>  11  ■ 


ONEIDA  COMMUNITY,™ 

NIAGARA  FALLS,  ONT. 

Oldest  and  Largest  Manufacturers  of  Game  Traps 
in  the  World 
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Woods  and  caught  or  rather  poisoned  three 
silver  foxes.  For  two  of  them  I  got  $65.00 
eacfi  and  for  the  other  I  received  $,75.00,  also 
a  cross  fox  for  which  I  got  $25.00.  Had  I 
known  the  proper  value  of  the  silver  foxes 
I  should  have  received  $300  each  for  them  as 
I  saw  one  sold  in  Seattle  for  $800,  not  nearly 
as  good  as  mine,  two  years  ago.  During  all 
my  time  trapping  I  never  got  $3.00  for  marten, 
S2.00  was  the  outside  limit,  and  $9.00  for 
fisher.  The  highest  I  received  for  otter  was 
$16.00,  they  being  very  large  and  dark. 

In  poisoning  I  use  strychnine  for  either 
foxes  or  wolves.  I  will  give  you  my  plan  of  the 
way  which  I  used  to  set  it  out, and  if  not  taken 
would  lift  it  every  morning.  In  the  first 
place  I  had  a  bait  set  out  such  as  a  cow's  head 
or  offal  from  cattle  killed  at  the  lumber  depot, 
farm  or  camp.  These  I  had  scattered  round 
the  fields,  or  if  near  a  lake  had  them  taken  to 
the  lake  when  frozen,  then  the  ravens  would 
tackle  it  and  then  the  foxes  would  after  the 
ravens  had  first  tried  it,  as  a  fox  or  wolf  does 
not  like  to  touch  anything  until  some  other 
animal  begins  first. 

I  then  made  myself  a  wooden  knife  of  mapje, 
also  a  small  skewer  of  the  same  wood  and  had 
these  two  boiled  in  the  lard  I  was  going  to 
use  as  a  pill  and  had  the  lard  rendered  into 
a  bowl.  Then  with  the  wooden  knife  I 
would  cut  a  piece  of  lard  about  the  size  of  a 
thimble  or  a  hazel  nut.  In  this  I  would  iiP 
sert  the  skewer  or  fork,  lift  out  the  lard  and 
turn  back  a  slice  of  lard  with  the  knife,  drop 
in  my  strychnine  and  cover  it  with  the  lard 
I  had  pared  back.  In  the  evenings  when 
the  ravens  had  gone  off  I  would  take  my  pill 
of  lard  on  the  point  df  this  skewer  and  go  to 
where  my  bait  was  in  the  fields  or  on  the  lake. 
I  would  always  have  a  rock  or  end  of  a  log  say 
two  or  three  feet  away  from  the  bait  where  I 
could  lay  my  pill  and  I  would  do  this  with  a 
long  rod  lijke  a  fish  pole,  about  eight  or  ten 
feet  long  so  as  to  drop  my  pill  on  the  log  or 
stone  then  my  tracks  would  not  be  near  either 
the  bait  or  pill.  I  would  go  straight  on, 
never  turning  back,  and  would  take  a  wide 
circle  back  to  home  or  camp,  Never  handle 
or  leave  any  scent  of  your  hands  on  anything 
around.  Should  you  not  happen  to  have 
enough  strychnine  in  the  pill  to  kill  the  animal 
he  will  never  touch  lard  .again.  This  hap- 
pened once  with  me  with  one  fox,  but  I  fooled 
him  by  rolling  the  lard  in  honey  and  got  Mr. 
Fox  next  morning.  He  was  the  last  I  saw,  or 
rather  the  last  and  only  track  I  saw  of  a  fox 
for  two  years — I  cleaned  them  all  out. 

In  trapping  fbxes  your  trap  should  be 


soaked  in  warm  dog  fish  oil,  not  too  hot  or  it 
will  take  the  temper  out  bf  the  springs. 

With  lynx  the  easiest  way  of  getting  them 
is  to  snare  them.  Use  copper  wire  set  on  a 
trail  used  by  rabbits  with  loop  big  enough  for 
the  rabbit  to  get  through  or  high  enough|to 
go  under.  The  snare  should  be  fixed  to  a 
pole  about  six  feet  long  with  the  limbs' cut 
off  to  about  six  inches  long  from  the  body  of 
the  pole  so  as  to  make  a  drag.  I  have  snared 
three  lynx  in  one  night  in  a  cedar  swamp  by 
this  method. 

The  cross  fox  has  a  dark  stripe  running 
from  the  root  of  the  tail  to  the  head  with 
another  one  over  the  shoulders  which  forms  a 
cross.  The  tail  is  usually  very  dark,  with  a 
white  tip,  of  course.  Legs  black  or  very, 
dark  brown.  I  have  poisoned  two  cross 
foxes  and  four  silvers.  The  first  silver  was 
perfectly  black  with  two  yellow  spots,  one  in 
each  flank,  about  the  size  of  a  big  old  fashioned 
penny  which  my  fur  buyer  said  spoilt  its 
value.  I  only  received  $30.00  for  it  and  it 
was  really  worth  $200.00  at  that  time,  but  I 
did  not  know  its  real  value.  I  also  got  two 
at  Ignace  on  the  G.  P.  R.,  for  one  I  got  $75, 
for  the  other  $65,  also  a  cross  for  which  I 
received  $20.00.  I  poisoned  another  in 
Algonquin  Park  but  the  ravens  tore  it  pretty 
badly,  however  I  skinned  it  and  sewed  it  up 
to  look  almost  perfect  but  only  got  ten  dollars 
for  the  tail.  I  was  told  afterwards  that  the 
Hudson's  Bay  agent  paid  $300,  for  the  same 
skin. 

The  silver  fox  is  generally  larger  than  the 
red  and  some  are  very  black  on  the  back, 
while  others  are  mixed  with  white  and  black 
hairs  on  tip  of  hairs  300  per  cent,  more  black 
than  white  hairs.  The  under  part  of  the  hair 
is  usually  black  and  the  belly  black  or  almost 
so.  Legs  black,  ears  black  and  tail  black 
with  a  white  tip.  The  larger  the  white  tip 
the  better  the  value. 

There  is  a  man  working  in  this  camp  who 
says  he  caught  a  white  skunk  with  a  dark 
cream  colored  stripe  up  the  back  and  down 
the  centre  of  the  tail.  He  tells  me  he  got  ten 
dollars  for  it  from  a  fur  buyer,  more  as  a 
curiosity  than  the  value  of  it.  There  are  a 
few  men  doing  very  well  trapping  on  this 
island,  (north  B.C.  coast).  I  hear  one  has 
caught  21  mink,  44  beaver,  26  coons,  14 
marten  and  one  cougar.  I  fancy  he  caught 
his  mink  and  marten  too  early  to  be  of  much 
value  as  they  were  caught  in  November 
which  is  too  early  in  the  season  for  the  coast. 

Now  I  guess  I  had  better  close  or  you  will 
tire  of  my  foolish  letter,  but  you  will  have  to 
excuse  an  old  man  in  his  eightieth  year. 
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NORTHERN 
ONTARIO 

This  vast  new  land  of  promise  is  one  degree 
South  of  Winnipeg,  and  is  big  enough  to  include 
the  six  New  England  and  four  Middle  States  of 
the  American  Union. 

Aside  from  its  immense  resources  in  timber,  mineral,  waterpower,  fish,  game  and  scenery,  NORTHERN 
ONTARIO  contains  millions  of  acres  of  fertile,  arable  land  fit  for  mixed  farming  Which  may  be  had  by 
returned  soldiers  and  sailors  in  160  acre  blocks  free;  to  others,  18  years  and  over,  50  cents  per  acre. 

Already  there  are  thousands  of  miles  of  colonization  roads  and  steam  railways  spreading  like  a  spider's 
web  over  a  huge  part  of  that  immense  forest-robed  territory-      4  . 

For  free  descriptive  literature,  write 
H.  A.  MACDONELL,  Director  of  Colonization,  Parliament  Buildings,  TORONTO,  CANADA 
G.  H.  FERGUSOV.  Minister  of  Lands.  Forests  and  Mines. 
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50  YEARS'  STUDY 

Price  $2.00 

What  wouldn't  you  give  if  you  could  have  the  knowledge  gained  by  fifty  years'  experience  on  the  trap 
line?  Supposing  you  had  trapped  from  Alaska  to  the  middle  States  and  from  Labrador  to  British  Columbia 
and  this  for  fifty  years,  wouldn't  you  consider  you  had  sufficient  trapping  experience  to  be  a  success,  and 
one  of  the  best  authorities  on  the  ways  and  means  of  trapping?  And  would  you  not  give  a  good  deal  of 
money  for  the  knowledge  so  gained? 

Trapping,  you  know,  is  very  much,  a  matter  of  what  you  use  to  attract  the  animals.  All  fur-bearing 
animals  are  very  sensitive  to  certain  odors,  especially  in  the  running  season  and  if  you  have  good  decoys 
and  a  little  knowledge  of  trapping  you  can  make  the  capture  of  any  animal  almost  sure. 

Never-Fail  Decoys  are  the  culmination  of  years  of  work  and  study  by  Indian  and  White  trappers  from 
all  parts  of  North  America.  They  are  compounded  according  to  natural  laws  and  not  one  ingredient  is 
used  in  their  composition  that  is  foreign  to  Nature's  products.  By  using  these  formulae  you  can  increase 
your  catch  beyond  your  fondest  expectations. 

Never-Fail  Decoys 

are  the  old  formulae  of  professional  Indian  and  white  trappers,  brought  to  their  highest  state  of  perfection; 
as  perfect  "as  human  ingenuity  can  suggest.  * 

Certain  odors  are  very  attractive  to  people;  likewise  certain  odors  are  very  attractive  to  fur-bearing 
animals,  but  to  a  much  more  noticeable  extent.  The  difficulty  in  making  decoy  is  this:  all  fur-bearing 
animals  are  attracted  by  the  odor  of  grain  musk.  This  musk  is  very  scarce;  its  price  prohibitive;  and 
it  is  therefore  out  of  the  question  to  use  it.  But  there  are  certain  ingredients,  easily  and  cheaply  secured, 
having  identically  the  same  attractive  power,  that  can  be  used.  It  is  only  thro'  the  combined  life  study  of 
many  trappers  do  we  find  these  out;  and  few  know  them.  Again  two  ingredients,  when  separate,  may  be 
attractive; yet  when  combined  they  lose  their  appeal  and  are  worthless.  Decoys,  to  be  successful/must 
appeal  to  the  animals'  food  and  hunger  instincts;  the  ingredients  must  be  Nature's  own  and  perfectly  blend- 
ed. They  must  be  freeze-proof  and  proof  against  deterioration.  This  is  the  basic  principle  of  Never-Fail^ 
Decoys.  You  can  secure  them  With  detailed  instructions  for  all  animals,  the  ingredients  for  which  are 
easily  secured  and  readily  compounded,  for  only  $2.00. 

Absolutely  Guaranteed 

If  they  fail  to  increase  your  catch  your  money  wall  be  refunded.  If  you  wish  to  increase  your  catch, 
— Cut  out  this  ad.,  write  your  name  and  address  plainly  along  the  margin,  pin  a  $2  bill  to  add.  and  putting  it 
in  an  envelope,  address 

ROBERT  G.  HODGSON,  ^glan,  Ontario 


\ 
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The  Demand  and  Supply  of  Furs 

George  Robert  Hunt 


BASED  on  the  London  fur  sales  the 
increase  in  the  price  of  pelts  during 
the  last  twenty  years  has  been  general, 
averaging  about  25  per  cent  for  the  staple 
fur  bearers  of  Canada.  All  pelts  excepting 
those  of  skunks  have  decreased  ir^  numbers 
during  the  past  ten  years.  An  increase  in 
numbers  of  skins  secured  was  recorded  fifteen 
years  ago,  but  this  was  caused  by  keener 
hunting  and  more  competition,  this  being 
inspired  by  rising  values.  Pelts  considered 
of  little  value  twenty  years  ago  are  now 
being  hunted  and  trapped  to  the  verge  of 
extinction,  i.e.  mink,  marten,  lynx,  fisher, 
cross  fox;  and  even  muskrat  the  most  pro- 
lific fur  bearer  we  have  shows  signs  of  failing. 
In  general  it  might  be  stated  that  this  is  due 
to  less  fur  being  produced  and  more  is  being 
used  than  ever  before  and  this,  aided  by  sever- 
al other  causes  is  rapidly  decreasing  our  sup- 
ply. The  population  of  the  country  is  grow- 
ing and  as  it  grows  the  number  oi  wealthy 
people  increases.  Dame  Fashion,  whose 
influence  is  ,  predominant  everywhere,  is 
responsible  for  a  very  heavy  demand  for 
certain  kinds  and  only  the  best  and  scarcest, 
therefore  the  highest  priced  are  in  favour 
with  her.  The  growing  number  of  auto- 
mobiles and  other  means^of  travel  also  in- 
creases the  demand  for  furs. 

Strange  as  it  may  seem  the  catch  of  furs 
today  is  greater  and  more  valuable  than  when 
the  country  was  a  wilderness,  and  while  the 
professional  trapper  has  to  a  great  extent  en- 
gaged in  o'ther  and  more  valuable  pursuits, 
the  most  of  the  furs  captured  in  this  age  are 
by  farmers  and  their  sons.  The  ever-expand- 
ing area  of  human  settlement  has  caused 
some  kinds  of  fur  bearers  to  retreat  further 
into  the  woods.  The  clearing  away  of  the 
forests  and  the  grazing  of  the  natural  covers 
by  domestic  animals  have  destroyed  the  fur 
bearer's  haunts  and  exposed  them  to  their 
enemies;  while  the  draining  of  swampy  areas 
has  destroyed  the  homes  of  the  beaver  and 
the  muskrat.  The  fisher  and  the  marten 
never  seem  to  remain  long  near  the  territory 
inhabited  by  man,  and  even  the  lox,  which 
seems  to  increase  near  human  settlements, 
will  decrease  if  the  forests  are  wholly  burnt 
or  removed. 

If  conditions  remain  as  they  are  with  high 
prices  for  fur  and  the  utilization  of  every  wea- 
pon of  destruction  to  ensure  the  animal's 


capture  some  species  of  animate  must  soon  be 
exterminated.  The  usual  method  employed 
to  prevent  the  complete  extinction  of  a  certain 
species  is  to  establish  a  close  season,  and  fav- 
ourable results  have  been  attained  as  in  the 
case  of  the  beaver,  but  we  still  have  much 
opportunity  for  improving  our  game  laws  for 
there  are  still  certain  fur  bearers  that  can  be 
lawfully  killed  at  any  time— provided  you 
have  a^  license. 

Confronted  with  this  condition  of  a  de- 
creasing supply  and  an  increasing  demand, 
the  fur  trade  has  sought  to  prevent  high 
prices  by  making  popular  the  use  of  furs 
which  formerly  were  considered  of  sligh,t 
value.  A  large  part  of  this  work  now  devolves 
on  the  fur  dressers  and  dyers  who  can  render 
stiff  pelts  more  supple  and  change  the  colour 
oi  the  fur  to  resemble  that  of  more  valuable 
animals.  Ponies,  kids,  lambs  and  even  pups 
are  killed  rn  large  numbers  to  supply  the 
increasing  demand  for  furs.  The  great  vogue 
of  Russian  lamb  skins,  of  which  about  three 
million  are  used  annually,  emphasizes  the 
importance  of  achieving  production  of  fur 
from  domestic  animals.  If  the  marten  and 
the  mink  had  been  domesticated  a  score  or 
more  of  years  ago  they  might  now  be  supplying 
fur  in  the  same  way  as  the  karakule  sheep  and 
with  the  modern  addition  of  the  fox,  would 
have  served  as  a  counterpoise  in  Canada  to  the 
monopoly  enjoyed  by  Russia  in  the  produc- 
tion of  domestic  furs. 

Mink  from  its  lower  rank  as  a  coat  lining  at 
fifty  cents  a  skin  has  been  adopted  into  the 
select  family  of  valuable  furs,  closely  preceded 
by  marten  and  latterly  followed  by  fisher 
and  cross  fox.  To  take  the  place  of  mink  as  a 
coat  lining,  muskrat  was  chosen,  sharing  this 
promotion  with  some  less  valuable  European 
furs.  To  supply  the  demand  for  a  medium 
priced  black  fur  of  beauty,  the  skunk  has  been 
chosen  and  named  Alaskan  sable.  The  black 
domestic  cat  is  also  utilized  to  meet  the 
demand  for  black  furs,  while  Northern  hares 
are  extensively  utilized  as  "Baltic  fox", "White 
fox",  "Black  lynx"  or  "electric  seal." 

And  so  all  this  brings  us  down  to  present 
day  conditions  and  fur  farming.  As  far  as 
I  can  see  the  editors  of  the  financial  weeklies 
and  dailies  have  always  been  anything  but 
favourable  to  v  fur  farming.  Whether  this 
is  because  they  really  believe  fur  farming  is 
not  safe,  or  for  some  other  reason,  I  amjnot 
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Webster 
Morale 


MORALE  (Mo-raD  n.  ff.  See  Moral,  a)  the 
moral  condition,  or  the  condition  in  other  respects,  so 
far  as  it  is  affetled  by,  or  dependent  upon,  moral  con- 
siderations, such  as  zeal,  spirit,  hope  and  confidence; 
mental  state,  as  of  a  body  of  men,  an  army,  and  like. 


HAT  is  Dr.  Webster's  definition.  Many 
of  us  know  the  word  only  in  its 
war-time  application. 

Webster  dwells  firstly  upon  the  usage  of  the 
word  "morale"  as  applied  to  the  common-place 
happenings  of  every-day  life.    His  allusion  to  its 
reference  to  an  army  comes  later.   And  Webster  is 
corredt — meticulously  so. 

It  was  their  private-life  morale  that  made  such 
splendid  soldiers  of  our  boys  when  the  time  came 
for  them  to  don  the  khaki.  It  was  that,  and  that  alone, 
that  made  them  take  the  first  Step,  and  it  was  that  which 
carried  them  through  to  victory.  If  their  every-day 
morale  had  been  neglected,  the  Army  could  have  done 
little  with  them  and  success  would  not  have  crowned 
their  efforts. 

It  is  the  many  little  incidents  of  your  daily  routine  that  make  up 
your  morale — the  morning  shave,  your  clean  linen,  .polished  shoes, 
brushed  clothes.  Webster  speaks  of  zeal,  spirit,  hope  and  confi- 
dence. It  is  by  attention  to  the  small  details  of  your  personal 
appearance  that  these  may  be  attained. 

The  Gillette  Safety  Razor  enters  as  much  into  the  morale  of  every- 
day  life  as  it  did  into  that  of  the  trenches.  It  helped  our  soldiers  to 
maintain  their  confidence  and  bearing.  It  will  do  the  same  for  you. 
The  Gillette  Safety  Razor  makes  the  daily  shave  come  easy — there 
is  no  pulling  or  scraping — no  honing,  or  stropping— just  five  minutes 
of  perfedt  shaving/comforr:.  And,  afterwards,  a  chin  that  tells  of 
morale  and  self-respect. 

Sold  at  most  stores  catering  to  men 's  needs. 


MADE  IN 


CANADA 


540 

KNOWN  THE   ^  WORLD  OVER 

* 

The  Gillette  Safety  Razor  Co.  of  Canada,  Limited,  Montreal,  Que. 
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prepared  to  say,  but  believe  in  most  cases  it  is 
the  former.  Very  few  people  understand  the 
fur  business  and  trapping,  and.  everyone  who 
does,  I  will  venture  to  say,  believes  fur  farm- 
ing when  properly  conducted  will  make  money 
for  those  who  undertake  it.  The  author  of 
this  article  has  hunted  and  trapped  as  well 
as  bought  and  sold  furs  for  years  and  I  really 
believe  the  fur  farming  business  in  Canada 
will  in  the  near  future  develop  into  a  large  and 
profitable  industry.  We  must  understand, 
to  begin  with,  the  habits,  likes  and  dislikes 
and  in  fact  the  general  characteristics  of  the 
animals  which  are  not  yet  thoroughly  under- 
stood except  by  old  trappers.  Moreover 
much  of  the  stock  is  wild  and  it  must  be 
semi-domesticated  before  results  begin  to 
show,  or  if  not  this,  produce  on  a  large  scale 
along  natural  lines  and  not  have  the  animals 
domesticated  at  all.  In  the  beginning  of  the 
fur  farming  era,  thousands  of  dollars  were 
♦  made  as  well  as  lost,  but  these  were  the  days 
of  exorbitant  prices  and  speculation  and  now 
having  passed,  the  industry  is  on  a  firmer 
foundation. 

Any  enterprise  that  can  pass  through  a 
trying  time  such  as  this  war  has  caused  and 
remain  on  its  feet  shows  signs  of  a  rosy  future. 


I  know  several  fur  farms  that  are  not  only  on 
their  feet,  so  to  speak,  but  have  paid  good 
sound  dividends  as  well. 


Editor's  Note — In  connection  with  the 
demand  for  furs  it  is  interesting  to  note  that 
while  beaver  was  the  principal  fur  first  export- 
ed, yet  bear,  otter,  wolf,  marten,  lynx,  fox, 
mink,  raccoon  and  muskrat  were  all  used  in 
considerable  quantities  as  early  as  1750.  The 
South  American  chinchilla  and  the  domestic 
house  cat  were  added  to  the  list  around  1843, 
and  oppossum  and  fur  seal  in  1849.  Skunk 
were  not  exported  until  1858.  Even  then  the 
supply  of  the  other  and  more  valuable  furs 
was  beginning  to  diminish  and  at  the  present 
time  every  animal  with  any  fur  value  at  all 
is  being  used.  Rabbits,  Jerrets  arid  brown 
weasels  With  a  small  value  are  all  marketed 
in  liuge  quantities.  Groundhogs  and  the 
American  squirrel  are  not  fur  bearers,  growing 
hair  only,  but  the  chances  are  that  there  will 
be  a  demand  for  them  also  within  a  tew  years. 
With  no  new  species  to  draw  upon  and  the 
most  inaccessible  portions  of  North  America 
being  rapidly  penetrated  fur  farming  offers 
the  only  solution  of  the  problem  of  supplying 
the  ever  growing  demand. — H.  C.  H. 


A  Winter  in  New  Ontario 

Fred  A.  Clarke 


AFTER  twenty-two  months  spent  in  a 
military  hospital  I  left  London,  Ontario, 
on  the  twenty-eighth  of  September 
last,  arriving  at  Savoff,  New  Ont.,  on  the 
second  of  October,  and  as  there  was  no  one 
there  to  show  me  my  duties  of  running  the 
gasoline  engine  that  pumps  water  into  the 
railroad  tank,  I  took  a  good  look  around  to 
see  if  there  were  any  signs  of  game  or  fur 
bearers.  There  were,  I  found,  a  few  tracks  ol 
fox,  fisher  and  lynx,  but  of  muskrat,  beaver, 
otter,  skunk,  coon  and  mink  there  was  never 
a  sign. 

Moose  seemed  to  be  fairly  plentiful  accord- 
ing to  the  trails  and  fresh  tracks  I  saw  every 
time  I  went  out.  However  as  I  had  only  a 
Baker  shotgun,  moose  meat  was  out  of  the 
question.  About  the  end  of  October  I  heard 
that  game  and  fur  were  plentiful  at  English 
River,  so  I  asked  to  be  moved  to  Ogahalla 
some  three  miles  from  it.  J, 

Arriving  there  I  found  that  I  hacl  jumped 
out  of  the  frying  pan  into  the  fire  as  there  was 


not  a  sign  of  any  fur  at  all,  though  moose  were 
in  fair  numbers.  However,  MacDonald,  a 
trapper  well-known  around  these  parts,  had 
made  some  very  good  catches  so  I  had  hopes 
of  pinching  some  stragglers.  The  snowshoe 
rabbit  is  sure  a  scarce  article.  It  is  claimed 
that  some  kind  of  a  mite  eats  into  their  ears 
annoying  the  rabbits  so  much  that  they  soon 
die. 

In  looking  the  place  over  I  found  that  all 
around  the  bush  had  been  wiped  out  by  a 
bush  fire,  however,  there  was  a  ravine  some 
three  hundred  yards  back  of  the  station  that 
had  odd  trees  here  and  there  that  were  still 
green.  This  ravine  connected  two  fairly 
large  strips  of  timber  some  distance  each  side 
of  the  station  so  I  planted  a  dozen  number  one 
and  a  half  Victors  for  any  animal  that  might 
use  the  ravine. 

Having  set  and  baited  on  the  fifteenth  I 
did  not  catch  anything  until  the  twenty-fifth. 
That  morning  I  found  two  mink  and  two 
weasels  handcuffed  and  patiently  waiting.  I 
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The  three  words  that 
tell  the  whole  ^lory  of 
a  perfedt  cup  of  coffee, 
from  plantation  to 
breakfast  table-  

"Seal  Brand"  Coffee. 

In  y%>  1  and  2  pound  tins.   Whole — ground — pulverized — also 
fine  ground  for  Percolators.   Never  sold  in  bulk.     ,  187 

CHASE  8c  SANBORN,  MONTREAL. 


1 


PATENTED 
APRIII.I9I3 


NEW  SANITO 
SUSPENSORY 

Will  not  chafe. 

All  elastic. 

Anatomic  fit. 

Patented  fea- 
tures in  under- 
straps  makes 
open  rear. 

May  be  boiled 
to  cleanse  with- 
out injury  to  rubber. 

For  sale  by  Druggists  and  Sport- 
ing Goods  dealers,  or  we  will  mail 
on  receipt  of  price. 

No.  60,  Silk  Pouch  and  Extra 
Heavy  Belt     ....    $1.25 . 
No.  50,  Thread  Pouch  and 
Heavy  Belt     ....  $1.00 
M        Three  sizes — large,  medium,  small 

Walter  F.  Ware  Co.,  Dept.  C,  Phila.,  Pa. 

Makers  of  the  Mizpah  Jock 


Satisfaction  Guaranteed 
or  Money  Refunded 


ITHACA 
WINS 

Lieutenant  Commander 
|.F.  P.  Williams,  Pay- 
111  master  of  the  United 
States  Navy,  won  the 
championship  of  the 
U.  S.  Navy  for  the 
third  consecutive 
year  with  an  Ithaca 
gun. 

Any  man  can  break 
more  targets  with 
an  Ithaca. 

Single  barrel  trap  guns, 
$64.34  and  up. 

Double  guns,  $41.00 
and  up. 

Catalog  FREE. 

Address  Box  13 

ITHACA  GUN 
CO. 
ITHACA, 
N.  Y. 
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also  learned  that  I  was  up  against  a  fox  that 
knew  what  a  trap  was.  but  as  he  would  take 
bait  things  looked  hopeful.  Some  three  days 
later  I  caught  a  fair  sized  red  fox,  but  it  proved 
not  to  be  the  trap  robber. 

After  trying  every  set  that  I  had  ever  tried 
before  or  ever  read  about  I  finally  went  after 
him  this  way.  Taking  up  one  of  my  other  . 
traps  I  placed  it  about  two  feet  back  and  to 
the  left  of  the  hole  I  had  dug  in  the  bank,  then 
placing  a  number  O  Victor  tight  to  the  other 
side  of  the  hole  in  plain  view  I  tossed  a  fish 
back  in  and  awaited  results. 

Two  days  later  I  had  the  fox.  He  had  gone 
in  and  secured  the  bait,-' but  was  caught 
by  a  hind  foot  as  he  backed  out.  This  was  on 
the  fifteenth  of  December  and  catching  noth- 
ing but  the  so-catted  whisky-jacks  the  re- 
mainder of  the  month  I  sort  of  lost  interest. 

On  New  Year's  Day  not  having  any  pump- 
ing to  do  I  took  a  stroll  out  to  the  trap  line 
and  found  that  two  fur  animals  had  gone  west 
through  the  ravine,  but  the  traps  were  too 
deep  under  the  snow  for  a  catch.  Having 
no  bait  but  canned  salmon  I  used  a  can  of  it, 
then  on  the  sixth  of  the  month  in  going  the 
rounds  I  came  to  the  last  trap  and  there 
dangling  on  the  end  of  the  balance  pole  was  a 
marten.    Marten  look  as  though  they  might 


be  tamed,  and  if  so  it  would  certainly  be  very 
interesting  trying.  About  ten  days  later  I 
came  around  the  side  hill  to  this  trap  and  was 
trying  to  think  how  many  cursed  whisky- 
jacks  I  had  caught  when  I  noticed  that  there 
was  something  doing.  There  was  a  fisher 
caught  by  the  hind  foot  and  as  the  pole  wasn't 
heavy  enough  to  lift  him  up  it  kept  him  going 
around  wheel-barrow  fashion.  This  animal 
was  just  the  opposite  from  the  marten  and 
I  don't  think  the  devil  himself  could  tame  a 
fisher.  The  pen  was  flat  and  some  farmer  will 
have  about  ten  square  feet  of  cleared  land  to 
start  on.  He  often  bit  at  his  front  feet  while 
he  was  moving  around.  I  stretched  him  on 
the  tox  board  and  he  was  fifty-five  from  tip 
to  tip,  thirty-eight  in  the  hide,  seven  and  a 
half  at  the  hips  and  six  and  a  half  at  the 
shoulders.  I  shipped  to  Shubert  and  received 
$45,  for  it,  $23,  for  the  marten,  $24.  for  the 
large  fox  and  the  rest  were  bought  by  a  travel- 
ler for  $36.  I  received]$90.  per  month  onjthe 
tank  job  so  my  winter  in  the  north  for  the 
good  of  my  health  proved  profitable  in  other 
ways  as  well. 

Perhaps  the  editor  will  put  this  contribution 
in  the  waste  paper  basket,  but  we  trappers 
have  to  take  chances. 

(Perhaps  he  won't!— H.  C.  H.) 


Queries  ai 

\ 

Query — I  want  a  complete  trapper's  guide 
in  book  form,  showing  a  variety  of  methods 
of  setting  traps,  also  deadfalls,  snares  and 
general  information  in  regard  to  trapping. 
Will  you  please  let  me  know  if  you  have  such 
a  book  and  also  the  price. 

G.  A.  L. 

Toronto,  Ont. 

Answer — I  think  either  Science  of  Trapping 
or  Steel  Traps  would  suit  you,  or,  both,  ii 
you  can  manage  it.  You  can  secure  them 
from  the  offices  of  Rod  and  Gun,  Woodstock 
Ont.,  price  $1.  each. 

H.  G.  H 


Query — Please  tell  me  of  some  kind  of  scent 
to  use  to  draw  coyotes  to  bait  where  I  haye 
my  traps  set.  They  will  come  within  ten 
feet  of  the  traps,  but  no  closer. 

T.  F.  J. 

Juanita,  Sask. 

Answer — Frankly  I  do  not  think  there  is 
any  scent  that  will  do  this.  If  there  is  I 
have  never  met  it,  and  I  have  tried  them 
nearly  all. 


d  Answers 

Without  realising  it  you  have  discovered  the 
chief  characteristic  of  the  coyote,  namely  the 
intense  wariness  that  is  the  great  drawback  to 
successful  trapping.  Let  us  examine  the 
query  again.  The  coyotes  come  within  ten 
feet  of  the  trap,  but  no  closer.  Now,  believe 
me,  that  is  all  that  any  scent  could  be  expected 
to  do.  Ii  we  are  to  believe  the  advertisements 
of  some  of  the  scent  manufacturers  their 
lures  will  cause  the  animals  to  lose  all  their 
natural  cunning  and  to  throw  discretion  to  the 
winds  by  going  crazy  over  the  scent.  As 
any  man  will  tell  you  who  has  given  the 
matter  a  thorough  trying  out,  this  is  absolutely 
misleading.  In  very  cold  weather  when  the 
bait  is  frozen  it  gives  off  very  little  smell,  and 
at  such  a  time  an  animal  can  pass  by  without 
finding  it.  Under  such  circumstances  a 
non-evaporating,  non-freezing  scent  will  help 
attract  the  animal's  attention  to  the  bait. 
Generally  speaking  that  is  all  that  a  scent  is 
expected  to  do.  In  a  few  cases  a  scent  can 
be  used  without  bait  in  such  a  way  that  the 
animal  gets  caught  while  *  trying  to  locate  the 
scent. 
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What  Every  Sportsman  Should 
Know  About  Canvas 


Every  man  who  enjoys  outdoor  life — camping, 
hunting,  fishing,  etc.,  should  know  about  the 
greater  protection  and  increased  service  that 
may  be  had  by  using  PRESERVO-treated 
canvas.  For  experience  has  shown  that  un- 
treated canvas  does  not  provide  economical 
weather  protection  because  it  is  not  water- 
proof against  any  but  the  slightest  rains. 

Moreover,  untreated  canvas  is  short  lived, 
moisture  soaks  into  the  fabric,  mildew  forms, 
causing  decay  and  rapid  disentegration. 

PRESEF^VO  is  a  scientific,  soft  finish  water- 
proofing of  unsurpassed  preservative  quali- 
ties. Canvas  treated  with  PRESERVO  at 
once  becomes  waterproof,  mildew-proof  and 
rot-proof,  and,  best  of  all,  will  wear  at  least 
twice  as  long  as  untreated  canvas. 

In  fact,  PRESERVO  has  given  such  universal 
satisfaction  that  it  is  recognized  as  the 
standard  soft  finish  waterproofing  foi  canvas. 


PRESERVO  is  inexpensive  and  easily  applied 
to  new  canvas  or  old  canvas.  You  can  be 
assured  of  satisfaction  by  having  your  tents, 
ground  covers,  bed-rolls,  pack-saddles,  canvas 
wearing  apparel,  duffle  bags,  supply  covers, 
etc.,  PRESERVO-treated.  Add  new  life 
to  your  old  canvas  by  treating  it  with 
PRESERVO.  Almost  any  canvas  goods 
dealer  can  supply  you  with  PRESERVO- 
treated  canvas  or  with  the  liquid  PRESERVO. 

Insist  on  PRESERVO 

While  there  are  other  methods  of  water- 
proofing canvas,there  is  only  one  PRESERVO. 
You  can  insure  maximum  service  and  economy 
by  insisting  on  the  genuine. 

Write  us  about  your  canvas  needs  and  let  us 
tell  you  about  the  saving  you  can  make  by 
using  PRESERVO-treated  canvas.  Ask  for 
our  special  book  for  campers  and  sportsmen. 


R.O  BE  S  O  N  PR  E  S  E  R VO  C  O^ANY 

419  White  Block,  Port  Huron,  Mich. 
Eastern  Branch:  357  Western  Ave.,  Boston,  Mass. 
Canadian  Branch:  Sarnia,  Out. 
The  Hunter-Johnson  Co.,  209  California  St.,  San  Francisco,  Cal. 
Distributors  for  the  Pacific  Coast 


Waterproof? 
and  Preserve?  Canvas 
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If  the  coyotes  come  within  ten  feet  of  the 
trap  it  is  obvious  that  they  have  already 
discovered  the  bait,  and  we  are  then  faced  with 
two  alternatives.  Either  they  are  not  hungry 
or  else,  which  is  more  likely,  they  are  suspi- 
cious 01  the  set.  If  this  is  the  case  scent  will 
not  help  matters. 

Bait  should  be  used  very  sparingly  in  coyote 
trapping.  While  they  are  always  on  the 
lookout  for  odd  scraps,  yet  a  chunk  of  skinned 
meat  will  always  arouse  their  suspicions  and 
it  is  then  an  easy  matter  for  them  to  locate 
the  traps. 

Try  setting  your  traps  twenty  or  fifteen 
feet  from  the  bait,  if  possible  between  two 
clumps  of  grass  so  that  the  coyote  has  to 
cross  them  to  reach  the  bait.  If  you  examine 
their  tracks  you  will  find  that  they  will 
circle  the  bait  several  times  before  approach- 
ing it,  and  a  trap  some  distance  from  the 
bait  is  jammed  close  up  against  the  bait,  which 
is  just  where  the  coyote  is  looking  for  it  to 
be.  -    ~  1 

The  most  successful  way  of  trapping  them 
is  at  a  carcass,  but  be  sure  that  they  have 
started  to  feed  there  for  a  night  or  two  before 
setting  your  traps.  Around  such  a  carcass 
there  are  always  trails  that  they  use  and 
these  furnish  good  places  to  set  traps.  Also 
you  will  find  tufts  of  grass,  a  rock  or  bone  or 
something  similar  where  they  leave  their 
body  scent  in  the  same  way  a  dog  does,  and 
here  again  a  trap  will  usually  make  a  catch. 
Sets  like  these  are  blind,  that  is  set  without 
bait  and  carefully  concealed. 

Where  you  have  no  carcass  and  can  find 
no  trails  that  the  animals  are  using  it  becomes 
necessary  to  use  bait  and  at  once  the  animal's 
suspicions  are  aroused.  Try  setting  your 
traps  in  the  form  of  a  square  about  six  to 
ten  feet  each  way.  Bed  them  down  solidly, 
putting  a  little  piece  of  wool  under  the  pan, 
and  cover  lightly  with  the  natural  surround- 
ings. Then  go  away  for  a  week  before  putting 
the  bait  in  the  centre  of  the  square.  If  you 
can  ride  up  to  the  spot  on  horseback  and 
drop  the  bait  on  the  required  spot  without 
dismounting  you  increase  your  chances  of 
success.  Coyotes  are  not  impossible  to  trap 
if  you  can  eliminate  the  human  scent  and 
sign. 

W  hen  using  bait  avoid  having  one  too  big. 
A  few  feathers,  a  chicken  wing  buried  in  the 
earth  with  the  tip  protruding  are  more  potent 
as  lures  as  they  arouse  the  animal's  curiosity 
without  awakening  its  suspicions. 

There  are  a  number  of  scents  more  or  less 
attractive.    One  is  to  chop  up  half  a  pound  of 


beef  during  warm  weather  and  plaefe  it  in  a 
sealer  until  it  has  become  thoroughly  decayed 
and  the  odor  as  offensive  as  possible.  When 
this  has  taken  place  add  a  quart  of  some  liquid 
animal  oil,  half  an  ounce  of  asafoetida  dis- 
solved in  alcohol  and  one  ounce  ot  tincture  of 
Siberian  musk.  If  you  cannot  get  this  the 
common  musk  used  for  perfume  can  be  sub- 
stituted,^ an  ounce  of  beaver  castor.  Mix 
thoroughly  and  bottle  securely. 

This  scent  was  introduced  into  Michigan/ 
by  the  U.S.  government,  and  has  been  very 
successful. 

If  you  can  shoot  a  coyote  or  catch  one  al- 
ways save  the  urine.  A  few  drops  of  this  on 
a  tuft  of  grass  in  the  centre  of  a  square  of 
traps  will  often  prove  more  deadly  than  a 
meat  bait. 

H.  C.  H. 

Query — As  I  am  a  reader  of  Rod  and  Gun  I 
wish  to  ask  a  favour  of  you,  as  to  whether  or 
-  not  the  Hudson  Bay  Co.,  hires  men  to  trap 
tor  them,  and  will,  if  you  guarantee  to  give 
your  furs  to  them,  furnish  the  traps  and  pay 
you  a  good  day's  wage*  (please  state  the 
wages).  As  an  old  trapper  told  me  this%,  I 
wish  to  find  out  if  it  is  true  or  not.  I  have 
done  some  trapping  here  but  fur  is  very 
scarce  and  as  I  am  a  lover  of  the  wild  I  wish 
you  could  help  me  out.  Have  been  discharged 
from  service  and  wish  to  start  good  on  the 
old  game. 

A.  L.  N. 

Leominster,  Mass. 

Answer — lam  afraid  that  the  old  trapper 
'  thatTold  you  this  has  been  "putting  one  over 
you."  I  have  never  heard  of  the  conditions 
of  which  you  speak.  Actually  what  the 
Hudson  Bay  Company  does  in  the  north  with 
the  Indians  is  to  advance  them  an  outfit — 
food,  traps,  ammunition,  clothes,  etc.,  up 
to  a  certain  amount.  This  is  called  the 
Indian's  "debt"  and  he  is  given  so  much, 
depending  on  his  reliability,  skill  and  so  on. 
He  is  bound  to  bring  his  furs  to  the  post  that 
outfitted  him,  else  the  Company  blacklists 
him.  Whatever  furs  he  catches  of  course  are 
credited  to  him  at  the  usual  rates  and  after 
he  has  paid  off  his  debt  the  balance  of  his 
credit  can  be  used  in  any  manner  he  likes. 
Stewart  Edward  White,  the  American  novelist 
wrote  a  very  interesting  book  "The  Silent 
Places"  that  dealt  with  an  Indian  that  jumped 
his  debt  and  the  lengths  that  the  Company 
went  to  catch  him. 

As  far  as  I  know  the  only  trapping  that  is 
done  on  a  day-wages  basis  is  on  some  of  the 
muskrat  marshes  of  the  Eastern  States.  Here 
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Hunt  This  Fall  in 

Real  Haunts  of  Red  Deer 


The  Highlands  of  Ontario 


Maganetawan  River,  French  River,  Muskoka,  Georgian  Bay, 
Lake  of  Bays  and  Other  Famous  Regions. 


SB* 
0 


R 


0 


ft 


Write  to  any  Agent,  Grand  Trunk  System,  for  "Playgrounds" 
Booklet,  giving  Game  Laws,  etc.,  or  to 


* 


J.  Quinlan 
Bonaventure  Station 
Montreal 


C.  E.  Horning 
Union  Station 
Toronto 


* 
0 


3B£ 


assess: 


as.jf.pg*  '^.j. 


Sportsmen 

Prospectors 

Surveyors 

You  want  a  canoe  that  will  stand  any 
strain — easy  to  handle — light  on  the  por- 
tage, yet  can  carry  big  loads — Over  the 
rapids  is  where  you  test  a  canoe. 


Chestnut  Canoes 

are  built  for  strength  and  beauty. — They  are  finely  shaped,  built  of  the  best  and  strongest  New 
Brunswick  Cedar  and  «overed  with  a  seamless,  absolutely  waterproof  and  non-destructible  canvas. 

The  Chestnut  Pleasure,  Sponson,  and  Cruiser  Canoes,  are  comfortable,  roomy,  clean, 
safe  and  handsomely  finished.  They  are  the  most  suitable  craft  for  the  purposes  for  which 
they  were  designed. 

i 

Chestnut  Canoe  Co.  Llmited»  Box  445*  Fredericton,  N.  B. 
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some  of  the  owners  ot  the  marshes  will  some- 
times Jiire  men  to  trap  the  rats  which  are 
very  numerous  and  strictly  preserved  against 
trespassers-  The  trapping  game  is  more  oi  a 
gamble  than  a  cinch  at  the  best  of  times,  and 
to  offer  a  man  wages  for  all  the  fur  he  could 


catch  would  be  a  very  risky  proposition. 

Fur  is  getting  scarce  all  over  now  compared 
to  a  few  years  ago,  but  there  are  still  some 
good  vacant  districts  if  a  man  is  rustler  enough 
to  get  out  and  look  for  them.  There  is  no 
other  way  of  finding  them. — H.  G.  H. 


Champion  Cadet  Corps  Team  Wins  Dominion  Championship 

(Dominion  Marksmen's  Review) 

THE  New  Glasgow  Cadet  Corps  led  all  6th  Quebec,  Westmount  Boy  Scouts   2319 
other  teams  in  the  Dominion  Cham-  *  Ontario  defaulted, 
pionship  with  the  magnificent  score,  of  Dominion  Marksman  have  certainly  proved 
2729  out  of  a  possible  2800,  or  a  team  average  by  their  records  in  the  Provincial  and  Domin- 
of  97.4  •  per  cent.  During  the  .match  12  ion  Championship  matches  that  they  can  hold 
possibles  were  made.  Ernest  Williams  was  their  own  with  anyone  with  a  .22  rifle  at  20  or 
responsible  for  three  of  these,  only  dropping  25  yards.  Better  scores  have  been  made 
two  points  out  of  280,or  99.2  per  cent.  Five  with  telescopic  sights,  but  we  firmly  believe 
members  of  the  team  shot  over  98  per  cent.  that  the  New  Glasgow  Cadets  have  estab- 
and  eight  over  97  per  cent.  Calgary,  as'  lished  a  record  for  boys  of  their  age  under  the 
usual,  shot  very  well — their  total  being  only  conditions  of  these  matches, 
two  points  below  that  made  in  the  Provincial  Next  year  it  is  hoped  that  the  Champion- 
Match  and  56  points  behind  New  Glasgow.  ship  of  Dominion  Marksmen  will  more  truly 
But  evidently  the  New  Glasgow  boys  were  represent  the  championship  /of  Canada.  We 
determined  that  the  team  winning  the  Dom-  believe  it  does  now,  but  there  are  surely  a  lot 
inion  championship  would  have  to  set  a  of  Cadet  Corps  and  Rifle  Clubs  in  Canada 
higher  standard,  and  the  record  they  have  that  should  be  shooting  with  Dominion  Marks- 
established  in  this  match  is  likely  to  stand  men.  Do  your  best  to  interest  your  friends 
for  some  time.  in  this  organization.  Every  boy  has  the 
As  was  expected,  nearly  all  the  teams  showed  desire  to  shoot,  but  some  have  not  had  Dom- 
a  general  improvement  in  their  scores— possi-  inion  Marksman  explained  to  them.  We  want 
bly  the  shorter  range  made  it  easier  for  some  a  hundred  new  clubs  next  year.  Canada  is 
—but  undoubtedly  good,  hard  practice  and  the  hunting  ground  of  this  continent,  and  if  we 
less  nervousness  had  a  great  deal  to  do  with  it.  are  to  enjoy  the  woods,  lakes  and  mountains 
A  letter  was  received  from  Fraser  MacDonald  that  nature  gave  us  to  hunt  in  we  should  learn 
of  New  Glasgow,  a  few  weeks  before  the  the  game  young.  If  every  Canadian  boy  took 
match,  stating  that  his  boys  were  working  advantage  of  the  opportunities  that  he  has  to 
hard  and  intimating  that  they  would  give  *  hunt  we  would  be  a  better  nation,  physically 

the  teams  from  the  other  provinces  a  good  run     an(*  morally.   

for  the  championship;  but  truthfully  speaking,  CH    SHANNON  BANDIT  A.K.C.  163108. 

we  did  not  think  they  would  better  Calgary's  Attention  is  drawn  to  the  advertisement 

previous  record.  of  the  Haig  Kennels  ol  Kitchener,  Ont.  in 

These  championship  matches  have  been  a  which  tlysy  announce  that   Ch.  Shannon 

decided  success,  and  have  been  the  means  of  Bandit  the  beautiful  "combination"  . beagle 

creating  a  much  wider  interest  in  our  marks-  js  offered  at  stud.    This  dog  is  one  of  the  most 

men  scheme.  successful  on  the  circuit  and  breeders  are 

It  is  unfortunate  that  Ontario  was  not  fortunate  in  being  able  to  secure  his  services, 

represented  in  this  competition  on  account  Bred  from  the  greatest  producing  families 

of  so  many  of  the  London  team  being  away.  0n  both  sides  of  the  house  Bandit  is  bound 

1st  Nova  Scotia,  New  Glasgow  Cadet  to  produce  that  strain  that  delights  the 

Corps                                     2729  beagle  fan.    He  stands  fourteen  inches,  has 

2nd  Alberta,  Calgary  High  School  C.C...  2673  a  rich  tan  head  and  possesses  the  good  quali- 

3rd  Saskatchewan,  Regina  Coll.  Inst        2657  ties  of  a  beagle  of  the  famous  Johnson  blood. 

4th  New  Brunswick,  Rothesay  Cadet  Bandit  commenced  his  career  as  an  eight 

Corps                                       2604  months  puppy  and  completed  his  champion- 

5th  British   Columbia,  Victoria  High  ship  at  fourteen  months.    He  was  whelped 

School                                      2531  January  8,  1912. 
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BIG  GAME  WAITING  FOR  YOU  _ 

Along  the  line  of  the  Canadian  Pacific  Railway.  From  Nova  Scotia  to  British  Columbia. 

Here's  the  catalogue — Make  your  choice. 


Nova  Scotia. 
Caribou. 
Moose 
Deer. 
Bear. 
New  Brunswick. 
Moose  and  Deer. 
Bear. 
Quebec. 
Moose,  Caribou,  Deer. 
Bear. 
Ontario. 
Moose,  Caribou,  Reindeer. 


Season  Opens. 
^iSept.  16  th. 
Oct.  1st. 
Oct.  16th. 
All  year. 

Sept.  15th. 
All  year. 

Sept.  1st. 
Aug.  20th. 


Oct.  1st. 
in  certain  territory. 
Nov.  5th. 
All  year. 


Deer. 
Bear. 
Manitoba. 

Moose,  Caribou,  Reindeer.  Deer. 
Saskatchewan. 

Moose,  Caribou,  Deer. 
Alberta.- 

Mountain  Sheep,  Mountain  Goat. 
Moose,  Caribou,  Deer. 
British  Columbia. 

Mountain  Sheep,  Mountain  Goat,  Moose,  Elk  (Wapiti),  Caribou  and  Deer: 

Season  for  big  game  generally  opens  Sept.  1st. 
Bear.  Oct.  1st. 

Reliable  guides  and  outfits  available  at  various  points. 

Ask  for  copy  of  folder  "Open  Season^  For  Fish  and  Game"  and  full  particulars 
from  any  Canadiap^Pacific  Agent,  or  A.  0.  Seymour,  General  Tourist  Agent ,  Montreal. 


Nov.  20th. 

Nov.  15th. 

Sept.  1st. 
Nov.  1st. 


U^/JJ1I/L" 1 111,1  ''l'!"!'  '"IK I1  I ' '  I' 'i  a 11  "M  "tl1 "!'  '//'//'#  7// 


<3 


The  fading  year  hath  reached  a  gloried  prime, 

Declining  days  bow  down  its  massive  head; 
The  hardy  fruit  more  luscious  gleaming  rime, 

Bears  sweet  recall  of  summer  hours  now  fled. 
The  yellow  pumpkins  dot  the^sleeping  field, 
Telling  the  riches  of  the  long-run  vine, 
The  shocks  of  corn  tell  too  a  bounteous  yield, 

Upon  the  brace  stalks  heavily  recline. 
Hushed  in  a  thicket  breathes  a  newer  note, 

Half  whispering,  half  trembling  steals  abroad, 
And  shy  conversings  from  the  dry  reeds  float, 

Upward,  away,  across  the  withered  sod   !rv 

A  raucous  cry  comes  from  a  wildfowl  throat: 

The  V-clans  rise  where  the  marsh  rushes  nod. 

His  storehouse  fashioned  in  the  gnarled  oak, 

The  frisking  squirrel  now  loads  to  overflow, 

Divining  winter  with  his  jeweled  cloak, 

Descending  in  a  silence  charged  with  woe. 

The  thornapples  have  swelled  in  full  maturity, 
And  dusted  black-haw  globes  are  hanging 
near, 

As  if  in  wait  for  one  to  set  them  free, 

With  eager  hands,  the  soul  of  autumn's  cheer. 
In  tangled  brakes  the  pregnant  hazel  shells, 

Await  the  picker's  welcome  ringing  shout, 
And  to  a  noisy  tread  upsprings  in  barren  dells, 

On  thunderous  wings  the  banded  quail  in  rout; 
And.  any  who  would  wander  by  the  fells, 

Might  hear  the  partridge  drumming  autumn 
out! 
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IMPORTED  GOODS  ARE  NOT  ALWAYS 
BEST.     For  Instance  YOU  Cannot  Buy 
Better  Underwear  Anywhere  Than 

■HMH^MaHriWCMI  HMMHOM(|  taMMHUnat  MaMMMlUn  Vf 

BHB      EBDBBD      HBHi     HUH     -f*  7 

ETEE 

minima      .  ■ 

ALL  PURE  WOOL  -  GUARANTEED  UNSHRINKABLE 

UNDERCLOTHING 


"CEETEE"  is  manufactured  from  only  the 
very  finest  Australian  Merino  Wool,  scoured 
and  combed  over  and  over  again  until  every 
particle  of  foreign  matter  is  taken  out  and  every 
strand  is  as  clean  as  it  is  possible  to  be  made. 

It  is  then  carefully  manufactured  on  expen- 
sive and  exclusive  machinery,  very  different 
from  the  ordinary  style  of  underwear  machin- 
ery-fashioning each  garment  to  fit  the  human 
form.  It  has  all  the  salvage  edges,  therefore 
cannot  come  unravelled ;  every  join  is  knitted 
together,  not  sewn  as  with  ordinary  underwear. 

People  wear  "CEETEE"  Underclothing 
because  they  know  it  to  be  perfect. 

CANADIAN  MADE  FROM  START  TO  FINISH  AND 
ALL  BRITISH  MATERIAL 

Made  in  All  Sizes  for  Men,Women  and  Children 

The  C.  Turnbull  Co.  of  Gait,  Limited 
GALT,  ONTARIO  1375 


Worn 

by  the 

Best  People 
Sold 

by  the 

Best  Dealers 

Look  for  the 
SHEEP 

on  every  Garment 
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HOW  TO  MAKE  A  TOBACCO  JAR 

Get  a  small  pumpkin  with  a  very  hard  skin. 
Cut  off  the  top  and  scoop  out  the  inside, 
taking  care,  however,  to  leave  it  about  % " 


thick  as  it  will  shrink  a  lot.  Leave  it  to  dry 
for  at  least  a  month. 

For  the  legs  use  empty  cartridges,  I  used 
three  .410. 

Cut  them  so  that  they  fit  the  sides  and  glue 
a  piece  of  wood  inside  each,  then  screw  them 
into  place,  as  shown  in  the  illustration.  Next 
get  a  tin  or  a  jam  carton  (as  I  did;  that  fits 


inside  and  will  come  flush  with  the  top,  then 
shave  the  top  of  the  pumpkin  until  there  is 
room  between  the  tin  and  the  outside  skin  to 
squeeze  .22  cartridge  cases  in  all  round.  The 
lid  can  be  made  of  a  piece  of  tin  cut  to  fit  the 
rim  of  the  jam  tin,  with  the  brass  end  of  a  12 
bore  cartridge  soldered  on  for  a  knob. 


A  HANDY  PACKSACK 


The  first  sketch  shows  a  snowshoe  with 
arm  loops  attached.  The  second  drawing 
shows  a  back  view  with  gunny  sack  attached. 


This  handy  pack  sack  is  made  out  of  an 
old  snowshoe  and  a  gunny  sack.  It  is  a 
handy  pack  for  the  trap  line,  as  when  taken 
off,  the  heel  of  the  snowshoe  can  be  stuck 
in  the  snow  and  it  will  remain  upright. 
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The 


Why? /Another  Victory  Loan 


The  answer  to  the  question  "Why 
does  Canada  need  another  Victory 
Loan?  divides  itself  into  two  parts. 

(a)  To  finish  paying  the  expenses  of 
demobilization,  and  the  obligations 
we  still  owe  to  our  soldiers. 

(b)  To  provide  national  working  capi- 
tal. 

Obligations  The  ^ligations  to  sol- 

TO  oOIUlciS  That  already  incurred 
cost  of  banging  home  troops  from 
overseas. 

The  payment  of  all  soldiers  still 
undemobilized.  This  includes  more 
than  20,000  sick  and  wounded  who 
are  still  in  hospital. 

The  upkeep  of  hospitals,  and  their 
medical  and  nursing  staffs,  until  the 
need  for  them  is  ended. 

These  three  items  alone  will  use 
up  at  least  $200,000,000  of  the 
Victory  Loan  1919. 

Gratuities  The  gratuity  to  assist 
soldiers  to  tide  over 
the  period  between 
discharge  and  their  re-adjustment  to 
civil  life,  calls  for  $61,000,000  in 
addition  to  the  $59,000,000  already 
paid  for  this  purpose  out  of  the 
proceeds  of  the  Victory  Loan  1918. 

Land  Soldiers  who  desire  to 

CnWlnmnnf  become  farmers  may, 
settlement  under  the  Soldiers' 
Land  Settlement  Act,  be  loaned 
money  by  Canada  with  which  to 
purchase  land,  stock  and  implements. 
The  mcmey  so  advanced  will  be 
paid  back;  meantime  each  loan  is 
secured  by  a  first  mortgage.  Up  to 
August  15th,  29,495  soldiers  had 
applied  for  land  under  the  terms  of 
this  Act;  and  22,281  applications  had 
been  investigated,  and  the  qualifica- 
tions of  the  applicant  approved. 

.Those  who  give  thought  to  out  outstanding 
national  working  capital,  cannot  fail  to  be  be 


Vocational  F°r  tn*s  work  which, 

rp  •  •  -  -  with  the  Vocational 
1  raining  Training  and  Soldiers' 
Service  Departments,  embraces  the 
major  activities  of  the  Department 
of  Soldiers'  Civil  Re-establishment, 
an  appropriation  of  $57,000,000  is 
necessary. 

Nafinnal  Canada  needs  national 
ii7  Y"  working  capital,  so 
Working  that  she  may  be  able 
Capital  Jo  sell  on  credit  to 
r  Great  Britain  and  our 

Allies  the  products  of  our  factories, 
farms,  forests,  fisheries  and  mines. 

The  magnitude  of  these  orders  and 
the  amount  of  employment  thus 
created,  will  depend  upon  the  suc- 
cess of  the  Victory  Loan  1919. 

The  "Why"  Farmers    and  manu- 
e  p     j  • .  ^    f acturers  (and  that  in- 
OI  CrCUlt      eludes  the  workers  on 
Loans  these    orders,  must 

be  paid  cash  for 
their  products.  Therefore,  Canada 
must  borrow  money  from  her  citizens 
to  give  credit,  temporarily,  to  Great 
Britain  and  our  Allies.  Actually,  no 
money  will  pass  out  of  Canada. 

//  Canada  does  not  give  credit, 
other  countries  will;  and  they  will  get 
the  trade,  and  have  the  employment 
that  should  be  ours,to  distribute 
amongst  their  workers.  » 

For  TranS-  Money  must  also  be 
-  available  to  carry  on 

portatlOn  the  nation's  shipbuild- 
ing programme,  and  other  transpor- 
tation development  work. 

For  loans  to  Provincial  Housing 
Commissions  who  are* building  mod- 
erate priced  houses. 

These,  then,  are  some  of  the 
things  for  which  Canada  needs  na- 
tional working  capital.  She  is  in 
the  position  of  a  great  trading  com- 
pany, and  her  citizens  who  buy 
Victory  Bonds  are  the  shareholders. 

obligations  to  soldiers,  and  to  our  need  for 
impressed  with  the  absolute  necessity  for  the 


VICTORY  LOAN  1919 

"EVERY  DOLLAR  SPENT  IN  CANADA" 

Issued  by  Canada's  Victory  Loan  Committee  in  co-operation  with  the  Minister  of  Finance  of  the  Dominion  of  Canada 


Ontario  Rifle  Association  Matches.  1919 


J.  W.  Smith 


AFTER  a  lapse  of  four  years,  the  Ontario 
Rifle  Association  resumed  their  Annual 
Matches  with  a  four-day  meet  commenc- 
ing on  August  19th  and  ending  on  August  22nd. 
The  decision  to  hold  the  meet  this  year  was 
not  made  without  some  misgiving,  the  Exe- 
cutive Council  realizing  the  difficulties  which 
would  be  encountered  owing  to  the  complete 
change  of  conditions  caused  by  the  war. 
The  Long  Branch  Ranges  near  Toronto  had 
been  practically  in  disuse  for  a  period  of  five 
years,  and  needed  a  thorough  overhauling, 
the  railways  refused  their  usual  concessions 
in  the  way  of  reduced  fares  to  outside  com- 
petitors, register-keepers  and  markers  were 
hard  to  get,  and  numerous  other  obstacles 
presented  themselves  which  would  have  to 
be  overcome.  Nothing  daunted,  however, 
the  officials  of  the  Association,  having  made 
the  decision,  set  to  work,  and  the  opening 
day  found  everything  in  readiness  with  over 
200  entries,  as  compared  with  about  350  in 
pre-war  meets.  The  satisfactory  accom- 
plishment, of  these  preparations  was  due  to 
the  tireless  energy  of  individual  members  of 
the  Executive  Committee,  particularly  Lieut.- 
Col.  S.J.  Huggins,  who  carried  out  his  ardu- 
ous duties  as  Secretary  in  a  very  capable 
manner.  Whilst  the  register-keeping  and 
marking  undoubtedly  left  much  to  be  desired, 
and  the  rules  and  regulations  were  not  so 
strictly  adhered  to  as  might  have  been,  the 
concensus  of  opinion  was  that  the  shoot  was  a 
decided  success,  and  would  pave  the  way  for  a 
banner  meet  next  year. 

The  weather  conditions  during  the  shoot 
were  not  favorable  for  good  marksmanship. 
The  first  day  was  showery  with  a  variable 
wind,  and  a  heavy  thunderstorm  interrupted 
proceedings  for  an  hour.  The  second  day  was 
fine,  and  the  best  of  the  four.  The  third  day 
opened  dull  and  threatening,  and  a  rising 
wind  soon  brought  a  driving  rain  with  it 
which  made  "conditions  extremely  difficult. 
The  closing  day  was  fine,  but  wind  and  light 
were  tricky,  and  needed  very  close  watching. 
The  writer  himself,  after  placing  six  conse- 
cutive bulls  at  600  yards  in  the  Tait-Brassey 
Match  finished  up  with  a  magpie  owing  to  an 
unnoticed  lull  in  the  wind,  and  many  other 
marksmen  of  more  experience  were  caught 
in  the  same  way. 

Those  competitors  who  came  from  long 


distances  to  take  p»art  in  the  Matches  under 
heavy  expense  to  themselves  are  to  be  heartily 
commended  on  their  enthusiasm,  as  their 
presence  assisted  materially  in  making  the 
meet  representative  of  the  best  shooting 
talent  in  the  Province.  Strong  contingents 
arrived  from  Ottawa,  Kingston,  Hamilton, 
London,  Guelph,  and  St.  Thomas,  with 
smaller  ones  from  Woodstock,  Brantford, 
Port  Hope,  Grimsby,  and  Bowmanville. 
They  were  accomodated  with  marquees, 
tents  and  bedding  on  the  Ranges  at  a  nominal 
charge.  A  number  of  returned  veterans 
from  the  convalescent  hospitals  in  Toronto 
also  took  part  in  the  matches,  and  their  suc- 
cess was  a  source  of  satisfaction  to  all  con- 
cerned. Among  these  was  Sergt.  E.  S.  McCoy, 
a  one-legged  hero  of  the  19th  Battalion,  who 
was  wounded  on  November  10th,  1918,  the 
day  before  the  Armistice.  Sergt.  McCoy 
hails  from  Hamilton,  and  won  the  Duke  of 
Cornwall  and  York  Match  with  the  possible 
score  of  70  points,  after  a  shoot  off  with  two 
other  competitors.  The  West  was  represented 
by  Lieut.  J.  Macklem,  of  the  29th  Sask- 
atchewan Light  Infantry,  and  Mr.  Frank 
Morris,  of  the  Dominion  Cartridge  Com- 
pany, Edmonton,  Alta.,  a  marksman  of 
note  who  has  been  to  Bisley  six  times.  Other 
famous  riflemen  noted  on  the  Ranges  during 
the  meet  were  Sergt.  Galvin  Russell  and 
Sergt.  W.  A.  Smith,  both  of  Ottawa,  the  three 
Barrett  brothers  of  Kingston,  Capt.  C.  R. 
Crowe  of  Guelph,  Maj.  W.  C.  King  of  Bow- 
manville and  Capt.  A.  Pain  of  Hamilton. 
Toronto  riflemen  included  Sergt.  W.  A.  Haw- 
kins, winner  of  the  King's  Prize  in  1913; 
Lieut.  W.  L.  Dymond  of  the  Canadian  School 
of  Musketry,  Lieut.-Col.  A.  Elliott,  Q.M.S. 
W.  Davidson,  S.  S.  H.  Kerr,  and  Sergt.  T. 
Bayles. 

At  the  general  meeting  of  the  O.R.A.  held 
at  the  Ranges  on  the  evening  of  August  20th, 
several  interesting  points  were  discussed.- 
The  prospects  of  a  free  issue  of  rifles  and 
ammunition  to  properly  organized  and 
gazetted  civilian  rifle  associations  was  re- 
ferred to,  and  the  apathy  of  the  Federal 
Government  in  this  respect  was  deplored. 
It  is  understood,  however,  that  civilian  asso- 
ciations will  receive  recognition  as  soon  as 
the  militia  regiments  have  been  re-organized 
and  rifle  clubs  everywhere  in  Canada  are 
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only  waiting  for  this  event  to  resume  their 
pre-war  activities.    Strong  hints  were  made 
that  the  Ross  rifle  was  slated  for  discard  in 
the  near  future  as  the  Canadian  military 
small  arm,  and  a  rifle  of  British  manufacture 
was  destined  to  take  its  place.    It  was  stated 
that  this  rifle  would  possess  the  qualities 
which  would  place  it  in  the  category  of  a 
first-class  target  weapon,  and,  at  the  same 
time,  its  construction  and  mechanism  would 
be  such  as  to  stand  the  rigors  and  hard  usage 
of  actual  warfare.    The  adoption  of  a  stand- 
ardized rifle  of  British  make  would  do  away 
with  the  discrimination  experienced  by  the 
Canadians  at  Bisley  in  previous  years  with 
their  Ross  rifles,  and  would  place  all  com- 
petitors on  an  equal  footing.    The  general 
feeling  of  those  present  at  the  meeting  to- 
wards  the  conditions  which   prevailed  at 
Bisley  this  year  was  unmistakably  one  of 
derision.    It  was  felt  that  shooting  with  a 
battle  rifle  and  under  battle  conditions  was 
no  true  test  of  marksmanship,  and  that  this 
form  of  musketry  should  %  be  confined  to 
regimental  practice.    In  other  words,  national 
and  other  big  rifle  meet's  should  be  conducted 
on  lines  involving  the  use  of  slow  fire  with 
a  high  class  rifle  and  sights,  at  a  well-defined 
mark,  whilst  rapid  fire  contests  at  figure  tar- 
gets with  battle  rifles  and  sights  should  be 
confined  to  the  purely  military  class  of  rifle- 
shooting.    The  first  brings  into  play  the  very 
highest  standard  of  scientific  skill  and  judg- 
ment in  marksmanship,   but  the  element 
of  luck  enters  largely  into  the  second  style, 
and  a  sharp  dividing  line  should  be  drawn 
between  the  two.    Any  man  who  is  an  aver- 
age shot  at  slow  fire  can  soon  be  trained  to 
the  same  degree  of  marksmanship  on  rapid 
fire  at  an  indistinct  mark  without  windgauge, 
besides  which,  the  former  class  of  shooting  has 
a  greater  fascination, and  will  tend  to  attract 
more  recruits  and  devotees  of  the  sport  to 
the  ranges.    Opinion  will,  undoubtedly,  vary 
on  this  point,  and  the  writer  is  merely  report- 
ing the  almost  unanimous  view  of  those  pres- 
sent  at  this  meeting. 

Practically  nothing  was  heard  of  the  Irish 
Rifle  Association  in  the  newspaper  reports  of 
the  Matches,  and  it  is  only  fair  to  this  well- 
known  organization  to  record  its  activities 
and  achievements  in  the  shoot.  Earlier  in 
the  season,  such  members  of  the  I.R.A.,  who 
wrere  not  already  identified  with  some  militia 
regiment,  proceeded  to  take  this  step  in 
order  to  quality  themselves  for  the  military 
events  and  the  Militia  Aggregate.  Conse- 
quently, the  members  were  scattered  through- 


out the  various  Toronto  regiments,  and  com- 
peted with  their  respective  units.  No  fewer 
then  55  members  of  the  I.R.A.  took  part  in 
the  matches,  and  made  an  excellent  showing, 
the  following  appearing  at  least  once  among 
the  first  ten  competitors: —  W.  L.  Dymond, 
A.  J.  Slatter,  W.  A.  Hawkins,  J.  E.  Fitzgerald, 
J.  W.  Smith,  J.  Lonsdale,  S.  Dean,  J.  Umpher- 
son,  T.  G.  Beatty,  R.  G.  Freeborn,  W.  Reid, 
G.  Lambton,  R.  J.  Reesor,  W.  A.  Brodie, 
Col.  A.  Elliott,  H.  Careyi  A.  Emo,  R.  Storrar,  - 
G.  W.  Bull,  A.^R.  Humphreys,  R.  Edmond, 
and  T.  G.  Margetts.  In  addition  to  this, 
the  I.R.A.,  carried  off  nine  out  of  the  first 
thirteen  places  in  the  City  of  Hamilton  Tyro 
Match  including  the  first  four,  and  captured 
eight  places  out  of  the  first  twenty  in  the 
Ottawa  Aggregate.  The  110th  Irish  Regi- 
mental Team  which  won  the  Presidents' 
Match  for  Tyro  Teams  by  the  handsome 
margin  of  64  points  were  all  I.R.A.,  men. 

Space  does  not  permit  of  a  detailed  des- 
cription of  eachm  atch,  but  a  few  exceptional 
scores  deserve  special  mention.  Possibly 
those  of  Lieut  Marks  and  Sergt.  Russell  irr 
the  Tait-Brassey  Match  were  the  most 
remarkable  considering  the  -  weather  con- 
ditions under  which  the  match  was  shot.  Both 
are  Ottawa  men  and  returned  veterans. 
The  possible  of  50  points  scored  by  Lieut. 
S.  W.  Graham  of  the  48th  Highlanders, 
Toronto,  in  the  Bankers'  Match  was  also 
a  notable  performance.  Lieut.  Graham 
served  43^  years  in  France  with  the  "Ladies 
from  Hell,"  winning  the  Meritorious  Service 
Medal.  Sergt.  J.,  Steele,  who  won  the 
Lieutenant-Governor's  Match,  hails  from 
Guelph,  and  Private  G.  Weir  of  the  Q.O.R. 
who  won  the  Gold  Medal  in  the  resultant 
shoot  off,  is  manager  of  the  London  Guaran- 
tee and  Accident  Company  in  Toronto. 
Private  W.  Gault  of  Ottawa,  winner  of  the 
four  Aggregates,  is  conceded  to  be  perhaps 
the  best  shot  in  Canada  to-day,  and  his 
shooting  was  all  the  more  remarkable  in 
that  he  ranked  as  a  tyro  for  the  meet. 
Another  feat  worthy  of  mention  was  that 
of  Sergt.  W.  A.  Smith  of  Ottawa,  the  well- 
known  Bisley  Marksman,  in  scoring  two 
possibles  in  the  Extra  Series  on  the  diflicult 
range  of  300  yards  at  a  six-inch  bull's-eye. 
Only  three  possibles  were  recorded  at  this 
range,  the  third  being  that  of  Pte.  R.  Ed- 
mond, a  marksman  recently  arrived  from 
Australia,  and  now  with  the  12th  York 
Regiment  and  I.R.A.  of  Toronto. 

The  targets  used  for  the  200  and  300  yard 
ranges  were  four  feet  square,  black  bulJ  > 
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FOR  SALE   KIT    BAGS    R-A.F.  STORES 

Slightly  used,  but  in  good  condition.    Made  of  heavy  Khaki  Duck,  Cord  and  Gromnett 
fastener.    Size,  10  ins.  diameter  at  bottom,  23  ins.. deep,  top  to  bottom. 

SPECIAL  PRICE  TO  CLEAR,  50c  EACH 


THE 


EVERY  SPORTSMAN  CAN  USE  THESE 

D.  PIKE  CO. 

THE  RELIABLE  SPORTING  GOODS  SHOP 

123  KING  ST.  E.,  TORONTO 


LTD, 


Genuine  Diamonds 

$1,  $2,  $3,  Weekly 

Save  money  on  your  Diamonds 
by  buying  from  us.  We  are 
Diamond  Importers.  Terms, 
$1,  $2  or  $3  Weekly.  We 
guarantee  you  every  advantage 
in  Price  and  Quality. 

Write  to-day  for  Catalogue,  it  is  free. 

We  send  Diamonds  to  any  part  of  Canada  for  ins  section 
at  our  expense.  Payments  may  be  made  Weekly  or 
Monthly. 

JACOBS  BROS.*  Diamond  Importers 
15  Toronto  Arcade    -    -    Toronto,  Canada 
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OPERATIONS 
UNNECESSARY 

HEPATOLA  removes  Gall  Stones,  cor- 
rects Appendicitis  in  24  hours  without  pain. 
Registered  under  Pure  Food  and  Drug  Act. 
$5.50  Delivered. 

SOLE  MANUFACTURER 

Mrs.  Geo.  S.  Almas 

230  4th  Ave.  S.*J  f  Saskatoon,  Sask. 
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TSpgrzsmanS  fweniT 

Odorless,  colorless,  clean  to  use, 
unaffected  by  climatic  changes, 
Nyoil  positively  keeps  rust 
away  from  firearms  and  fish- 
ing tackle  and  makes  itself  so 
generally  useful  as  to  become 
indispensable  to  the  outdoor  man. 
The  steady  growth  of  its  popularity 
<?.mong  sportsmen  is  due  to  the 
satisfaction  obtained  from  itt 
use.  Ask  your  dealer.  Large  hand y 
,  can,  35c.  postpaid.  Trial  bottle  15c. 
Wm.  F.  Nye,  New  Bedford,  Mass. 


KEEP  YOUR  GUN  CLEAN! 

HOPPE'S 

NITRO  POWDER  SOLVENT 
No.  9 

(Trade  Mark  Registered) 
A  liquid  not  made  with  acids;  thoroughly 
removes  the  residue  of  any  high  power 
powder,  including  black  powder — prevents 
rusting  in  any  climate — removes  metal 
fouling  and  leading.  Nitro  Powder  Sol- 
vent has  been  put  to  the  test  at  National 
Ritle  Ranges ;  used  by  U.  S.  Riflemen; 
endorsed  by  prominent  sportsmen;  never 
fails  to  do  all  claimed  for  it.  Sold  bv 
dealers  in  guns  and  at  Hardware  dealers. 

FRANK  A.  HOPPE,  2314  N.  8TH  ST.,  PHILADELPHIA,  PA. 


'ilium  iiiiiiiiiim,  win  i"  
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Gives  you  a  feeling  of  real  comfort  and 
the  assurance  of  perfect  protection  while 
exercising.  Opening  beneath  Patent 
flap  A.  Small  amount  of  material  be- 
tween thighs  C.  Perfect  pouch  B.  Welt- 
bound  webbing.  Can  be  cleaned  by 
boiling  without  injury  to  rubber.  Fits 
perfectly.  Can't  rub  or  chafe.  Finest 
quality  elastic  webbing.  Ask  your  dealer, 
and  if  he  will  not  supply  you  with 
MIZPAH  JOCK  No.  44,  send  us  ${  in 
stamps  and^  waist  measurement  and  we  will  send  by  mail. 

The  Walter  F.  Ware  Co.  Dept.  c,  Phi!a.,Pa. 
Makers  of  the  Celebrated  Sanito  Suspensory  No.  50 
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DECOYS 
THAT 
REALLY 
DECOY. 

"PREMIER"  MALLARD.  R«g.  U.  S.  Patent  OfHc* 

On  your  hunting  trip  take  along  Macon's  Decoys — 
perfect  in  shape  and  coloring.  They  bring  down  the 
game  everytime. 

ASK  FOR  MASON'S  AND  GET  MASON'S. 

We  manufacture  all  species — Crow,  Duck.  Swan, 
Snipe  and  Geese — in  several  grades. 

Write  fwr  Illustrated  Catalogue— It's  Free. 

Mason's  Decoy  Factory 

590  Mllford  and  P.  M.  R.  R.  Detroit,  Mich. 
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eye  (on  white  background)  6"  in  diameter, 
with  "inner  "  and  "magpie"  rings  15"  and 
24"  in  diameter  respectively,  the  remainder 
of  the  target  constituting  the  "outer." 
Targets  of  similar  description  were  used  for 
the  500  and  600  yard  ranges,  the  dimensions 
being  20"  bull's  eye,  32"  "inner",  48" 
"magpie,"  and  six  feet  square.  The  one 
exception  was  the  Macdonald  Rapid  Fire 
Match  at  500  yards,  when  a  figure  target  was 
used,  the  figure  being  khaki-colored  on  a 
green  and  white  background.  The  Ross 
rifle  was  in  use  presumably  without  excep- 
tion, the  writer  did  not  see  or  hear  of  any 
other.  Ammunition  issued  was  the  1915 
Mark  VII.  pointed  Service  Ammunition,  and 
no  complaints  were  heard  regarding  its 
accuracy.  Slings  not  exceeding  54"  in 
length  were  permitted,  but  fixed  or  artificial 
rests  were  barred,  and  the  minimum  pull 
for  the  trigger  was  5  lbs.  The  following  lists 
show  the  leading  scores,  but  are  not  complete 
owing  to  lack  of  space.  The  Ottawa  Aggre- 
gate has  no  prizes  attached,  but  was  com- 
piled for  the  D.R.A.,  at  Ottawa,  and  it  is 
understood  that  the  first  40  or  so  competitors 
will  be  asked  to  shoot  for  a  place  on  the 
Bisley  Team  next  year. 

City  of  Hamilton  Match  Open  to  Tyros 
only.  7  shots  at  500  yards,  deliberate. 
Possible  Score  35  points. 

1.  B.S.-M.  G.  E.  Kent,  110th  Irish,  35 
O.R.A.  Silver  Medal. 

2.  Pte.  R.  Oldfield,  110th  Irish,  35. 

3.  Pte.  S.  Dean,  110th  Irish,  34. 

4.  C.  S.-M.  E.  J.  Greenway,  110th  Irish 

34. 

5.  Sgt.  H.  Baker,  C.A.P.C.,  34. 

6.  Pte.  t.  W.  Younger,  10th  R.  G.,  34. 

7.  Sgt.  T.  Macdonald,  48th  H.,  34. 

8.  C.S.-M.  J.  Sharpe,  Q.O.R.,  34. 

9.  Sgt.  J.  Osborne,  R.M.C.,  34. 

10.  Pte.  W.  J.  Irvine,  G.G.F.G.,  34. 

11.  Sgt.  H.  Carey,  12th  York,  24. 

12.  Sgt.  N.  S.  McLeod,  Q.O.R.,  34. 

13.  Corpl.  J.  W.  Smith,  110th  Irish,  34. 

City  of  Toronto  Match  Open  to  members. 
1st  stage,  7  shots,  500  yards,  7  shots  600 
yards,  deliberate.  2nd  Stage,  10  shots  600 
yards,  deliberate..  Possible  score  120 
points. 

1.  Mr.  F.  H.  Morris,  O.R.A.,  116,  Gold 

Medal. 

2.  Pte.  G.  Weir,  Q.O.R.,  116. 

3.  Lieut.  W.  L.  Dymond,  C.S.  of  M.  116. 

4.  Sgt.  W.  Browning,  43rd  Regt.,  116. 

5.  Q. M.S.I. ,  A.  Emo,  110th  Irish,- 115. 

6.  Pte.  W.J.  Irvine,  G.G.F.G.,  115. 


7.  Pte.  R.  Storrar,  48th  H.,  115. 

8.  Lieut.  H.  Patterson,  43rd  Regt .  115. 

9.  Mr.  R.  J.  Reesor,  I.R.A.,  115. 

10.  S.-M.  A.  J.  Slatter,  12th  York,  115. 

11.  Pte.  T.  W.  Younger,  10th  R.G.,  115. 

12.  Sgt.  M.  H.  Lee,  7th  Regt.  115. 

13.  Sgt.  T.  Macdonald,  48th  ft.,  114. 

14.  Bugler  R.  Williams,  Q.O.R.,  113. 

15.  S.-M.,  Creighton,  Q.O.R.,  113. 

16.  Sgt.  E.  S.  McCoy,  19th  Batt.,  113. 

17.  Corpl.  J.  W.  Smith,  110th  Irish,  112. 

18.  Capt.  W.  E.  Swaine,  14th  Regt.  112. 

19.  Pte.  W.  Gault,  43rd  Regt.  112. 

20.  Mr.  J.  A.  Morgan,  Hg.  R.A.,  112. 

Macdonald  Match.  Open  to  members.  7 
shots,  500  yards,  on  Figure  targets.  Time 
exposure,  5,  seconds  each — 5  seconds  between 
each  exposure.  Magazines  not  allowed  to 
be  used.    Possible  Score  35  points. 

1.  Sgt.  J.  Steele,  30th  Regt.  34. 

2.  Sgt.  W.  A.  Hawkins,  48th  H.,  33. 

3.  Lt.-Col.,  A.  Elliott,  12th  York,  33. 

4.  Pte.  J.  Borland,  48th  H.  33. 

5.  Gnr.  J.  J.  Barrett,  R.F.A.,  32. 

6.  Sgt.  G.  W.  Russell,  G.G.F.G.,  32. 

7.  Pte.  G.  Weir,  Q.O.R.,32. 

8.  Pte.  W.  Kelly,  10th  R.  G.,  32. 

9.  Maj.  T.  Morrison,  C.A.M.C.,  32. 

10.  Corpl.  J.  W.  Smith,  110th  Irish,  32. 

11.  Lieut.  J.  Macklem,  29th  Sask.  L.I., 

32. 

12.  Capt.  T.  Murphy,  7th  Regt.  32. 

13.  Pte.  G.  Dudley,  10th  R.  G.  32. 

14.  Lieut.  Rowe,  10th  R.G.,  32. 

15.  Sgt.  D.  Stewart,  C.M.S.C.,  32. 

16.  C.S.-M.  Kirkman..  12th  York,  32. 

Duke  of  Cornwall  and  York  Match.  Open 
to  Members.  7  shots,  500  yards;  7  shots 
600  yards,  deliberate.    Possible  score,  70 


points. 

1. 

Sgt.  E.  S.  McCoy,  19th  Batt., 

7©. 

Silver  Medallion. 

2. 

Sgt.  H.  Carey,  12th  York,  70. 

3. 

Bugler  R.  Williams,  Q.O.R., 

7©. 

4. 

C.S.-.M.  J.  E.  Fitzgerald,  110th  Irish, 

69. 

5. 

Pte.  C.  R.  Gardiner,  Q.O.R., 

69. 

6. 

Pte.  W.  Kelly,  10th  R.G.,  69. 

7. 

Pte.  W.  A.  Brodie,  12th  York. 

©9. 

8. 

Sgt.  W.  Rooke,  Q.O.R.,  69. 

9. 

Pte.  S.  Dean,  110th  Irish,  69. 

10. 

Pte.  W.  Gault,  43rd  Regt.  69. 

11. 

Mr.  E.  L.  Page,  O.R.A.,  68. 

12. 

Sgt.  A.  Middleton,  R.M.C., 

.68. 

13. 

Pte.  G.  Weir,  Q.O.R.,  68. 

14. 

S.-M.  J.  H.  Coldham,  R.M.C.,  68. 

15. 

Sgt.  J.  Buick,  48th  H.,  68. 
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HUNT 


TRACK  the  lumbering  Grizzly — follow  the  path  of  the 
Mountain  Goat  —  bring  down  fleet  Big  Horns  in 
Jasper  Park  or  British  Columbia.  For  Moose,  Deer 
and  Bear,  go  to  Nova  Scotia,  New  Brunswick,  Quebec, 
New  Ontario  and  Eastern  Manitoba.  Take  with  you  a 
guide  who  knows  the  woods  and  knows  the  habits  of  the 
animals — practiced  in  the  art  of  "calling'9 — who  knows  the 

mystery  of  the  still  hunt. 

Hunt  Real  Game  This  Year 

and  track  the  woods  in  their  autumn  glory! 

For  descriptive  booklets  and  other 
information,  write 

H.  H.  Melanson,  Passenger  Traffic  Manager 

TORONTO       -  CANADA 


Canadian  National  Railways 
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16.  S.-M.  A.  J.  Slatter,  12th  York,  68. 

17.  Pte.  T.  W.  Younger,  10th  R.G.,  68. 

Bankers'  Match.  Open  to  Members.  10 
shots,  600  yards,  deliberate.  Possible 
score,  50  points. 

1.  Lieut.  S.  W.  Graham,  48th  H.,  50. 

2.  S.-M.  F.  Coldham,  R.M.C.,  49. 

3.  Q.M.S.  Davidson,  48th  H.,  49. 

4.  Mr.  F.  Morris,  O.R.A.,  49. 

5.  Lt.-Col.  A.  Elliott,  12th  York,  49. 

6.  C.S.-M.  Kirkman,  12th  York,  48. 

7.  Pte.  W.  Cowie,  48th  H.,  48, 

8.  Capt.  W.  E.  Swaine,  14th  Regt.,  48. 

9.  Pte.  R.  Doherty,  Q.O.R.,  48. 

10.  Corpl.  J.  W.  Smith,  110th  Irish,  48. 

11.  Pte.  J.  Mulligan,  Q.O.R.,  48. 

12.  Lieut.  W.  L.  Dymond,  G.S.  of  M.,  48. 

13.  S.-M.  A.  J.  Slatter,  12th  York,  48. 

14.  Corpl.  J.  H.  Barret,  5th  Batt.,  48. 

15.  S.-M.,  T.  Young,  48th  H.,  48 

16.  Sgt.  D.  Stewart,  C.M.S.C.,  48. 

17.  Sgt.  W.  Parks,  G.A.C.,  48. 

18.  Sgt.  H.  Rostrum,  48th  H.,  48. 

19.  Maj.  E.  Barrett,  5th  Batt.,  48. 

20.  Pte.  W.  McQuade,  43rd  Regt.  48. 

Tait-Brassey  Match.  <  Military  Event.  7 
shots  at  200,  500  and  600  yards,  deliberate. 
Possible  score,  105  points. 

1.  Lieut.  E.  Marks,  C.E.F.,  104. 

2.  Sgt.  G.  W.  Russell,  G.G.F.G.,  104. 

3.  Pte.  W.  A.  Brodie,  12th  York,  102. 

4.  Sgt.  M.  H.  Lee,  7th  Regt.  102. 

5.  Sgt.  W.  A.  Hawkins,  48th  H.,  101. 

6.  Lieut.  W.  L.  Dymond,  C.S.of  M.  101. 

7.  Bugler,  R.  Williams,  Q.O.R.,  101. 

8.  Sgt.  H.  Whitehorn,  10th  R.G.,  101. 

9.  Q.M.S.  Davidson,  48th  H.  101. 

10.  Sgt.  W.  Rooke,  Q.O.R.,  100. 

11.  Sgt.  W.  Cook,  Q.O.R.,  100. 

12.  Pte.  G.  W.  Bull,  Q.O.R.,  100. 

13.  Capt.  W.  E.  Swaine,  14th  Regt.,  100. 

14.  C.S.-M.  J.  E.  Fitzgerald,  110th  Irish, 

100. 

15.  Pte.  W.  Gault,  43rd  Regt.,  100. 

16.  Mr.  R.  J.  Reesor,  I.R.A.,  100. 

The  Lieutenant-Governor's  Match.  Open 
to  Members.  1st  Stage  7  shots,  500  yards; 
7  shots  600  yards,  deliberate.  2nd  Stage 
10  shots,  600  yards,  deliberate.  Possible 
score,  120  points. 

1.  Sgt.  J.  Steele,  30th  Regt.  117. 

2.  Pte.  G.  Weir,  Q.O.R.,  117. 

3.  Pte.  H.  Lowry,  30th  Regt.  116. 

4.  Pte.  J.  Lonsdale,  12th  York,  116. 
.").    Pte.  G.  Lambton,  12th  York,  115. 

0.    Lieut.  W.  L.  Dymond,  C.S.  of  M.  115. 

7.  Q.M.S.  Davidson,  48th  H.,  115. 

8.  Mr.  F.  Morris,  O.R.A.,  114. 


9.  Capt.  C.  Gibson,  13th  Regt.  114. 

10.  Capt.  C.  R.  Crowe,  30th  Regt.  114. 

11.  Mr.  R.  J.  Ressor,  I.R.A.,  113. 

12.  Maj.  E.  Barrett,  5th  Batt.,  113. 

13.  Mr.  S.  LePage,  O.R.A.,  113. 

14.  Pte.  W.  Gault,  43rd  Regt.  113. 

15.  Pte.  A.  Robertson,  10th  R.G.,  112. 

16.  Sgt.  M.  H.  Lee,  7th  Regt.,  112. 

17.  Corpl.  Barclay,  10th  R.G.,  112. 

18.  Sgt.  G.  W.  Russell,  G.G.F.G.,  112. 

19.  Pte.  R.  WT.  Campbell,  48th  H„  112 

20.  Lieut.  M.  Patterson,  43rd  Regt.  112. 
Mackenzie  Match.    Military  Event.  7 

shots  at  600  yards,  deliberate.  Possible 
score,  35  points. 

1.  Pte.  T.  G.  Beatty,  110th  Irish,  35. 

2.  C.S.-M.  Kirkman,  12th  York,  35. 

3.  Pte.  G.  Weir,  Q.O.R.,  35. 

4.  Corpl.  R.  G.  Freeborn,  110th  Irish,  54. 

5.  Pte.  W.  Reid,  10th  R.G.,  34. 

6.  Sgt.  W.  A.  Smith,  G.G.B.G.,  34. 

7.  Pte.  W.  Gault,  43rd  Regt.,  34. 

8.  Pte.  G.  Lambton,  12th  York,  34. 

9.  Sgt.  H.  Ashling,  48th  H.,  34. 

10.  S.-M.  J.  H.  Cottrell,  C.A.P.C.,  34. 

11.  Q.M.S.I.,  A.  Emo,  110th  Irish,  34. 

12.  Capt.  C.  Gibson,  13th  Regt.,  34. 

13.  Sgt.  H.  Whitehorn,  10th  R.G.,  34. 

14.  Sgt.  W.  Rooke,  Q.O.R.,  34. 

15.  Q.M.S.,  Reed,  Q.O.R.,  34. 

16.  Sgt.  G.  W.  Russell,  G.G.F.G.,  34. 

17.  Sgt.  G.  Rrooks,  Q.O.R.,  34. 

18.  Sgt.  S.  Steele,  30th  Regt.  34. 

19.  Pte.  W.  R.  Campbell,  48th  H.,  34. 
The  Osier  Match     Open  to  Members.  10 

shots,  600  yards,  deliberate.  Possible 
score  50  points. 

I.  Pte.  W.  Gault,  43rd  Regt.  49. 
2.,  Pte.  S.  Dean,  110th  Irish,  49. 

3.  Pte.  W.  Kelly,  10th  R.G.,  49. 

4.  Sgt.  W.  Rooke,  Q.O.R.,  48. 

5.  Lieut.  J.  A.  Steele,  C.A.S.C.,  48. 

6.  Mr.  J.  Umpherson,  I.R.A.,  48. 

7.  Pte.  J.  Mulligan,  Q.O.R.,  47. 

8.  Sgt.  G.  W.  Francis,  Q.O.R.,  47. 

9.  Lieut.  Rowe,  10th  R.G.,  47. 

10.  Lieut.  J.  Macklem,  29th  Sask.  L.J.,  47 

II.  Capt.  C.  R.  Crowe,  30th  Regt.,  47. 

12.  C.S.-M.  S.  Sharpe,  Q.O.R.,  47. 

13.  Sgt.  G.  W.  Russell,  G.G.F.G.,  47. 

14.  Sgt.  H.  Rostrum,  48th  H.,  47. 

All  Comers'  Aggregate  Match.  Open  to 
Members.  Highest  Aggregate  in  City  of 
Toronto  (1st  Stage  only),  Duke  of  Corn- 
wall, York,  Bankers',  Lieutenant-Govern- 
or's, (1st  Stage  only),  and  Osier  Matches. 
Possible  score  310  points. 
1.  Pte.  W.  Gault,  43rd  Regt.  300,  O.R.A. 
Silver  Medal. 
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TRAPPERS 


.Abraham 

Smoke  Pump 

Drives  9 Em  Out 

Something  new.  Get  all  the  facts  about 
Abraham  Smoke  Pump.  You  will  want 
one  of  these  pumps.  Greatest  smoker 
ever  invented.  Makes  most  smoke. 
Drives  'em  out  from  longest  logs  or  deep- 
est dens.  Just  say  you  are  interested  and 
we  will  have  something  to  say  to  you. 
Don't  miss  this. 

ITD^Br  Fur  Facts  and  Trap- 
r"fcfc  pers'  Supply  Catalog 

You  must  have  this  new  book  "Fur  Facts."  Con- 
tains good  trapping  stories  by  Geo.  J.  Theissen  and 
others  and  valuable  information.  You  get  our  new 
catalog  free  also.  Best  hunters'  and  trappers'  guide 
published.  Not  a  penny  to  pay  for  it.  Gives  you 
lowest  prices  on  supplies — Traps,  Guns,  Knives, 
Hunting  Coats,  Heavy  Coats,  Suits  for  all  weather, 
Fox  Horns,  Turkey  and  Duck  Calls — everything  you 
want  for  trapping. 

Weekly  Reports— Also  Free 

We  will  put  your  name  on  our  mailing  list  for 
Abraham's  Weekly  Reports.  They  keep  you  posted 
— right  up-to-date  on  prices,  etc. 

Just  a  post  card — that's  all  you  need  to  get  all  this 
—FREE— Fur  Facts,  the  Catalog  and  the  Weekly  Re- 
ports. And  don't  forget  the  Pump.  Ask  for  offer  on 
that.   Now,  get  your  post  card  into  the  mail — quick. 

Jlbraham  fur  *Zv, 

213-15  North  Main  Street,  Dept.  41 

"Ship  your  furs  to  Abraham 


IF  YOU 

like  thousands  of  other  men,  wear, 
for  comfort  or  appearance  sake,  a 
TOUPEE,  you  owe  it  to  yourself 
and  your  friends  to  wear  one  scien- 
tifically made.  It  should  fit  perfect- 
ly, and  blend  naturally  with  the 
hair  you  still  have  left.  Above  all, 
it  should  be  becoming,  and  in  every 
respect  suited  to  your  type  and 
expression.  The  Pember  will  fill 
these  requirements.  Write: 

W.T.  PEMBER 

129  YONGE  STREET 
TORONTO 


it 


ft 


Boys,  Young  and  Old 


Look  out  for  the 


CANUCK 

The  "ACE"  of 


22  Calibre  Rifles 


On  the  Market  in  October 


Made  in  Canada 

by  the 

H.W.  Gooey  Machine  &  Arms  Go, 

Toronto,  Canada 
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2.  Mr.  F.  Morris,  O.R.A.,  297. 

3.  Lieut.  W.  L.  Dymond,  C.S.  of  M.  296. 

4.  C.S.-M.  A.  J.  Slatter,  12th  York,  295. 

5.  Pte.  G.  Weir,  Q.O.R.,  293. 

6.  Sgt.  W.  E.  Browning,  43rd  Regt.  293. 

7.  Pte.  G.  Mulligan,  Q.O.R.,  292. 

8.  Lieut.  J.  A.  Steele,  C.A.S.C.,  291. 

9.  Sgt.  A.  Middleton,  R.M.C.,  291. 

10.  Pte.  J.  Lonsdale,  12th  York,  290. 

11.  Lieut.  H.  W.  Patterson,  43rd  Regt/ 289 

12.  Pte.  S.  Dean,  110th  Irish,  289. 

13.  Q.M.S.,  Davidson,  48th  H.,  288. 

14.  Sgt.  M.  H.  Lee,  7th  Regt.  288. 

15.  Capt.  C.  R.  Crowe,  30th  Regt.,  288. 

16.  Sgt.  W.  A.  Hawkins, '48th  H.,  288. 

17.  Sgt.  W.  Rooke,  Q.O.R.,  288. 

18.  Sgt.  J.  Buick,  48th  H.,  287. 

19.  Corpl.  J.  H.,  Barrett,  C.F.A.,  287. 

20.  C.S.-M.  J.  E.  Fitzgerald,  110th  Irish, 

287. 

21.  Corpl.  J.  W.  Smith,  110th  Irish,  287. 

22.  Pte.,T.  W.  Youngest,  10th  R.G.,  287. 

23.  C.S.-M.  Kirkman,  12th  Yorks,  287. 

24.  Sgt.  H.  Whitehorn,  10th  R.G.,  287. 

The  Militia  Aggregate  Military  Event. 
Highest  Aggregate  in  City  of  Toronto, 
(1st  Stage  only),  Cornwall  and  York 
Bankers,  Tait-Brassey,  MacKenzie,  and, 
Osier  Matches.    Possible  score,  380  points. 

1.  Pte.  W.  Gault,  43rd  Regt.,  367,  N.R.A. 

Silver  Medal  and  Badge  and  Cup. 

2.  Lieut.  W.  L.  Dymond,  C.S.of  M.,  362, 

G.G.  Silver  Medal  and  Badge. 

3.  Sgt.  W.  J.  Rooke,  Q.O.R.,  359,  G.G. 

Bronze  Medal  and  Badge. 

4.  C.S.-M.    A.  J.  Slatter,  12th  York,  357, 

D.R.A.,  Silver  Medal. 

5.  Sgt.  W.  E.  Browning,  43rd  Regt.,  357, 

D  R.A.  Bronze  Medal. 

6.  Pte.  G.  Weir,    Q.O.R.,    357,  O.R.A. 

Silver  Medal. 

7.  Sgt.  W.  A.  Hawkins,  48th  H.,  357. 

8.  Sgt.  A.,  Middleton,  R.M.C.,  356. 

9.  Sgt.  H.  Whitehorn,  10th  R.G.,  356. 

10.  Capt.  W.  E.  Swaine,  14th  Regt.  355. 

11.  Bugler  R.  Williams,  Q.O.R.,  355. 

12.  Corpl.  J.  W.  Smith,  110th  Irish,  354. 

13.  Pte.  G.  Milligan,  Q.O.R.,  353. 

14.  C.S.-M.  Kirkman,  12th  York,  353. 

15.  C.S.-M,  J.  E.  Fitzgerald,  110th  Irish, 

353. 

16.  Lieut.  E.  Marks,  43rd  Regt.  353. 

17.  Pte.  G.  W.  Bull,  Q.O.R.,  352. 

18.  Q.M.S.,  Davidson,  48th  H.,  352. 

19.  Pte.  S.  Dean^llOth  Irish,  352.?: 

20.  Lt.-Col.  A.  Elliott,  12th  York,  352. 

21.  Sgt.  M.  H.  Lee,  7th  Regt.  352. 

22.  Ticket  No.  66,  352. 


23.  Pte.  W.  Kelly,  10th  R.G.,  351. 

24.  Sgt.  G.  W.  Russell,  G.G.F.G.,  351. 

25.  Sgt.  E.  S.  McCoy,  19th  Batt.,  351. 

26.  Sgt.  J.  Buick,  48th  H.,  350. 

27.  Sgt.  T.  Macdonald,  48th  H.,  350. 

28.  Pte.  H.  Lowry,  30th  Regt.,  350. 

Ottawa  Aggregate.  Open  to  Members. 
Highest  Aggregate  of  all  scores  on  200,  500, 
and  600  yards  in  the  Regular  Matches, 
omitting  the  2nd  Stages  of  the  City  of 
Toronto  and  Lieutenant-Governor's  Matches 
and  the  Macdonald  Match.  Possible  score 
450  points. 

1 .  Pte.  W.  Gault,  43rd  Regt.  434 . 

2.  Lieut.  W.  L.  Dymond,  C.S.  of  M„  430. 

3.  Pte.  G.  Weir,  Q.O.R.,  427. 

4.  Sgt.  W.  E.  Browning,  43rd  Regt.  424. 

5.  S.-M.  A.  J.  Slatter,  12th  York,  423. 

6.  Sgt.  W.  Rooke,  Q.O.R.  422. 

7.  Sgt.  H.  Whitehorn,  10th  R.G.,  422. 

8.  Sgt.  A.  Middleton,  R.M.C.,  421. 

9.  Pte.  G.  Milligan,  Q.O.R.,  421. 

10.  Q.M.S.,  Davidson,  48th  H.,  421. 

11.  Sgt.  W.  A.  Hawkins,  48th  H.,  421. 

12.  C.S.-M.  Kirkman,  12th  York,  419. 

13.  C.S.-M.  J.  E.  Fitzgerald,  110th  Irish, 

419. 

10.  Corpl.  J.  W.  Smith,  110th  Irish,  418. 

15.  Bugler,  R.  Williams,  Q.O.R.,  418. 

16.  Pte.  G.  W.  Bull,  Q.O.R.,  417. 

17.  Pte.  J.  Lonsdale,  12th  York,  417. 

18.  Pte.  H.  Lowry,^30th  Regt.  417. 

19.  Sgt.  M.  H.|Lee,  7th  Regt.  417. 

20.  Lieut.  E.  Marks,  43rd  Regt.,  417. 
President's  Match.    Open  to  Tyro  Teams  of 

4  members.  Challenge  Cup,  value  $450.00 
presented  by  the  President,  Sir  Edmund 
Osier.    Possible  Score  1660  points. 

1.  110th  Irish  Regiment,  Toronto: 
Corpl.  J.  W.  Smith,  388;  Pte.  S.  Dean,  386: 
G.S.-M.  J.  E.  Fitzgerald,  385;  C.S.-M.  E.  J. 
Greenway,  359;  Total  1518. 

2.  R.  MXC,  Kingston,  1454. 

Tyro  Aggregate     Open  to  Tyros  only. 
Highest  Aggregate  in  same  matches  as  the 
Militia  Aggregate  with  the  addition  of  City 
of  Hamilton  Match.    Possible  score,  415 
points. 

1.  Pte.  W.  Gault,  43rd  Regt.  400,  L.-F. 

Silver  Medal. 

2.  Sgt.  A.  Middleton,  R.M.C.,  388,  L.-G. 

Bronze  Medal. 

3.  Corpl.  J.  W.  Smith,  110th  Irish  388. 
Extra  Series  Aggregate    200,  300,  500  and 
*   600  yards.    Possible  score  200  points. 

1.  Pte.  G.  W.  Bull,  Q.O.R.,  196.,  Silver 

Cup. 

2.  Lieut.  W.  L.  Dymond,  C.S.of  M.,  195. 
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GUNS,  RIFLES,  REVOLVERS 

Ammunition,  Lyman  Sights 

Marble's  Sights  and  Specialties 

We  carry  in  stock  the  largest  line  of  the  above  goods  in  Canada 
and  our  PRICES  ARE  RIGHT. 

'We  also  specialize  in 

Game  Traps,  Hunting  Knives 

Razors,  Axes  and  Compasses 

Our  Immense    1>  I  C*I  "C*  C    has  nothing  to  compare 
Stock  of  *  *  JLiHi  kJ   with  it  in  the  Dominion 

Your  favorite  rifle  is  almost  sure  to  be  here — although  there  is  a  general 
scarcity  in  these  goods  and  they  are  selling  quickly. 


Write  or  call  and  you  will  receive  pleasant  and  courteous 
attention  and  an  absolutely  square  deal. 


LION  SPORTING  GOODS  CO. 

429  Yonge  St.  and  1  &  3  Ann  St. 

6517  TORONTO,  ONT. 

J.  A.  VARLEY,  Proprietor 


Phone 
Main 
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3.  Lieut.  A.  R.  Humphreys,  R.A.M.G.,195. 

4.  Pte.  W.  A.  Brodie,  12th  York,  194. 
m    5.    Pte.  R.  Edmond,  12th  York,  194. 

6.  Pte.  G.  Weir,  Q.O.R.,  193. 

7.  Pte.  J.  Lonsdale,  12th  York,  193. 

8.  S.M.  T.  Young,  48th  H.,  193, 

9.  Sgt.  R.  Storrar,  48th  H.,  192. 

10.  CapL  G.  Crowe,  30th  Regt.  190. 

11.  Mr.  J.  Barrett,  O.R.A.,  190. 

12.  C.  S.-M.  J.  E.  Fitzgerald,  110th  Irish, 

188. 

13.  Pte.  W.  Lonsdale,  12th  York,  188. 

14.  Q.M.S.I.,  A.  Emo,  110th  Irish,  188. 

15.  Pte.  J.  W.  Smith,  24th  Regt.  187. 

16.  Lieut.  R.  Marks,  43rd  Regt.,  187. 

17.  Pte.  J.  Davidson,  G.G.F.G.,  187. 

18.  Lieut.  F.  Spalding,  43rd  Regt.,  187. 

19.  Sgt.,  \Y.  A.  Smith,  G.G.F.G.,  187. 

20.  Corpl.  J.  W.  Smith,  110th  Irish,  187. 
Revolver   Match     Open   to   Members.  12 

shots  at  25  yards,  deliberate.  Possible 
score  120  points. 

1.  Capt.  T.  G.  Margetts,  R.L.,  91. 

2.  Pte.  R.  Storrar,  48th  H. ,  91 . 


3.  Capt.  R.  G.  Leushner,  23rd  Regt.  87. 

4.  Mr.  F.  H.  Morris,  O.R.A.,  86. 

5.  Sgt.  J.  P.  White,  Q.O.R..  84. 

6.  Sgt.  White,  77.- 

7.  Sgt.  R.  Clarke,  10th  R.G.,  70. 

8.  Pte.  W.  J.  Irvine,  H.Q.R.A.,  52. 

9.  Sgt.  W.  Cook,  Q.O.R.,  50. 

10.  Capt.  W.  G.  Gibson,  13th  Regt.  47. 

11.  Mr.  A.  M.  Spittal,  H.Q.R.A.,  37. 

12.  Lt.-Col.  S.  J.  Huggins,  O.R.A.,  32. 
Revolver   Match.    Open   to   Members.  24 

shots  at  25  yards,  figure  target-rapid  fire. 
Posible  score  120  points. 

1.  Mr.  F.  H.  Morris  O.R.A.,  101. 

2.  Capt.  T.  G.  Margetts  R.L.,  99. 

3.  Mr.  A.  J.  Knox,  O.R.A.,  92. 

4.  Sgt.  J.  P.  White,  Q.O.R.,  84. 

5.  Sgt.  W.  Cook,  Q.O.R.,  83. 

6.  Pte.  R.  Storrar,  48th  H.,  82. 

7.  Sgt.  R.  Clarke,  10th  R.G.,  81. 
Revolver  Aggregate  Match.    Open  to 

Members. 

Capt.  T.  G.  Margetts,  R.L.,  190.  D.R.A. 
Medal. 


The  Airedale  as  a  Pal  and  a, Worker 

M.  U.  Bates,  Metagama,  Ont. 


BUT  a  very  few  years  ago  when  the  out- 
of-doors  man  went  in  to  any  extent 
for  variety  shooting  and  hunting,  it 
was  necessary  for  him  to  maintain  a  sort  of 
young  Zoo  to  contain  what  was  then,  as  it  is 
to-day,  one  of  the  most  essential  parts  of  his 
outfits,  his  hunting  dogs.  If  he  hunted  ducks 
he'd  have  to  have  his  Cocker,  his  Retriever, 
his  Chesapeake  Bay  or  some  other  sort  of  bird 


dog.  When  he  went  out  in  the  "open  places" 
for  a  week  to  try  his  luck  at  a  deer  or  moose, 
he  had  to  change  off  to  his  fox  or 
deerhounds;  and  if  it  were  very  bitter 
weather,  and  he  were  far  back,  he'd  have  to 
take  along  a  husky  or  *  two  to  haul  out  his 
game  and  move  his  tents  and  other  camp 
equipment.  If  it  were  earlier  fall,  and  in  a 
bear  country,  he'd  also  have  to  move  around 
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Hallam's 
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a  small  army  of  noisy  fox  terriers;  and  if 
there  were  a  possibility  of  a  coon  or  two  about, 
and  he  wanted  to  take  in  all  the  fun  there  was 
going,  he'd  also  have  to  have  along  one  of 
those  "coon"  dogs,  whose  pictures  we  used 
to  see,  when  we  were  young,  in  the  National 
Sportsman. 

When  the  winter  came,  if  he  followed  the 
trap-line  any,  he'd  have  to  express  all  the 
other  varieties  away  to  a  boarding-school  for 
the  winter,  and  call  on  his  huskies  again,  and 
in  addition  (if  he  went  in  for  a  little  surrep- 
titious sport  at  times),  another  little  cross- 
bred, known  as  a  "beaver  dog." 

To  the  sportsman  of  means,  all  these  vari- 
ous chances  meant  no  small  amount  of  incon- 
venience and  annoyance;  to  the  one  ot  ordin- 
ary means,  it  was  practically  an  impossibility; 
and  except  those  times  when  his  "wife's 
brother"  came  out  from  the  city  for  his  annual 
hunt,  there  certainly  wasn't  very  much  ease 
in  it  for  him. 

The  advent  of  the  Biggest  and  Best,  how- 
ever— the  sporting  Airedale  Terrier — thanks 
to  the  discernment  and  untiring  efforts  of  the 
pioneer  fanciers  of  the  breed  in  this  country, 
has  effected  a  marked  change  in  these  con- 
ditions. He  might,  indeed,  appropriately  be 
called  "The  Twelve  (or  Twenty)  in  One," 
for  the  adaptibility  of  this  remarkable  breed 
seems  almost  limitless,  and  is  unbelievable 
by  those  who  have  not  had  the  opportunity, 
or  inclination,  to  study  him  closely.  His 
prowess  in  the  big  game  fields,  working  on 
deer,  moose,  or  bear;  his  peculiar  fitness  for 
any  kind  of  land  and  water  retrieving;  the 
singleness  of  his  affection  as  a  pal,  and  his 
efficiency  as  a  guard,  either  of  person  or 
property,  has  been  commented  on  so  often  of 
late  in  our  sporting  magazines  that  it  needs  no 
further  mention  from  me  here. 

The  writer,  who  has  had  several  year's 
experience  in  the  big  game  fields  and  on  the 
trap-line,  has  had  unusual  opportunity  to 
observe  and  study  the  character  and  develop- 
ment of  this  breed  under  different  conditions; 
and  what  he  has  found  most  striking  in  them 
is  the  almost  human  intelligence  they  quickly 


develop  when  restricted  for  a  time  to  the  com- 
panionship of  only  one  master. 

Taking  for  example  one  big,  black-backed 
sixty-pounder  which  I  have  in  my  kennels 
here.  This  dog  has  hunted  moose  and  deer 
with  me,  has  worked  on  ducks  and  geese 
during  the  fall,  and  in  the  winter  has  hauled 
my  sleigh  and  led  my  other  dogs  ten  times 
better  than  any  husky  I  have  ever  seen. 
During  the  fall,  when  the  "porkies"  and  other 
"varmints"  were  moving  around,  he  got  into 
the  habit  of  sleeping  with  his  nose  to  the  door 
of  the  tent,  and  it  is  his  invariable  custom  now, 
either  in  tent  or  camp,  to  sleep  this  way,  and 
woe  betide  the  four,  or  two-legged  creature 
who  would  approach  in  the  night  unannounc- 
ed. 

;  Another  acquirement  of  his  is  to  find  the 
way  back  to  camp  at  night  when  either  darkness 
or  storm  has  wiped  out  all  trace  of  trail  and 
landmark.  I  have  seen  him  looking  back 
every  few  yards  to  see  if  I  were  coming;  do 
this  when  the  snowshoe  trail  made  in  the 
morning  was  buried  under  two  feet  of  snow; 
and  have  seen  him,  while  hauling  a  heavy 
load,  work  out  a  bush  trail  over  which  he  had 
travelled  only  once,  three  weeks  before — this, 
too,  after  several  heavy  snowfalls  had  effect- 
ively blotted  out  all  visible  trace  of  it. 

More  than  once,  in  this  way,  he  has  saved 
me  an  unpleasant  night  in  the  bush,  when  my 
enthusiasm  during  the  clear,  cold  days  of 
early  winter  had  led  me,  travelling  without 
snowshoes  and  following  the  fresh  trail  of  fox, 
fisher  or  lynx,  many  miles  farther  back  from 
my  regular  routes  than  I  should,  properly, 
have  undertaken. 

An  old  Hudson  Bay  Indian,  seeing  one  of 
these  hunting  bitches  working  at  a  trapped 
fisher  one  day,  declared  after  watching  her 
for  some  time,  that  he  could  take  two  such 
dogs  and  make  a  good  winter's  catch  on 
lynx,  fisher  and  beaver,  without  so  much  as  a 
single  trap — the  dogs  treeing  the  lynx  and 
fisher  and  "trenching"  the  beaver,  where  they 
soon  fall  an  easy  victim  to  the  deft  hand  of  the 
trapper. 


The  Pointer 


THERE  are  reasons  for  believing  that  the 
pointer  has  descended  from  the  hound, 
or,  at  any  rate  that  it  has  hound  blood  in 
it.  It  has  been  said  by  old  writers  to  be  a 
foxhound  searching  for  game  by  scent, 
repressing  his  cry  of  joy  when  he  finds  his 
game,  and  assuming  an  attitude  of  "point." 


In  the  present  day  the  resemblance  of  the 
pointer  to  a  fox-hound  is  small  compared  to 
that  of  eighty  or  one  hundred  years  ago. 
About  eighty  years  ago  most  of  the  pointers 
are  said  to  have  been  white  or  varied  with 
liver-colored  spots. 

A  breed  belonging  to  the  Duke  of  Kingston 
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NEWFOUNDLAND 

A  Country  of  Fish  and  Game.  A  Paradise  for  the  Camper  and  Angler.  Ideal  Canoe  Trips 

The  country  traversed  by  the  Reid  Newfoundland  Company's  system  is  exceedingly  rich  in  all  kinds  of  fish 
and  game.  All  along  the  route  of  the  Railway  are  streams  famous  for  their  SALMON  and  TROUT  fishing. 
Also  Caribou  barrens.  Americans  who  have  been  fishing  and  minting  in  Newfoundland  say  there  is  no  other 
country  in  the  world  in  which  so  good  fishing  and  hunting  can  be  secured  and  with  such  ease  as  in  Newfound- 
land. Information  together  with  illustrated  Booklet  and  Folder  cheerfully  forwarded  upon  application  to 
F  E.  PITTM AN,  General  Passenger  Agt.  Reid  Newfoundland  Company,  ST.  JOHN'S,  NEWFOUNDLAND 
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were  black  and  these  were  supposed  to  be 
endowed  with  an  exquisite  degree  of  scenting 
powers.  The  black  pointers  of  the  present 
day  are,  in  all  probability,  descendants  of 
this  famous  strain. 

Spanish,  Portugese,  French  and  Russian 
pointers  have  been  referred  to  by  the  early 
writers.  The  Spanish  pointer  is  described  as 
a  big  heavy  built  dog  with  large  ears  and  a 
badly  formed  body.  He  had  large  feet  and 
was  too  slow,  though  it  is  said,  he  had  acute 
scenting. 

The  present  breed  ol  pointers  have  been 
derived  largely  Irom  the  Spanish  dog  of 
this  breed. 

However,  it  is  not  within  the  scope  of  this 
small  work  to  enter  into  an  account  relating 
to  the  history  of  the  pointer,  it  being  sufficient 
herein  to  indicate  the  principal  points  indica- 
tive of  a  typical  or  fairly  typical  speciman  of 
the  present  up  to  date  pointer. 

First  of  all,  as  regards  color,  this  is  more  a 
matter  of  individual  taste,  though  the  writer 
thinks  that  most  judges  are  inclined  to  favor 
a  white  dog  with  liver  colored  markings, 
nicely  distributed.  This  even  distribution  of 
markings  lends  additional  quality  to  the 
otherwise  good  dog  but  it  must  be  understood 
that  such  is  neither  essential  or  of  much  signi- 
ficance. 

Lemon  and  white  is  esteemed  but  black 
pointers  appear  on  the  show  bench,  although 
there  does  not  seem  to  be  much  inclination 
towards  favoring  this  color.  Brick  red  and 
white  are  not  uncommon.  A  perfectly  white 
body  with  symmetrical  workings  on  the  head 
and  ears  looks  very  handsome,  many  points 
are  "ticked." 

A  medium  sized  dog  is  preferred  by  judges 
to  one  either  two  large,  or  undersized.  A 
typical  speciman  should  show  one  A.l.  quality 
all  round. 

The  eyes  to  be  of  medium  size,the  ears  small 
thin  and  covered  by  fine  soft  hairs,  and  carried 
close  to  the  side  of  head,  nose,  broad  and  full 
with  widely  dilated  nostrils  favoring  scenting 
power. Lips,  thin  but  jaws  must  not  be  under- 
shot or  the  lips  pendulous. 

The  skull  should  be  of  medium  width  across 
the  occiput,  wide  from  eye  to  eye,  and  of  good 
length  irom  the  level  of  the  eye  to  the  nose. 
The  whole  facial  expression  should  neither 
be  one  of  heaviness  nor  yet  of  snippiness. 
Many  pointers  are  much  too  heavy  in  head. 

To  the  fore  and  hind  limbs,  carriage  and 


action  of  the  pointer,  judges  pay  particular 
attention. 

The  chest  must  not  be  broad,  otherwise  it 
destroys  freedom  and  pace  of  movement  in 
front,  oblique  muscular-though  not  loaded — 
shoulders,  and  long,  clean,  big-boned,  thin- 
skinned,  bare-footed  limbs  are  points  of  excel- 
lence. 

Big  feet,  straight  shoulders  and  lightness 
in  bone  constitute  defective  points.  Well- 
sprung  ribs  and  great  depth  of  girth  are  "sine^ 
qua  non." 

Tail  tapering,  covered  with  thin  skin  and 
fine  hair.  It  must  not  show  any  tendency 
towards  the  hound  carriage  but  must  be 
carried  on  the  same  plane  as  the  back. 
Hocks  strong  and  straight  neither  turned  in  or 
out  (both  are  faults)  elbows  close  to  side. 

To  be  typical, a  pointer  should  display  well 
developed  muscles,  elasticity  of  step  and 
plenty  of  action  in  all  his  movements. 

Lad— A  Dog 

Albert  Payson  Terhune,  the  author  of 
"Lad:  A  Dog,"  has  combined  twelve  stories 
which  originally  appeared  in  different  maga- 
zines into  a  charming,  continuous  story  of 
the  adventures  of  his  thoroughbred  collie, 
Sunnybank  Lad.  That  the  author  both  loves 
and  understands  dogs  is  plainly  evidenced  in 
these  interesting  stories.  The  wonderful 
intelligence,  beauty,  and  courage  of  Lad  will 
appeal  to  every  dog  lover,  and  these  stories 
cannot  fail  to  make  those  who  do  not  own 
dogs  realize  the  companionship  and  devotion  a 
"real"  dog  brings.  "Lad"  is  a  thoroughbred 
and  his  every  adventure  as  related  by  Mr. 
Terhune  shows  this,  also  what  training  can 
accomplish. One  story  deals  with  the  unerring 
instinct  which  carries  a  lost  dog  home  from 
a  distant  city,  and  that  after  varied  and  trying 
experiences  at  a  dog  show — the  bugbear  of  a 
thoroughbred's  life.  Another  story  deals 
with  his  experience  with  a  copperhead  snake. 
He  was  missed  from  his  accustomed  haunts 
and  it  was  thought  that  he  had  crawled  away 
to  die  in  the  woods,  but  after  three  days  he 
re-appeared — thin,  caked  with  mud,  and 
utterly  disreputable  looking — but  cured.  He 
had  buried  himself  in  mud  in  the  marshes 
and  had  trusted  to  this  healing  element  to 
draw  the  poison  from  his  wound.  Each  of 
the  other  stories  will  be  found  equally  inter- 
esting. A  copy  of  this  book  can  be  secured 
through  W.  J.  Taylor  Ltd.  Publisher,  Wood- 
stock, Ont.,  the  price  being  $1.75. 
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Then  you  can  eat 
a  real  meal 

Leg  weary  from  stumbling  over  logs 
and  rocks,  cramped  and  stiff  from 
lying  in  wait  for  him.  Then,  sud- 
denly, there  he  is.   Bang!   Got  him! 

Now  for  a  nice  juicy  steak  with 
gravy  thickened  with  Klim,  delicious 
flapjacks  made  richer  by  Klim,  a 
piping  hot'cup  of  Klim-cocoa.  Man, 
oh  man,  what  a  meal!  The  Chateau 
Laurier  could  offer  you  nothing  like  it. 
e  K  lim  is  the  greatest  little  food  im- 
prover youiever  knew.  Fresh  separ- 
ated milk  reduced  to  powder  so  it 
takes  up  little  space.  Always  fresh, 
just  whip  into  water.  Get  a  tin  from 
your  grocer. 


HOTEL  ST.  JAMES 

Times  Square,  New  York  City 

Just  off  Broadway  at  109-113  W.  45th  St. 
3  Blocks  from  Grand  Central  Station. 

Conducted  by  a  Canadian. 


Much  favored 
by  women  trav. 
elling  withou  t 
escort. 


40  Theatres,  all 
principal  shops 
and  churches, 
3  to  5  minutes' 
walk. 


2  minute*  of 
all  subways,  %' 
roads,  surface 
cars,  bus  lines. 

All  Outside 
Rooms 

Hot  and  Cold 
Running  Water 
in  every  room. 
With  adjoining  bath  .  .  from  $1.50  up 
With  private  bath  .  ,  .  from  $2.50  up 
Sitting  room,  bedroom,  bath,  from  |5  up 
W.  Johnson  Quinn,  Mgr. 
Formerly  of  Hotel  Webster 
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Record  Number  of  Shooters  at  Toronto  Exhibition 


Squad   Shooting   Big  Feature  of  Tournament-  N.  Boylston,  Leesburg,  Fl   96  96 

  E.  F.  Woodward,  Houston,   97  99 

With  the  magnificent  attendance  of  103  shooters,  J.  W.  Hart,  Dresden   87  91  * 

the  Canadian  National  Exhibition  Tournament  held  J.E   Jennings,  Todmorden   96  97 

at  Toronto  on  July  26,  27,  28  and  29  proved  to  be  the  F.  S.  Wright,  Buffalo   97  99 

best   Canadian   Tournament   held   this   year.    The  H.  Pendergast,  Phoenix   97  99 

splendid  arrangements  whereby  shooters  were  divided  S.  G.  Vance,  Tillsonburg   96  98 

into  four  classes  and  with  the  additional  good  feature  A.  H.  Aber,  Dravosbury,  Pa   93  96 

of  having  the  monies  guaranteed,  the  shoot  attracted  Ray  Spangle*. Pendleton,  Ore   94  95 

the  leading  shooters  from  Canada  and  the  United  Class  B. 

States.    American  shooters  came  all  the  way  from  C.  G.  Handley,  Pine  Bluff   93  88 

New  Orleans  in  the  South  to  Los  Angeles  in  the  East,  G.  J.  Tuckett,  Los  Angeles   90  94 

while  Canadians  from  as  far  west  as  Edmonton  were  F.  Remmy,  Syracuse,  rnd..~.   92  97 

present.  J.  D.  Clay,  Houston  '.   94  96 

The  cream  of  the  shooters  were  on  hand  and  the  L.  D.  Slade,  Rochester   93  91 

interested  spectators  were  treated  to  some  real  sport  W.  H.  Gooderh am,  Toronto  y...  95  94 

when  the  squad  of  top-no tchers  composed  of  Jennings,  A.  F.  Healy,  Windsor   93  95 

Wright,  Huseman,  Pendergast  and  S.  G.  Vance  went  H.  W.  Cooey,  Toronto   93  90 

from  trap  to  trap  breaking  everything  without  a  miss.  R.  Day,  London   88  95 

Altogether  they  broke  500  targets  straight  which  is  a  C.  N.  Candee,  Toronto   99  89 

record  for  Canada  if  not  for  the  United  States.  M.  E.  Fletcher,  Hamilton   97  94 

Frank  Wright   of  Buffalo,   shooting  consistently  D.  K.  Dickinson,  Kansas  City   95  94 

throughout  the  whole  tournament  was  successful  in  E.  Harris,  Hamilton   95  92 

carrying  off  the  honours  in  the    Canadian  National  W.  H.  Singer,  St.  Catharines   97  95 

Exhibition  Handicap,  the  Doubles  and  was  also  the  W.  Barnes,  Hamilton   90  92 

high  gun  for  the  entire  shoot  with  the  remarkable  score  E.  Sturt,  Hamilton   89  86 

of  666  out  of  675.    In  addition  he  also  took  the  Glass  G.  Beattie,  Hamilton   92  92 

A,  Silver  Trophy.  W.  J.  Marshall,  Gait   91  96 

Six  professionals  were  present  for  the  shoot.    They  F.  Fox,  Toronto   96 

were  J.  S.  Boa  of  Chicago;  F.  Morris  of  Edmonton.  E.  F.  Salisbury,  Toronto   97 

G.  Dunk,  Toronto.  F.  Huseman,  Rochester,  F.  A.  Class  C 

Wadsworth  and  L.  Squire.  S.  L.  Dodds,  Clarksdale,  Mo.. .    92  89 

A  well  known  Toronto  shooter  Mr.  C.  N.  Candee  had  J.  A.  Kimble,  Cheyenne   95  89 

the  honor  of  having  the  best  score  on  the  morning  of  T.  D.  McGaw,  Toronto   92  94 

the  first  day  breaking  99  out  of  100.  Mr.  Candee  is  in  H.  W.  Burke,  Markham   94  95 

his  60th  year.    He  was  heartily  congratulated  on  his  F.  E.  Healy,  Toronto   88  92 

wonderful  score.    In  the  afternoon  of  the  first  day,  G.  L.  Vivian,  Toronto^   87  91 

Woodward  of  Texas,  Wright  of  Buffalo  and  Pendergast  J.  E.  McCurdy,  Sydney   92  92 

of  Phoenix  each  succeeded  in  breaking  99.  W.  Peters,  Turnersville   90  89 

In  the  doubles  championship  Frank  Wright  broke  J.  Vance,  Tillsonburg   91  83 

48  out  of  50.    The  coolest  shooter  in  any  of  thejsquads  A.  A.  Thompson,  Windsor   90  91 

was  W.  H.  Singer  of  St.  Catharines  who  went  to  the  W.  Hodges,  Simcoe. .   89  90 

traps  each  time  smoking  his  pipe.    George  J.  Tuckett  W.  E.  Beers,  New  Britain   96  94 

of  Los  Angeles,  a  former  Hamiltojn  shooter  made  a  hit  W.  R.  Fenton,  Toronto   96  82 

with  the' spectators  with  his  easy  manner  of  breaking  L.  N.  Smith,  Albany,  N.Y   95  93 

the  birds.  M ,  E.  Goodale,  Hamilton    88  91 

The  weather  was  very  good  for  the  entire  shoot  and  J.  Hunter,  Hamilton   90  92 

would  have  been  ideal  had  it  not  been  for  the  constant  S.  G.  Newton,  Sherbrooke   92  92 

wind  off-shore.  L.  R.  Newton,  Sherbrooke   98  90 

H.  Pendergast  of  Phoenix,  N.Y.  was  high  man  on  H.  W.  Hunsberry,  Jordan   91  80 

the  morning  of  the  second  day  of  the  tournament  P.  H.  Willey,  Danville,  N.Y   89  82 

breaking  74  out  of  75.    The  third  day  of  the  shoot  H.  L.  Braddock,  Straffordville   83  91 

brought    forth    some  wonderful  exhibitions  of  skill  J.  F.  Balbirnie,  Muskegon.   91  88 

with  J.  D.  Clay  of  Houston,  Texas,  breaking  a  perfect  C.  Gammage,  Ridgetown.y.   91  88 

75  and  ten  others  tied  for  second  place  at  74  out  of  75.  J.  G.  S.  Day,  New  Orleans   91  94 

Frank  Wright  of  Buffalo  broke  his  former  long  run  G.  W.  Parker,  Youngstown   89  81 

record  with  the  wonderful  run  of  333.    His  share  of  J.  McCausland,  London   90  91 

the  money  was  $317.00.  G.  W.  Parker,  Youngstown   89  81 

Fred  Kerr  of  Crediton  who  did  such  good  shooting  at  J.  McCausland  .London   90  91 

Chicago  showed  up  remarkably  well  in  the  C.N.E.  F.Dolson,  Chatham   92  90 

Handicap  only  missing  one  bird,  and  that  at  the  last  W.  H.  Joselin,  Birchcliffe   91  95 

trap,  at  17  yards.    In  this  event  fifty-one  shot  ninety  J.  R.  Serson,  Mimico   72 

or  better,  Frank  Troeh  and  Nicali  were  tied  for  second  H.  Lennox,  Hamilton   94  91 

place  withFred  Kerr.  .  C.  Thomson,  Hamilton   88  94 

C.  N.  Candee  of  Toronto  won  the  Class  B.  trophy,  J.  Summerhayes,  Weston   94  90 

S.  R.  Newton  of  Sherbrooke  the  Class  C.  and  R.  Staff-  J.  B.  Fontaine,  Philadelphia   95  92 

ord  of  Belleville  the  Class  D.  trophy.  H.  Newlands,  Gait. .   90  96 

The  committee  in  charge  are  to  be  congratulated  on  J-  M-  Gomph,  Hamilton   88  88 

the  excellent  programme  provided  and  the  splendid  m  Class  D. 

manner  in  which  the  tournament  was  conducted.  J.  H.' Cox,  Detroit   88  86 

Messrs  W.  H.  Gooderham  and  George  Cashmore  L.  E.  Dinsmore,  St.  Mary's,  West.  Va   80  87 

acted  in  their  usual  efficient  manner,  Mr  Gooderham  B.  Clarke,  Montreal.   78 

as  manager  and  Mr.  Cashmore  as  Secretary-Treasurer.  W.  S.  McColl,  Simcoe   82 

1st  DAY.  Class  A.  H.  E.  Scholfield,  Oakville   83  80 

Morn.    Aftn.  F.  P.  Fitzgerald,  Clarksdale   78  92 

J.  F.  Dodds,  Los  Angeles   93       93  G.  L.  Howder,  West  Elizabeth   91  89 

G.  Nicali,  Kansas  City    94       96  W.  W.  Livingstone,  Carlisle   83  83 

J.  S.  Day,  New  Orleans   97       97  A.  S.  Glover,  Hamilton   82  84 

F.  M.  Troeh,  Vancouver,  Wash   96       99  T.  H.  Baker,  London   80  74 


ROD  AND  GUN  IN  CANADA 


609 


This  most  cos- 
mopolitan of  all 
ducks  provides 
the   keenest  of  sports 
for  the   Canadian  hunter. 
Plentiful  in  the  North  West,  but 
not  so  common  in  the  East,  it  is  a 
strong  swimmer  and  hardy,  often 
remaining  all  winter  near  the  swift  un- 
frozen streams  of  the  north. 

The  Mallard,  like  most  river  ducks,  is  a 
surface  feeder,  but  is  also  a  quick  diver. 
It  comes  well  to  decoys,  particularly  if 
one  or  two  noisy  birds  are  tethered  with 
the  "blocks."  Overhead  pass  shooting  of 
Mallards  will  put  the  sportsman  to  the 
extreme  test. 


To  enjoy  your  trip  after  Mallards 
well  prepared  against  wet  weather. 


go 


are  waterproofed  and  dependable  amrnutti 
tion  for  Mallards.   Ask  for 

Canucks 

with  No.  5  or  6  shot  and  special  heavy  loads 
of  3'/2  drams  bulk  powder  or  28  grains  dense 
for  late  fall  shooting 


Dominion  Cartridge  Co.  Limited 

21 


Montreal,  Canada 
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W.  J.  McCance  St.  Thomas   84  83 

R.  Stafford,  Belleville   82  89 

W.  Hughes,  Toronto   79  75 

E.  P.  Wright,  Gananoque   76  90 

W.  J.  Corbv,  Falls  View   77  77 

E.  Stewart,  Falls  View   86  85 

F.  Stewart,  Falls  View   84  89 

E.  Corbv,  Falls  View   86  88 

G.  C.  Syer,  Bartonville   91  86 

W.  H.  Bradfield,  Straffordville   84  87 

C.  R.  Marlatt,  Straffordville   83  73 

D.  McMackon,  Angus   83  89 

J.  M.  Lisson,  Hamilton   53 

W.  W.  Kennedy,  Fulton   76  76 

J.  Watt,  Toronto   93 

2ND.  DAY  Morn. 

H.  Pendergast   74 

N.Boylston   73 

F.  Wright   73 

F.  J.  Fox   73 

W.H.  Singer   72 

E.  H.Willey   72 

.S.G.Newton   72 

H.  Cooey   72 

S.G.Vance   72 

F.  C.  Healey   72 

J.S.Day  ,   72 

E.  F.  Woodland   72 

H.W.Burke   71 

F.  Huseman    71 

A.  F.  Healey,   71 

W.  Hodges   71 

L.  N.  Smith     71 

C.  N.  Candee   ....  71 

H.  Newlands    71 

W.Fletcher   r    71 

J.D.Clay   ....   70 

F.  M.  Troeh   ....  70 

N.Peters    70 

W.  Beers   70 

W.Burke   70 

D.  R.  Dickinson   70 

G.  Grey   70 

■J.  M.  McCausland     70 

I  F.  Dodds   69 

F.  Henry   69 

W.H.  Gooderham   69 

A.H.Abes   69 

F.  Kerr     69 

E.  Harris   69 

I.  Summerhayes   69 

N.  Root   68 

E.  P.Wright  ,  68 

L.R.Newton   68 

W.J.Marshall   68 

J.  D.McGraw   68 

A.Thompson   68 

G.  Dunk   68 

J.  McCardy,  68 

F.  Morris   68 

H.  Braddock   68 

J.S.Boa^   67 

J.Ebbetts   67 

H.  Hunsberry   67 

D.  Barnes  '.   67 

J.  G.S.Day   67 

J.B.Balbirnie   67 

G.  Gammage   66 

K.Miller   66 

G.  Anstere   66 

J.K.  Symes   66 

W.T.Edwards   66 

L.D  .  Slade   66 

S.L.  Dodds   65 

C.Hanley   65 

L.  E.  Dinesmore   65 

R.Day   65 

J.Fontaine   65 

3RD.  DAY.  Broke 

J.  D.  Clay,  Houston   75 

C.  N.  Candel,  Toronto   74 

J.  F.  Dodds,  Los  Angeles  74 

N.  Boylston,  Leesburg,  Fla   74 

H.  W.  Burke,  Preston   74 

J.  E.  Jennings,  Todmorden. ...  74 

F.  S.  Wright,  Buffalo   74 

H.  Pendergast,  Phoenix,  N.Y   74 

W .  Barnes,  Hamilton   72 

H .  W .  Cooey,  Toronto   72 

F.  M.  Troeh,  Vancouver,  Wash   72 

G.  Nicola,  Kansas  City  :   "  72 

E.  J.  Woodward,  Houston   72 

W.  Renny,  Syracuse,  Ind   71 

G.  Gray,  Philadelphia   71 

J.  McCausland,  London   71 

W.  H.  Singer,  St.  Catharines   71 

S.  G.  Vance,  Tillsonburg  f   74 


L.  R.  Newton,  Sherbrooke   74 

H.  Newlands,  Gait   74 

S.  L.  Dodds,  Clarksdale,  Mo   73 

I .  S.  Day,  New  Orleans.   73 

F.  Huseman   73 

L.  S.  Newton,  Sherbrooke   73 

D.  Dickinson,  Kansas  City   73 

E.  Harris,  Hamilton   72 

L.  Hunter,  Toronto   71 

A.  Thompson,  Washington   70 

E.  Wadsworth   70 

W.  I.  Marshall,  Gait   70 

W.  E.  Burke,  Preston   70 

G.  J.  Tuckett,  Los  Angeles   70 

J.  S.Boa   70 

R.F.  Watt,  Toronto   70 

C .  C .  Handley ,  Pine  Bluffs   69 

J  .A.  Hunkle,  Cheyinne.   69 

F.  Hogarth,  Niagara   69 

W.  Hodges,  Simcoe   69 

P.Willey,  Donville,  N.Y   69 

J.  G.  S.  Day,  New  Orleans   69 

J.  D.  McGaw,  Toronto   69 

E.  P.  Wright,  Buffalo   68 

J.  Fontaine   68 

J.  Balbirnie,  Muskegon   68 

H.  Braddock,  Staff ordville   68 

A.  Healey,  Toronto   68 

W.  McColl,  Simcoe   68 

R.  Day,New  Orleans   68 

L.  E.  Dinismore,  St.  Mary's   68 

F.  E.  Healy,  Toronto   68 

L.  D.  Slade,  Rochester   68 

J.E.  McCardy,  Sydney   68 

F.  Morris   67 

W.  H.  Gooderham,  Toronto   67 

J.  Vance,  Tillsonburg  -  67 

W.  R.  Burns,  Hamilton   67 

F.  Hunsberry,  Jordan   67 

D.  Smith,  Albany   67 

C.  Gammage,  Ridgetown   67 

M .  E .  Fletcher,  Toronto   67 

B.  Pearce   66 

W.  Root,  Welland   66 

K.  Miller,  Canton,  Ohio   66 

J.  Ebbetts,  Buffalo   66 

F.  Kerr   66 

J.Payne   66 

G.  Dunk   66 

(Total  birds  of  tourney,  675.) 


FINAL  DAY. 

Class  A. — 75  Birds 

Grand 
Morn'g.  Total. 

F.  S.Wright,  Buffalo   75  666 

H.  Pendergast,  Phoenix   74  658 

E.  F.  Woodward,  Houston   74  656 

J.  S.  Dav,  New  Orleans   72  656 

F.  M.  Troeh,  Washington,  Wash   75  660 

N.  Boyslton,  Leesburg,  Fla   75  656 

J.  E.  Jennings,  Todmorden   72  657 

S.  G.  Vance,  Tillsonburg   72  650 

J.  L.  Dodds,  Los  Angeles   73  ?  636 

C.N.  Candee,  Toronto   73 

Class  B.— 75  Birds. 

C.  N.  Candee,  Toronto   73  652 

W.  H.  Singer,  St.  Catharines   72  642 

M.  E.  Fletcher,  Hamilton   72  642 

W.  H.  Gooderham,  Toronto   72  641 

D.  K.  Dickerson,  Kansas  City   71  639 

E.  Harris,  Hamilton  *   73  640 

J.  D.  Clay,  Houston,  Tex   74  640 

C .  C .  Handley,  Pine  Bluff   72 

A .  F.Healy,  Windsor   69 

H.  W.  Cooey,  Toronto   73  641 

F.  Kerr,  Crediton   73  634 

L.  D.  Slade,  Rochester   74 

F.  Remmy,  Syracuse,  Ind   74  634 

G.  J.  Tuckett,  Los  Angeles   71  638 

W.  Barnes,  Hamilton   72 

R.  Day,  London   71 

G.  Gray,  Philadelphia   75 

E.  Sturt,  Hamilton   73 

W  P.  Thomson,  Hamilton   65 

Col.  Page.  Brantford   74 

C.  C.  Syer,  Hamilton   73 

Class  C— 75  Birds. 

S.  L.  Dodds,  Clarksdale,   73 

J.  A.  Kunkie,  Cheyenne   69 

T.D.  McGaw,  Toronto   71 

H.  W.  Burke,  Markham   73 

F.  E.  Healy,  Toronto   69 

J.  Vance.Tillsonburg   63 

A.  A.  Thompson,  Windsor   72 
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evEREADy 
OAYLD 


Here  is  the  Light 
for  Sportsmen 


Fastens  to  cap,  leaving  'Doth  hands  free.  Can  be  switched 
on  or  off  instantly.  Gives  a  powerful,  penetrating  light  which 
wind  and  rain  will  not  extinguish.  Guaranteed  to  give  the 
usual  splendid  EVEREADY  service.  Handsomely  finished 
and  strongly  made. 

Price  with  5  cell  battery  -  $7.25 
Price  with  3  cell  battery       -  $6.40 


evEREADy 
5AYLD 


ORDER  ONE  TODAY 


SPlELMAN  AGENCIES  REG'D 


45  St.  Alexander  St. 

MONTREAL 


Fifty  other  models 
from  $1.00  to  $10.00 

Send  for  catalog 


TELLS  HOW  FAR  YOU  WALK 

THE  AMERICAN  PEDOMETER 

Regulate e  to  Step  and  Registers  Exact  Dis- 
tances ;  Simple,  Accurate,  Durable. 

Indispensable  to  every  ).ov~ 
er  of  outdoor  sport  and  es- 
pecially to  those  who  love 
WALKING.  Instructive  be- 
cause of  value  in  determining 
distances;   a   necessary  ad- 
junct to  compass  and  as  use- 
ful to  SPORTSMEN.  It  fur- 
nishes the  true  solution  of 
many  a  disputed  question  of 
how  far  it  is  to  or  from  vari- 
ious  points.  Best  of 
all  it  is  a  wonder- 
ful health  promoter 
because  its  interest- 
ing notations  afford 
real    incentive  for 
WALKING.  Whe- 
ther you  walk  for 
health,  business  or 
pleasure — anywhere, 
everywhere.  the 
AMERICAN  Pedo- 
meter tells  the  whole 
story  of  just  how 
far  you  have  trav- 
elled. 

FULLY 
GUARANTEED 
One  Hundred  Mile 
Pedometer.  $2.25 
Sold  by  all  Dealers  or  Direct 

AMERICAN  PEDOMETER  COMPANY 
902  Chapel  St.,  New  Haven,  Qonn. 
E.  &  A.  GUNTHER  CO.      -      Toronto,  Canada 
Agents  for  the  Dominion  of  Canada 


CHAMPION 

DOG  BISCUIT 

A  crisp,  clean,  balanced  ration  of 
meat,  wheat  and  cereals.  In  6-lb.  cartons, 
also  50-lb.  containers  and  bags  for  large 
kennels  and  park  animals.  SEND  FOR 
SAMPLE,  prices  and  our  book  on  how  to 
care  for  and  feed  your  dogs. 
CHAMPION  ANIMAL  FOOD  CO..  Minnetpilii.  MinmnU 
Dept.  H-10  ~  1 


Fishermen 

and 

Campers 

Quick  Relief 

From  the  many 
minor  accidents 
and  bruises  you 
receive  on  your 
vacation  is  afford- 
ed by 

Minard's 
Liniment 

Put  a  Bottle  In 
Your  Outfit 


KEATING'S 

POWDER 


COCKROACHES?  Where's 
*^the  KEATING'S?  Every 
^cockroach  that  comes  into 
—  Droper  contact  with  Keating  s 
Powder  DIES.   Sold  in  cartons 
15c.  25c  and  40c-  


Dent's  Condition  Pills 


A  marvelous  tonic  for  dogs  that  are  all  out  of  sorts,  run  down,  thin  and  unthrifty 
with  harsh  staring  coat,  materated  eyes  and  high  colored  urine.  There  is  nothing  to 
equal  them  for  distemper,  mange,  eczema  and  debilitating  diseases .  You  will  notice 
the  difference  after  a  few  doses.  At  druggists  or  by  mail,  fifty  cents.  .The  ueot 
Medicine  Company,  Toronto,  Canada  and  Newburgh,  N.Y.  A  practical  treatise 
on  dogs  and  there  training,  160pp.  fully  illustrated  mailed  for  10c  to  all  customers. 
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W.  Hodges,  Simcoe   71 

W.  E.  Beers,  New  Britain  '   72 

S.  G.  Newton,  Sherbrooke   70 

S.  R.  Newton,  Sherbrooke   75 

P.H  Willv,  Danville,  N.Y   67 

H.  L.  Braddock,  StrafTordville   73 

J.  G.  Dey,  Syracuse,  N.Y   72 

J.  McCausland,  London,   69 

J.  B.  Fontaine,  Philadelphia   72 

H.  Newlands,  Gait   72 

John  Ebberts,  Buffalo   70 

B .  Pearce ,  Toronto  „   68 

W.  Fenton,  Toronto   71 

C.  A- Lewis,  Gait   71 

D.  McNeil,  Brantford   72 

P.  Mather.  Brantford  „   65 

H.  Lennox,  Hamilton   72 

Glass  D.— 75  Birds 

K.  Miller,  Canton,  Ohio     65 

R.  T  Watt,  Toronto   63 

J.  H.  Cox,  Detroit   69 

B.  Clarke,  Montreal   57 

H.  E.  Scholfield,  Oakville   69 

W.  J.  McCance,  St.  Thomas   64 

E.  P.  Wright,  Gananoque,   69 

D.  Smith,  Chatham   66 

W.H.  Roper,  Port  Hope   52 

N.  S.  Braden,  Hamilton   70 

R ."Stafford.  Belleville   69 

Professionals — 75  Birds. 

J.  S.  Boa,  Chicago   72 

Geo. 'Dunk,  Toronto   69 

E.  A.  Wadsworth,  Wolcott,  N.Y   69 

F.  Morris..  Edmonton   70 

F.  Huseman,  Rochester,  i  75 

C.N.E.  Handicap — $500  Guaranteed. 
Shot  at  100  birds.  H'dicap. 

Yards.  Broke. 

W.  H.  Gooderham,  Toronto   16  91 

J.  F  Dodds,  Los  Angeles   16  97 

J.  G.  Dey,  Syracuse,  N.Y   16  90 

W.  J.TVIarshall,  Gait.   16  97 

E.  Harris,  Hamilton   16  98 

T.  D.  McGaw,  Toronto   16  97 

F.  Remmy,  Syracuse,  Ind   17  93 

H."W.  Cooey,  Toronto   17  96 

G.  J.  Tuckett,  Los  Angeles   17  97 

D.  R.  Dickenson,  Kansas  City   17  95 

F.  Kerr,  Crediton   17  99 

S.  R.  Newton,  Sherbrooke   17  98 

J.  D.Clay,  Houston   18  92 

H.  Newlands,  Gait   18  94 

W.  E.  Burke,  Preston.   18  94 

W  Beers,  New  Britain,  Conn   19  90 

W.  H.  Singer,  St.  Catharines   18  94 

E.  Sturt,  Hamilton   18  94 

E.  F.  Woodward,  Houston   20  95 

F.  S.  Wright.  Buffalo   20  100 

H.  Pendergast.  Phoenix   20  96 

N.  Boylston,  Leesburg,  Fla   20  95 

F.  M.  Troeh,  Vancouver,  Wash  -  20  99 

W.P.Thomson,, Hamilton   18  93 

Col.  Page,  Brantford   18  96 

W.  Fenton,  Toronto   18  94 

N.  R.  Gooderham.  Toronto   18  94 

xW.  Morris.  Edmonton   18  95 

G.  Nicali,  Kansas  City   19  99 

S.  G.  Vance,  Tillsonburg   19  96 

C.  N.  Candee,  Toronto   19  95 

Geo.  Gray,  Philadelphia   19  95 

J.  E.  Jennings,  Todmorden   20  98 

J.  McCausland,  London   20  83 

W.  Hodges,  Simcoe   20  72 

J.  D.  Kunkle,  Cheyenne   20  85 

F.  E.  Healy,  Toronto   20  85 

A.  Thompson,  Windsor   20  95 

S.  L.  Dodds,  Clarksdale   20  81 

C .  C .  Handley,  Pine  Bluff   20  89 

D.  McNeil,  Brantford   19  86 

H.  E.  Scholfield,  Oakville  „   16  89 

R.  Stafford,  Belleville   16  89 

JB.  Clarke,  Montreal   16  84 

J.  H.  Cox,  Detroit   16  96 

J.  McCance,  St.  Thomas   16  84 

H.  L.  Braddock,  Mount  Pleasant,  Pa   18  95 

N.  S.  Braden,  Hamilton   18  85 

P.  Mather,  Brantford   18  94 

B.  Pearce,  Toronto   18  95 

D.Smith,  Chatham   18  83 

F.  P.  Fitzgerald,  Clarksdale,  Mo   17  94 

R.  P.  Watt,  Toronto   17  95 

W.H.  Roper,  Port  Hope.   17  75 

K.  Miller.  Canton,  Ohio   17  88 

C.  Syer,  Hamilton   17  93 

J.  Vance,  Tillsonburg   16  85 

W.  H.  Harmon,  Port  Hope   16  78 

P.  M  Holman,  Butler,  Pa   16  83 


IN  CANADA 


F.  I.  Fox,  Toronto   18  94 

J.  Ebbetts,  Buffalo   18  83 

M.  E.  Goodale,  Hamilton   18  93 

C.  A.  Lewis,  Brantford   19  79 

J.  S.  Day,  New  Orleans   19  97 

J.  B.  Fontaine,  Philadelphia   19  97 

xJ.  S.  Boa,  Chicago   19  93 

H.  Lennox,  Hamilton   20  93 

W.  Barnes,  Hamilton   20  93 

E.  F.W.  Salisbury,  Toronto    18  94 

P.  Wilby,  Danville,  N.Y   17  98 

x  Professionals. 


ALBERTA  PROVINCIAL  ASSOCIATION. 


Frank  Troeh,  led  all  contestants  at  the  tournament 
of  the  Alberta  Provincial  Trapshooting  Association, 
held  at  Banff,  on  July  14.  He  broke  164  out  of  170. 
B.  McLaren,  of  Calgary,  was  a  close  second,  scoring  163. 

E.  Brackney,  Bellingham,  Wash.,  and  G.M.  Cowderoy 
finished  in  a  deadlock  for  third  place  on  161.  For 
fourth  place  there  was  also  a  two-cornered  tie,  W.  L. 
Freeman  and  J.  Mclntyre  each  breaking  158.    F.  H 
Morris  was  high  professional,  beating  his  partner,  C. 

F.  Burtch,  159  to  144. 

The  scores,  at  170  targets: 


Frank  Troeh     164 

B.  McLaren    163 

E.  Brackney    161 

R.G.Robinson   161 

G.  M.  Cowderoy   161 

xF.  H.Morris   159 

W .  P .  Anderson   159 

Geo  Miller   159 

J.  Mclntyre   158 

W.  L.  Freeman   158 

C.  Leslie   155 

J.  Garden   154 

W.Holmes   153 

W.J.Jones   153 

W.Wood   152 

D.  McGreggor   152, 

W.Pattison   151 

W.  Pommerenke   150 

E.  H.  Simpson   150 

C.Irgens  ^   149 

J.  Fenton  '   149 

F.  Carder   149 

A.Pierson   149 

O.Hamill   146 

xG.  L.  Burtch   144 

A.W.Lawson   139 

A.  W.  Lea   133 

Dr.  Wright   131 

J.  Booth royd   130 

xProfessionals. 

Scores  of  those  who  did  not  shoot  full  program. 

Shot  at  Broke 

Hugh  Gordon                                          120  89 

Mutz                                                       120  85 

O.Yomill                                                 120  84 

J.  L.Beattie                                              80  61 

Luxton                                                      80  60 

Wheeler                                                    80  52 

G.  B.Hines                                                 50  34 

L.  Orr                                                       40  32 

Banff,  Alta.,  Canada.                       A.'T.  A.  Report. 


SWIFT  CURRENT   (SASK.)   CLUB  TOURNEY- 


At  the  registered  tournament  of  the  Swift  Current 
(Sask.)  Gun  Club,  held  August  4  and  5,  over  their 
traps  45  amateurs  and  two  professionals  took  part, 
shooting  at  17,147  targets.  The  program  called  for 
160  targets  on  each  of  the  two  days.  On  the  first  day 
P.  G.  Schwager,  of  Dundurn,  Sask.,  and  Harry  Crab- 
tree  of  Regina,  turned  in  the  high  score  when  they 
dropped  but  8  on  the  160.  R.  G.  Robinson,  of  Calgary, 
and  B.  F.  Curtis  of  Saskatoon,  tied  for  second  on  149. 
R.  L.  Hutchinson,  of  Saskatoon,  alone  for  third  on 
148,  and  Wade  Owens,  of  Moose  Jaw,  and  W.  B.  Mc- 
Laren, tied  for  fourth  on  147.  H.  W.  Simpson  of 
Calgary,  fifth,  going  out  with  146.  F.  H.  Morris 
busted  146,  and  led  C.  L.  Burtch,  who  busted  127 
for  the  professional  honors. 

The  high  amateur  score  on  the  second  day  was 
turned  in  by  A.  L.  Allen,  and  was  151.  Schwager  was 
right  at  his  heels  with  150.  McLaren  busted  148  for 
third,  followed  by  W.  C.  Jones,  of  Swift  Current,  on 
144.    Morris  again  outdistanced  Burtch,  143  to  129. 

Schwager  was  also  the  high  average  man,  busting 
302  out  of  320;  McLaren,second,295  outof  320-  Crab- 
tree,  third,  293  out  of  320,  and  Curtis,  Chapin  and  Simp- 
son tied  on  289. 
The  scores. 
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National  Sportsman 

is  a  monthly  magazine,  crammed  full  of  Hunting, 
Fishing,  Camping  and  Trapping  stories  and  pic- 
tures, valuable  information  about  guns,  rifles,  revolvers, 
fishing  tackle,  camp  outfits,  best  places  to  go  for 
fish  and  game,  changes  in  fish  and  game  laws,  and  a 
thousand  and  one  helpful  hints  for  sportsmen.  Na- 
tional Sportsman  tells  you  what  to  do  when  lost  in  the 
woods,  how  to  cook  your  grub,  how  to  build  camps  and 
blinds,  how  to  train  your  hunting  dog,  how  to  preserve 
your  trophies,  how  to  start  a  gun  club,  how  to  build  a 
rifle  range. i 

No  book  or  set  of  books  you  can  buy  will  give  you 
the  amount  of  up-to-date  information  about  life  in 
the  open  that  you  can  get  from  a  year's  subscription 
to  the  National  Sportsman.  Special  information 
furnished  to  subscribers  at  all  times,  Free  of  Charge. 


SPECIAL  OFFER 

The  8  beautiful  outdoor  sport  pictures,  shown  above, 
are  reproduced  on  heavy  art  paper,  size  9x12,  in 
strikingly  attractive  colors,  from  original  oil  paintings 
by  well-known  artists.  They  make  appropriate  and 
pleasing  decorations  for  the  den,  camp  or  club-room  of 
any  man  who  likes  to  hunt  .or  fish. 

We  will  send  you  this  set  of  pictures,  and  the  National 
Sportsman  Magazine,  for  a  whole  year  on  receipt  of 
$1.50. 


ORDER  BLANK 
NATIONAL  SPORTSMAN  MAGAZINE 
209  Columbus  Ave.,  Boston,  .Mass., 

Enclosed  find  f  1.50  for  a  year's  subscription  to  the  National 
Sportsman  and  the  set  of  8  outdoor  pictures. 

Name  

Address  '»*.... 


Ka-Wig-A-Wog  Lodge 

offers^to  the  business  and  profes- 
sional man  comfortable  quarters  in 
the  best  deer  hunting  territory  in 
province  of  Ontario. 

Reached  by  C.P.R.  —  Lumber 
Line  Sz  Motor  Boat — a  new  district. 
Our  Lodge  has  successfully  enter- 
tained a  number  of  prominent  men 
during  the  fishing  season.  Refer- 
ence and  full  information  upon 
request. 

Address 

C.  G.  Courtney,  N.  S. 

Pittsburgh,  Pa.,  Oct.  1  to  15 

After  the   above  date,    Pakesley,  Ont. 


T.  J.  MURPHY  &  SON 


Fur  Dealers 

Established  1873 


Lewiston,  Me.,  U.S.A. 

Send  for  Price  List 
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1st  Day.  2nd  Day 
Shot  at  Broke  Shot  at  Broke 

R.G.Robinson   160  149  160  130 

H.W.Simpson   160  146  160  143 

W.B.  McLaren   160  147  160  148 

A.W.Lea   160  131  160  142 

P.G.  Schwager   160  152  160  150 

A.  L.  Allen   160  136  160  151 

W.  M.  Van  Valkenburg   160  142  160  122 

O.ASempf   160  133  160  110 

F.  Knight   160  105  160  115 

Wade  Owens   160  115  160  107 

M.E.Rouch   160  147  160  124 

H.  H.  Mead   160  127  160  116 

E.D.Alguire   160  117 

JohnMacRae   160  142  160  137 

Geoffrey  Mayhew   160  136  160  134 

Sydney  Inch   100  71  40  25 

Chas.A.  Burke   160  138  40  33 

C.  O.Wilson   160  132  160  128 

H.  L.  Huyck   160  116 

James  Duncan  McKay   160  117  160  110 

Edward  Wellman   160  105  160  106 

Ernest  Dodds   160  121  160  119 

William  C.  Kyle   120  74 

W.A.Houghton   120  104  160  138 

W.S.Walker   60  45 

Dean  D.  Stair   60  37 

E.G.Watson   60  36 

A.W.Chapin   160  143  160  146 

G.  Ernest  Holmes   160  138  160  134 

Harry  Crabtree   160  152  160  141 

M.Shoron   160  140  160  135 

D.  McGregor   160  138  160  130 

J.Harcourt  v...  160  125  160  118 


Chas.  E.  Harris   160 

W.C.Jones   160 

CarlSchrank   160 

R.L.Hutchison   160 

B.  F.Curtis   160 

C.  G.  Haight   160. 

Mark  M.Rhodes   20 

A.  S.  McDonald  :   60 

E.  N.  Christoferson   20 

Andy  Golfin   40 

F.  O.  Sonders  

Professionals. 

Frank  Henry  Morris   160 

C.L.  Burtch   160 

New  York. 


139 
139 
144 
148 
149 
145 
18 
44 
16 
34 


160  121 

160  144 

160  124 

160  129 

160  140 

160  139 

160  132 

120  90 

160  122 


146 
127 

A.  T.  A.  Report 


160  143 
160  129 


It  is  regretted  that  owing  to  a  defective  lense  in 
Rod  and  Gun's  kodak,  that  only  a  few  of  the  numerous 
pictures  taken  at  the  C.  N.  E.  Tournament  came  out  at 
all  clearly.  However,  we  expect  to  procure  a  full  set  of 
photos  of  the  various  shooters  in  time  to  appear  in 
our  next  issue. 


Fish  culture  in  a  restricted  sense  must  sooner 
or  later  be  resorted  to  in  all  densely  populated 
countries,  for  even  with  the  utmost  protection, 
nature  unaided  can  do  little  to  meet  the  natur- 
al demand  for  fish  to  eat. — G.  Brown  Goode. 


crmSHINGTOK  D.C 

Fourteenth  and  L  Streets 

Within  5  minutes  walk  of  the  White  House.  A 
hotel  of  distinction.  The  home  of  Senators  and 
others  prominent  in  the  official  life  of  the  Capital. 

Rooms  from  $2  per  day  upwards. 

Excellent  restaurant.  Table  supplied  from  a  famous 
dairy  and  fruit  farm,  the  property  of  the  owner. 

FKANK  P.  FENWICK 

Booklet  with  pictures  mailed 
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The  Expenditure  of 


$610,000,000 


How  the  last 
Victory  Loan 
was  spent 


For 

Demobilization 


For  Trade 
Extension 


OEFORE  buying  Victory  Bonds   again  you  may 
want  to  know  how  Canada  used  the  money  you 
loaned  her  last  year. 

,  Canada  borrowed  the  money  to  carry  on  the  war 
and  to  provide  credits  for  Great  Britain  and  our  Allies. 

(CONSIDERABLY  more  than  one-half  of  the  Vic- 
^  tory  Loan,  1918  was  spent  on  our  soldiers.  This 
included  $312,900,000,  for  paying  them,  feeding  them, 
bringing  them  home,  separation  allowances  to  their 
dependents,  maintenance  of  medical  services  and 
vocational  training  schools. 

IDEALIZING  that  every  soldier  deserves  financial 
1V  assistance  during  the  time  he  is  getting  back  to 
his  normal  earning  capacity  in  civil  life,  Canada  voted 
a  gratuity  for  each  man  according  to  length  of  service. 
$59,000,000  of  the  Victory  Loan  1918  was  spent  in 
this  way. 

$9,000,000  was  spent  at  Halifax  for  relief  and  recon- 
struction after  the  disaster. 

Other  disbursements  were  not,  strictly  speaking, 
expenditures,  Jbut  National  Re-investments. 
To  Great  Britain  for  example: 


$173,500,000  was  loaned  for  the  pur- 
chase of  our  wheat  and  cereals. 

$9,000,000  for  our  fish. 


$30,000,000  for  other  Foodstuffs. 
$2,900,000  for  our  ships. 
$5,500,000  to  pay  other  British 
obligations  in  Canada. 


To  our  allies,  we  loaned  $8,200,000  for  the  purchase 
of  Canadian  foodstuffs,  raw  material  and  manufactured 
products. 

The  Re-investments  will  be  paid  back  to  Canada 
in  due  time,  with  interest. 

These  credits  were  absolutely  necessary  to  secure 
the  orders  for  Canada  because  cash  purchases  were 
impossible. 

They  have  had  the  effect  of  tremendously  helping 
agricultural  and  industrial  workers  to  tide  over  the 
depression  that  would  have  followed  the  Armistice, 
had  we  not  made  these  credit  loans. 

As  far  as  money  is  concerned,  1919  has  been,  and 
is  still — just  as  much  a  war  year  as  1918.  Our  main 
expenditures  for  war  cannot  be  completed  until  well  on 
into  1920.  Thus  another  Victory  Loan  is  necessary — 
Get  ready  to  buy. 

Victory  Loan  1919 

"Every  Dollar  Spent  in  Canada " 

Issued  by  Canada's  Victory  Loan  Committee  in  co-operation 
with  the  Minister  of  Finance  of  the  Dominion  of  Canada 


616 


ROD  AND  GUN  IN  CANADA 


Read  This  Great  Magazine 

SportsAfield 

The  Greatest  Sportsman's  Magazine 
published  this  side  of  the  Line.  Full 
of  life,  and  vim  and  real  worth.  Our 
contributors  are  true  outdoor  people — 
our  illustrations  are  real  stoiies  of  the 
Out-of-Doors. 

Six  Months  $1.00.  One  Year  $2.00. 
No  additional  Charge  on  Canadian 
Subscriptions.  Thirty-third  Year  of 
Publication.    Order  Now. 

Sports  Afield  Publishing  Co. 


542  South  Dearborn  St. 


Chicago,  111. 


No  Trouble  to  Prepare 


Reindeer  Coffee  ^ 


or 


Reindeer  Cocoa 

Just  Add  Boiling  Water 

Handy  for  home  use,  at  picnics, 
hunting,  fishing  or  camping 

BORDEN  MILK  CO. 

MONTREAL 


Contain 
both 
Milk 
and 
Sugar 


Instructions  for  Net  Making 

Fish  Nets  easily 
made  b  y  photo- 
graphs and  print- 
ed instructions. 
Send  to  day  and  learn  how.  Price  25c  postpaid. 
W.  E.  CLAYTON  Altoona,  Kansas 


C.  S.  R.  CORPORATION 

140  West  34th  St.  New  York,  N.  Y. 

Importers,   Manufacturers  and  Dealers  in 

Everything  for  and  About  the  Dog 

Special  United  States  Agents 
C.  S.  R.  DOG  REMEDIES 
FRENCH'S    MODERN    DOC  REMEDIE8 

VETOL— The   Great  Invigorator. 

KALFOS—  The  Bone  Builder. 

RAJAH — The  Powerful  Disinfectant. 

Send  for  Catalogue  and  free  copy  Field  and  Fancy, 
the  leading  weekly  on  Dogs. 

C.  S.  R.  CORPORATION 

140  W.  34th  STREET,  NEW  YORK  CITY. 


BEFORE  YOU  DECIDE 

on  that  Big  Hunt  for  1919 
drop  us  a  line. 

We  have  cracking  good  deer  hunting  and 
several  other  kinds  of  game  very  conven- 
iently situated,  and  camps  or  house  to  suit 
almost  anyone.  Address: 

LUCKY  CROSS  SUMMER  RESORT 

Box  4,  MAGNET  AW  AN,  ONT. 


May  we  send  you 
this  guide  book? 


An  illustrated  guide  to  points 
of  interest  in  and  around  Buffalo, 
including  Niagara  Falls.  Free 
on  request. 

When  in  Buffalo,  stop  at  the 
Hotel  Lenox,  Buffalo's  ideal 
hotel  for  tourists.  Quietly 
situated,  yet  convenient  to 
theatre,  shopping  and  business 
districts  and  Niagara  Falls 
Boulevard.    First-class  garage. 

European  plan.  Fire" 
proof ,  modern.  Un~ 
usual  cuisine.  Every 
room  an  outside  room. 
$2.00  up . 

On  Empire  Tours. 
Road  map  and 
running  directions 
free. 

G.  A.  MINER 

Managing  Director 
North  St.  at 
Delaware  Ave. 


U  F  F  A  L  O  N  Y. 
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FREE  SAMPLE 

of  HALLAM'S  Paste 
ANIMAL  BAIT 

Enough  for  2  or  3  sets — attracts  all  flesh  eating 
animals — is  put  up  in  tubes  (like  tooth  paste) — not 
affected  by  rain  or  snow.  Economical  to  use, 
handy  to  carry. 

Also  Hallam's  Trappers'  and  Sportsmen's 
Supply   Catalog  —  48   pages,   English  and 
French  —  showing  Animal  Traps.  Guns, 
Ammunition,  Fish  Nets,  etc.  .J  All  at 
moderate  prices. 

Sample  baitfand  catalog 
Free  for  the  asking — 
Send  to-day. 


Address  in 
full  as  below 


541  HALL  AM  BUILDING, 
TORONTO. 


HOTEL 

VAN  RENSSELAER 

Eleventh  Street,  by  Fifth  Avenue 
NEW  YOKK  . 
KNOTT  MANAGEMENT 

Situated  in  the  coolest  and  quietest  part  of  New 
York.    Directly  in  the  Washington  Square  Section. 
Near  the  terminus  of  the   popular  Fifth  Ave.  busses. 
The  town  residence  of  prominent  business  and  pro^ 
fessional  men  and  their  families. 
MINIMUM  KATES  BY  THE  DAY: 
Single  Room  (1  person) 

Double  Room  (2  persons) 


$4.00  with  meals 
$2.00  without  meals 
$7.00  with  meals 
$3.50  without  meals 


Special  weekly  rates  for  families. 
An  interesting  illustrated  booklet  sent  free. 

JOHN  HARRIS 

Manager 


FOR  SALE,  WANT  AND 
EXCHANGE  DEPT. 


Advertisements  will  be 
inserted  in  this7 Department 
at  4c.  a  word.  Send  re- 
mittance with  order.  Copy 
should  not  be  later  than 
the  10th  of  the  month. 


ANTIQUE  FIREARMS 


Kentucky  rifles,  flintlock,  pistols,  powder-horns,  swords, 
daggers,  Indian  relics,  coins,  stamp  collections.  Lists 
free.    Antique  Shop,  33  South  18th  St.,  Philadelphia. 

7-TF 

BUY,  SELL,  EXCHANGE  old-time  and  modern  Fire- 
arms. Antiques  wanted.  Stephen  Van  Rensselaer,  805 
Madison  Avenue,  New  York.  8  12T 


BIRDS  AND  ANIMALS 


FOR  SALE — Best  quality  ranch-raised  mink,  also 
Canada  wild  geese.  Nelson  Waldron,  Tyne  Valley,  Prince 
Edward  Island.  6  6T 

Our  clever,  trained  ferrets  quickly  chase  out  rats, 
rabbits,  mink,  weasels,  etc.Very  best  strain  game-getters. 
Quick,  safe  delivery  .  Interesting  Ferret  Booklet  free 
Boulton  Ferret  Farms,  Mooretown,  Ont.  10-1  T 

WILD  ANIMALS — Correspondence  solicited  with 
parties  interested  in  Fox  Ranching  or  in  purchasing  or 
selling  stock.    Blake  Vanatter,  Ge»rget9wn,  Ont.  J.t.f 


DECOYS 


FOR  SALE — Domesticated  mallards  and  black  ducks, 
make  fine  decoys.  Send  stamp  for  prices.  H.  Newlands, 
40  John  St.,  Gait  Ont.  10-1T 


DOGS 


Canuck  Kennels,  Lindsay,  Ont.  Champion  bred 
Airedales,  Irish  (reg.)  Water  Spaniels  and  Foxhounds 
occasionally,  of  select  breeding.  8  TF 

FOR  SALE.— Splendid  Llewellin,  English,  Irish,  Gordon 
setter  pups  and  trained  dogs,  pointers,  spaniels  and  re- 
trievers in  pups  and  trained  dogs.  Enclose  stamp  for 
description.   Thoroughbred  Kennels,  Atlantic,  Iowa.  tf 

THE  BLUE  GRASS  FARM  KENNELS,  OF  BERRY, 
KY.,  offer  for  sale,  Setters  and  Pointers,  Fox  and  Cat 
Hounds,  Wolf  and  Deer  Hounds,  Coon  and  Opposum 
Hounds,  Varmint  and  Rabbit  Hounds,  Bear  and  <  Lion 
Hounds,  also  Airedale  terriers.  All  dogs  shipped  on  trial, 
purchaser  to  judge  the  quality,  satisfaction  guaranteed 
or  money  refunded.  Sixty-eight  page  highly  illustrated, 
instructive,  and  interesting  catalogue  for  ten  cents  in 
stamps  or  coin.  5-TF 

FOR  SALE — Airedale  pups,  resistered,  very  choice. 
C.  A.  York,  Ruscomb,  Ont.  6  TF 

FOR  SALE — Black  and  Tan  Foxhound  bitch,  trained, 
Fifteen  dollars.    D.  M.  Wilson,  Oxford  St.,  Woodstock. 

%  10-1T. 

DEER  HOUND  WANTED— also  Airedale,  both  having 
had  experience  for  deer.  State  age,  experience  and  lowest 
price  to  Box  35,  Kingston,  Ont.  10-1T. 

FOR  SALE— Male  Beagle  (Trampfast)  Reg.  No.  20829, 
whelped  Sept.  2,  1918.  Black,  white  and  tan,  stands  15 
inches,  is  running  rabbits  nicely  .  A  grand  dog  for  this 
fall  shooting,  not  gun  or  man  shy.  Price  $20.00.  John 
Shaw,  Box  168,  Forest,  Ont.  10-1T. 


Coon,  Mink,  Oppossum,  skunk,  fox,  Squirrel  and  rabbit 
hounds.  Large  list  sent  free.  W.  P.  Burrow,  Pocahontas, 
Ark.  10-2T. 

FOR  SALE — Thoroughbred  red  cocker  spaniel  pups 
very  choice  males  and  females.  J.  Jones,  119  Pierre  Ave., 
Windsor,  Ont.  10-1T. 


FOR  SALE — Four  beautiful  black,  white  and  tan 
Prompter  and  Ringlet  hounds,  a  year  old  in  November. 
For  show  or  hunting  stock  you  cannot  get  better  anywhere. 
Will  ship  on  approval.  W.  C.  Baldwin,  43  Rochester  St., 
Ottawa,  Can.  10-1T. 


Two  year  old  hound  for  sale  $10.00 
or  deer,  W.  F.  Law,  Woodville,  Ont. 


Suitable  for  rabbits 
10-1T. 


FOR  SALE — A  beautiful  young  Harrier  dog,  running 
well  18  months  old  and  bred  from  a  great  hunting  strain, 
farm  raised,  color  black,  white  and  tan.  Apply  to  John 
A.  Riggs,  Bronte,  R.R.  No.  L,  Ont.  10-1T. 

~Goon,  Oppossum,  Skunk,  fox,  deer,  bear,  cat,  rabbit 
hounds,  also  squirrel  and  rat  dogs.  Sold  on  ten  days' 
trial.  Write  me  your  wants.  Enclose  stamp.  E.  Roy 
Smith,  R.  No.  4,  Effingham,  111.  10-1 T. 

WANTED — To  buy  Newfoundland  bitch,  not  in  whelp, 
about  one  to  two  years  old,  Allen  McMullen, Sioux  Lookout, 
Ont.  10-1T. 

FOR  SALE — A  beautiful  English  Fox  hound  good  for 
Deer  and  foxes  and  has  treed  some  coon.  Price  $40.00 
Apply  F.  Stapleton,  R.R.  No.  1.  Kingsville  Ont.  10-1T. 


IRISH  WATER  SPANIELS— Thoroughly  trained,  also 
ferrets.    L.  Murray,  Harrow,  Ont.  10-1T 

$50.00  Genuine  Kentucky  red  bone  fox  and  deer  hound, 
guaranteed  sticker.  C.  Farrow,  8  Edward  St.,  Toronto, 
Ont.  10-1T. 


THE  HOMESTEAD  KENNELS.  GREENWOOD, 
MISS. — Have  for  Sale  Trained  Hounds,  for  Fox,  and 
Cat,  Wolf  and  Deer,  Coon  and  Oppossum  and  Skunk, 
Squirrels  and  Rabbits,  good  as  live.  Fine  lot  of  young 
dogs.  Trained  dogs  sent  on  15  days  trial.  10  cents 
for  illustrated  catalog.  5-T.F. 

TRAINED  HOUNDS— Pedigreed  coon,  cat,  bear,  deer, 
wolf,  fox  and  rabbit  hounds.  Pups  that  make  good  with 
little  training.  Sharon  Centre  Kennels,  W.  J.  Lytle, 
Prop.,  Sharon  Center,  Ohio,  9-2T 

FOR  SALE — Trained  and  untrained  Rabbit,  fox  and  deer 
Hounds.  Only  buyers  need  apply.  Stamps.  Herman 
Fischer,  Waterloo,  Ont.  9-5T 


"FIELD  AND  SHOW  DOG" 

With  All  Breed  Directory  Combined. 

Special  Department  on  all  breeds,  especially  Airedale 

terriers  each  month.     The  best  and  most  popular 

Kennel  advertising  medium  in  America. 

Issued  monthly;  Price  $1.00  year,  sample  copy  15c. 

Published  by   JOHN  A.  WHITE  &  SON, 
739  W.  Federal  St,  Youngstown,  Ohio,  U.S.A. 


America's 
Pioneer 
Dog  Medieines 


BOOK  ON 

DOG  DISEASES 
And  How  to  Feed 

Mailed  free  t©  any  address  by 
the  Author 

H.  CLAY  GLOVER  CO.,  Inc., 
118  West  31st  Street,  New  York 


ENGINES  AND  LAUNCHES. 


Row  boat  Outboard  motors  and  others  cheap;  also 
reverse  gears,  rear  starters,  magnetos,  etc.  Send  forlist. 
Guarantee  Motor  Co.,  Hamilton,  Canada.  

FOR  SALE — Marine  Engines,  two  cycle,  two,  three  and 
four  cylinder,  also  2  cylinder  4  cycle.  All  new.  Write  for 
further  particulars  stating  horse  power  required,  to  Box  L. 
ROD  AND  GUN,  Woodstock,  Ont.   TF 

FOR  SALE — 23  ft.  Semi-speed  launch,  beam  4  feet 
3  inches,  finished  ready  for  engine.  This  is  a  new  launch, 
now  ready  for  delivery.  For  further  particulars,  etc  , 
write  Box  F.  ROD  AND  GUN,  Woodstock,  Ont.  TF 
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GUNS 


YES— I  WILL  TRADE  GUNS — Send  2c  stamp  for 
complete  list  of  second  hand  and  shop-worn  firearms. 
Everything  guaranteed.  Tell  us  what  you  want  in  first 
letter.  Wm.  R.  Burkhard  (Established  in  1855),  143 
East  4th  St.,  St.  Paul,  Minn.  "The  Original  and  Old 
Reliable."  12-TF 


FOR  SALE— 40.  Winchester  automatic  rifle,  guaranteed, 
70  rounds  ammunition,  extra  magazine  $45,  Shatford, 
114  Church  St.,  Brockville,  Ont.  10-1T. 


FOR  SALE  OR  TRADE — 45  Auto  Colt.  Perfect 
condition  want  Featherweight  Savage  2o-35  .250  or  22. 
H.P.  must  be  in  perfect  condition.  F.  R.  Daniel,  Camrose, 
Alta.  10-1T 


WANTED — Browning  automatic  shotgun,  full  choke. 
State  prices.    H.  Johnston,  Ingersoll,  Ont.  10-1T. 


FOR  SALE— 7.63  M.M.  Mauser  10  shot  automatic 
Pistol  and  70  cartridges,  walnut  case,  which  when  fitted 
to  handle  makes  small  Carbine  sighted  to  long  range,  in 
factory  order,  Price  $25.00.  G.  P.  Tett,  Bedford  Mills, 
Ont  10-1T. 

Savage  rifle,  model  99,  hammerless,  smokeless,  .303  bore, 
good  condition,  $25.  R.  C.  Clarke,  361  St.  James  Street. 
London,  Ont.  10-2T, 


FOR  SALE— .280  Ross  Sporting  $125.00  .280  cartridges 
at  $7.50  for  20.  Mauser  and  Haenel  Mannlicher  8MM 
$75.00  and  $65.00  .303  Sporting  Rifle.  S.  &  W.  Military 
Revolver,  etc.,  3  McMahon  St.,  Quebec.  10-1T 

FOR  SALE— New  22  H.P.  Savage.  Peep,  folding  leaf, 
and  ivory  bead  sights.  Owner  unable  to  hunt  this  Fall. 
Lieut.  Broatch,  Maidstone,  Sask.  10-1T. 


Big  game  ammunition  loaded  to  order.  Progressive 
powders  with  copper  jacketed  bullets.  Henry  Bros.  616 
Cordova,  St.,  East.,  Vancouver,  B.C.  5-6T 


GUN  REPAIRING 

W.  A.  Brock 
We  make  a  specialty  of  Fine  Gun  Work, 
Restocking,  Barrel  Boring,  Stock-Bend- 
ing, Barrel  Browning,  etc. 

All  work  guaranteed. 

A  SNAP  IN  A 

NEW  STANDARD  MARLIN  TRAP  GUN:  12 

fuage,  30  in.  barrel,  bored  especially  for  trap  use. 
elected  English  walnut  stock  and  forearm,  beauti- 
fully polished  and  checkered. 

It's  the  best  trap  gun  made  for  the  man  who 
likes  a  hammer^  gun.       Only  $50.00. 

BROCK'S 

The  Sporting  Goods  Store  of  London,  Ont. 


OLD  COINS 


We  Buy  and  Sell  Old  Money.  You  may  have  valuable 
coins  and  not  know  it.  Get  posted.  Send  for  FREE 
Circulars  at  once.    Clarke  Coin  Co.,  Dept.  3,  LeRoy,  N.Y. 

10-2T. 


ROOTS  AND  HERBS 


GOLDEN  SEAL  and  60  Other  Plants  used  in  making 
ledicine,  dyes,  perfumes,  etc.  How  to  gather  high  war 
rices,  and  address  of  Buyers'  Book,  postpaid,  only  20c. 
rniseng  Co.,  West  Milan,  N.H.  10-1T. 

SPECIALS 

FOR  SALE — Set  of  Electric  automobile  lamps,  two  side 
and  one  tail.  Never  been  used.  Box  L,  ROD  AND  GUN 
Woodstock,  Ontario.  TF 

Leaf  Tobacco  for  chewing  and  smoking;  pure,  naturally 
cured  Kentucky  Burley  of  finest  quality  ana  flavour.  Sel- 
ected. $2.00  per  pound-package,  postpaid.  Hubert 
Hutton,  Berry,  Ky.,  U.S.A.  10-T.F. 

Business  and  Trade  Secrets,  your  chance  to  make 
money.  No  capital  needed.  Send  25c  for  Key  to  wealth. 
Box  934,  Rexton,  N.B.  10-1T 


$1.00  buys  12  Art  photographs.  Pretty  women  posed 
especially  for  dens,  club  rooms,  etc.  Sent  sealed  in 
plain  wrapper.  Monthly  list  of  den  Curios  for  stamp. 
Gulf  Curio  Co.,  Houston,  Texas.  10-1T. 


TRAPPERS — Send  for  my  printed  instructions  "How 
to  Successfully  Trap  Muskrats  Under  the  Ice  in  Winter." 
It  explains  four  successful  methods  in  such  a  manner  that 
any  man  or  boy  can  understand  and  use  with  good  success. 
This  explains  the  secret  how  old  veteran  trappers  make 
such  enormous  rat  catches  yearly.  Price  60c.  A.  E. 
Schmidt,  Box  475,  Valley  City,  N.  Dakota.  10-1T 

FOR  SALE— One  Goldberg  display  fixture.  Metal 
frame  with  12  display  wings  18  ft.x  36  ft.  Worth  $70.00. 
For  quick  sale  $30.00.  Apply  Box  400,  Rod  and  Gun, 
Woodstock,  Ont.  10-TF. 


MARRY  IF  LONELY— For  results,  try  me;  best  and 
most  successful  "Home  Maker;"  hundreds  rich  wish  mar- 
riage soon;  strictly  confidential;  most  reliable;  years  of 
experience;  descriptions  free.  "The  Successful  Club,.' 
Box  556,  Oakland,  Calif.  10-lTt 

ECZEMA,  PSORIASIS,  f&^M.  S£ 

matism,  piles,  cured  or  no  charge.  Write  for  particulars. 
Eczema  Remedy,  Co.,  Dept.  R.  G.,  Hot  Springs,  Ark., 
U.S.A. 

TAXIDERMY  AND  TANNING 

FOR  SALE. — Two  fine  buck  heads.  Apply  Stanley 
Batman,  Shegmandah,  Ont.  10-1T. 


FOR  SALE — Moose  Head,  fine  specimen  excellent  con- 
dition. Apply  Box  L.,  ROD  AND  GUN.  Woodstock, 
Ont.  TF 

Artificial  eyes  and  skulls  for  Taxidermists  and  Furriers. 
Oliver  Spanner  &  Co.,  26  Elm  St.,  Toronto.  We  buy  raw 
furs.  3  12T 


WE  WANT  ALL  KINDS  OF  FURS 
FOX,  BEAR.BEAVER,  LYNX, 

iggTj*  MUSKRAT, 
^*f3wMARTEN,MINK,E!? 

^  *-  WEIL  PAYS  THE  MOST 


REMITS  QUICKEST.  PAYS  CASH.  Holds  ship- 
ments 5  days.  FURS  ARE  HIGH.  Catch  all  you 
can.  Send  for  our  illustrated  TRAPPER'S  GUIDE. 
Make  big  money.  Frequent  PRICE  LISTS  sent  to 
keep  you  posted.  TRAPS  AND  BAIT  the  kind  that 
increases  your  catch.  I,n  business  half  a  century.  Ask 
any  bank  about  us.  First  in  U.S.  to  send  Price-lists  to 
trappers.  Cash  for  Beef  Hides.,  Let  us,  quote.  Rat- 
ing One  Million  dollars  and  over,  known  where  ever 
furs  are  trapped,  as  the  Old  Square  deal  house. 

WEIL  BROS*  &  CO.  Everybody  Interested  Write 

"The  Old  Square  Deal  House" 
Box  72,  Fort  Wayne,  Ind.,  U.S.A. 
Capital  $1,000,000.    Paid.  « 


|MinkSlitmk,MCoon/'Rabbits,«tl 


A  Dime 


brings  Illustrated  Trappers' 
Guide.  It  tells  how.  Giving 
the  first  time  in  print  the  treasured  secrets  of 
the  wisest  old  trappers  in  this  country,  it's 
worth  dollars  to  you. 

TRAPPERS"  SUPPLY  CO. 

BOX  C     -  -       OAK  PARK,  ILL. 
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FREE  TO  MEN 

Would  You  Like  To  Be  a  Strong,  Husky, 
Manly  Fellow  Once  More? 

New  Method  Without  Drugs 


The  attached  coupon  entitles  you  to  one  illustrated  copy  of  mv 
pocket  compendium  and  guide  for  the  self-restoration  of  lost  strength. 
(See  description  below).  Upon  hearing  from  you,  this  valuable  little 
book  of  private  information  for  men  will  be  sent  by  return  mail  in 
plain,  sealed  envelope.    Please  call  or  write  to-day. 

There  is  a  new  and  marvellous  method  for  restoring  lost  manly 
strength,  for  renewing  vigor,  which  every  man  should  know  of,  a 
self-restorer  which  operates  without  the  use  of  drugs  or  medicines,  a 
new  way  to  treat  yourself  for  your  ills  and  weaknesses.  See  descrip- 
tion below. 


Please  remember  that  a  man  is  not  one  day  older  than  he  actu  ally 
feels,  and  therefore  no  matter  what  your  age,  if  you  are  young  or 
elderly,  married  or  single,  large  or  small,  if  I  can  show  you,  reader,  how 
you,  yourself,,  may  actually  add  to  your  system,  nerves  and  blood  the 
very  nerve  force  or  vigor  which  may  have  been  drained  away,  and 

which  is  necessary  to  make  you  strong,  vigorous 
and  capable  again,  then  I  have  shown  you  the 
real  secret  of  perpetual  strength,  and  how  you 
can  again  be  filled  with  vigor,  and  again  be  just 
as  powerful  in  your  influence  and  just  as  thor- 
oughly manly  in  your  capacity  as  the  biggest, 
fullest-blooded,  most  successful  fellow  of  your 
acquaintance. 

The  new  self- treatment  for  the  restoration  of 
manly  strength,  to  which  I  refer  above,  is  a 
little  light-weight  VITALIZING  Appliance  of 
my  invention,  which  is  now  meeting  with  a 
tremendous  demand,  and  being  used  by  men 
everywhere  all  over  the  world.  This  little 
VITALIZER,  weighing  only  several  ounces,  is 
comfortably  buckled  on  the  body  and  worn  all 
night.  It  is  so  small  and  so  compact  that  even  a  room-mate  would  not  suspect  that  you  were  wearing  it.  If, 
however,  this  VITALIZER  is  small  in  size,  it  is  not  small  in  power,  for  it  generates  a  great  tangible  FORCE,  which 
can  be  measured  on  scientific  instruments  a  POWER  which  I  call  VIGOR  or  NERVE  ENERGY,  and  it  sends  this 
marvellous  FORCE  into  your  blood,  organs  and  nerves  while  you  sleep.  All  you  have  to  do  is  to  lead  a  decent, 
manly  man's  life,  free  from  excesses  and  dissipation,  then  use  the  VITALIZER,  nothing  more.  _  If  this  is  followed 
out  and  the  VITALIZER  does  for  you  what  these  others  say  it  does  for  them,  then  all  the  pain  or  weakness  will 
disappear  from  the  small  of  your  back-=-possibly  from  the  first  night's  use— and  you  will  be  restored  to  a  strong, 
vigorous,  manly,  capable  man,  without  a  single  ache,  pain  or  weakness.  Please  remember,  I  am  not  asking  you  to 
buy  one  of  these  VITALIZERS,  but  merely  request  you  to  first  send  for  the  free  book  described  beiow,  a  section 
of  which  is  devoted  to  an  explanation  of  this  VITALIZER,  and  gives  you  its  whole  wonderful  story,  so  tha  i  you 


COURAGE  NEVER  FORSAKES  THE  MANLY  MAN 


may'know  what  intelligent  young  and  elderly  men  everywhere  are  saying  about  it. 

This  Is  the  Book  You  Get  Free 


r  TMy  86-page  illustrated  booklet  (pocket  size)  was  compiled  by  me  to  answer  folly  and  correctly  uiose  questions 
which  are  asked  privately  by  any  man  needing  new  strength  and  who  seeks  personal  advice  pertaining  to  the  ail- 
ments and  weaknesses  he  wishes  to  overcome.  The  book,  fully  illustrated,  with  photo  reproduction,  contains  much 
that  a  single  or  married  man  should  know.  It  also  fully  describes  my  VITALIZER  and  tells  how  you  may  secure 
one  to  use  in  your  own  case,  should  you  decide  yeu  want  to  use  one.  Remember,  the  book  is  sent  absolutely  free 
in  plain  sealed  envelope.    Why  not  write  for  a  copy  to-day?    Satisfaction  guaranteed  in  every  case. 
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R.  G.  SANDEN  CO.,  140  Yonge  St.,  Toronto  Ont., 

Dear  Sirs — Please  forward  meiyour  Book,  as  advertised,  free, 
sealed. 


,  LTD.  VuDhher.  Woodstock \OnV% 
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Feeling  Fit 
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after  a  good  night's  sleep  in  a 

"Woods  Arctic  Eiderdown  Robe" 

Makes  Your  Fall  Hunt  a  Success 

Arctic  Robes  are  Light — Warm — Sanitary — Easy  to  Pack 

Last  a  Lifetime 

SOLE  MANUFACTURERS 

Woods  Manufacturing  Co. 

OTTAWA 

BOOKLETS  ON  REQUEST 
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BELL  TENTS 


MILITARY  TYPE 


14  ft.  Diameter    12  oz  Army  Duck 


I  Complete  with  jointed  pole  and  pegs, 
]  used,  but  in  good  condition 


each 


$18.50 


The  D.  PIKE  CO.  Limited 

TORONTO 


TakeKlim 
with  you 

:*  On  your  next  trip,  whe- 
ther it's  for  a  dav  or  a 
month,  be  sure  to  include  Klim  with 
your  supplies.  Klim  will  add  little  to 
the  size  or  weight  of  your  equipment, 
but  it  will  look  big  when  meal  time 

comes  round.  The  purest  and  freshest 
separated  milk  in  convenient  powder 
form.    Has  the  fresh  milk  taste, "  and 
you  can  use  it  wherever  milk  is 
needed.     Quickly    made    into  , 
liquid  by  whipping  into  water. 
Ask  your  grocer. 
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HOW  ABOUT  A  JOLLY  FISHING  TRIP 

Say,  doesn't  this  picture  strike  a  responsive  chord  ?  Don't  you  feel  a  longing  to  go 
fishing?  Go  ahead.  This  is  the  last  month  for  Black  Bass.  This  is- the  jolliest  time  of 
the  year  for  a  jolly  fishing  trip.  It  will  do  you  good  noly — a  good  that  will  last  during 
the  long  months  that  are  to  pass  before  you  get  another  vacation. 

You're  going  ?  Great!  Then  be  sure  that  you  are  well  equipped.  There's  nothing 
that  equals 


Meek 


Steel  Fishing  Rods 


to  make  every  fishing  trip  a  success.  "Bristol"  Rods  are  pliant  and  strong.  Meek  and  Blue 
Grass  Reels  are  more  accurate  than  your  watch. 

Those  who  have  taken  their  vacation  would  do  well  to  look  over  their  equipment.  If 
repairs  are  necessary  on  reels  or  rods,  send  them  to  us  during  the  Winter  months.  Don't 
wait  till  the  season  opens. 

We  recommend  that  you  get  "Bristol"  Rods  and  Meek  or  Blue  Grass  Reels  of  your 
sporting  goods  dealer,  but  if  he  cannot  supply  you,  or  does  not  show  he  is  anxious  to  do  so, 
we  will  equip  you  by  mail  at  catalog  prices.  Write  to-day  for  "Bristol"  and  Meek  illustrated 
catalog.    It's  free. 

The  Horton  Manufacturing  Co.,  32  Horton  street  Bristol,  Conn. 

Pacific  Coast  Branch:  The  Phil  B.  Bekeart  Company,  717  Market  St.,  San  Francisco,  Cal. 
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CHAPTER  I. 

I  hear  a  story 

LARSON,    by   all    that's  holy!" 
screamed    a  little   wiry  man 
jumping  to  his  feet,  "Just  back 
from  Alaska?" 

"Sure  thing,  and  on  the  Silvery 
Slocan  once  more." 

They  gripped  hands,  and  I  huddled 
into  my  greatcoat,  for  Larson  had 
cotne  in  from  the  deck  like  a  breath 
from  the  heaving  north,  and  the 
drowsiness  which  had  been  stealing 
over  me  left  with  the  whiff  of  icy 
wind  which  came  from  the  port  side 
of  the  steamer  as  the  door  swung  to. 
The  Slocan  ploughed  the  green  waters 
of  the  ice-cold  lake,  and  with  my  hat 
pulled  over  my  eyes  I  pretended  to 
watch  the  timber  along  the  moun- 
tainsides  as   we   cut   through  the 


curving  length  of  the  beautiful  lake. 
I  knew  of  Larson,  for  who  did  not  in 
our  glorious  west?  Could  I  call  him 
by  his  right  name  you  would  know 
him,  too,  you  who  live  in  Vancouver, 
in  Edmonton,  in  Winnipeg,  for  he  is 
a  big  man  in  the  west,  and  known 
wherever  mines  are  boomed. 

"Where  are  you  off  to  now?" 
queried  Larson  as  the  two  sat  down 
behind  me. 

"Up  into  the  mountains,  Nakusp- 
Kaslo  line,  to  look  at  some  prospects 
there.  And  now  tell  me  what  you 
think  you've  been  doing  in  that 
God-forsaken  country.  You  don't 
know  anything  about  mining  yourself 
do  you?  Oh,  no.  Seen  any  pretty 
squaws  up  north  this  trip?" 

"Sure  thing."  The  big  man  looked 
shrewdly  at  the  other.    "Jim,"  he 
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asked  suddenly,  "have  you  got  a 
woman  yet?" 
"No." 

"Time  you  had.  You  get  up  into 
the  north  where  you'll  not  see  a 
white  woman  the  year  round,  and 
you'll  wish  you  hadn't  wasted  all 
these  years." 

"What's  a  woman  got  to  do  with 
mining?" 

"Nothing,  she's  dead  against  the 
business,  so  I'm  going  to  settle  down 
in  my  cabin  in  the  mountains  and 
let  mining  alone.  I'm  not  going  up. 
to  Alaska  again,  but  if  you've  no 
mind  to  try  the  settling-down  business 
you  can  go  up  on  Snake  River  and 
find  Chief  Kicking  Horse,  only  he's 
called  Jackson  now.  He  knows  where 
the  greatest  gold  deposits  in  the 
north  are  lying,  but  he's  as  tight  as  a 
vise.  I  could  never  get  it  out  of 
him." 

"Then  how  could  I?" 
"Oh,  you  might  be  present  at  his 
deathbed  or  something  like  that,  and 
do  a  few  rites  over  him  so  he'd  confess 
to  you." 

"How  do  you  know  there's  gold?" 
"Jackson  showed  it  to  me — lumps 
of  it,  beautiful  solid^  lumps  that 
would  send  some  men  crazy.  'Heaps 
big  pile,'  he  said  to  me,  'him  mine, 
him  Hummingbird.' 

"  'The  Hummingbird  mine?'  "  I 
asked.  'What  a  lovely  name,  Jack- 
son!   Where  is  it?'  "  / 

"  'Anah,'  he  exclaimed,  which  is 
always  the  Indian's  expression  of 
displeasure,  'Hyas  Tyee  go  no  more. 
Hyas  Tyee  hear  him  Skookum,  hear 
him  Diaub.' 

"  'No,  no,  Jackson,'  I  remonstrated, 
'  there  are  no  spooks  in  Alaska;  there 
is  no  devil.' 

"  'Tamahnous!'  he  exclaimed,  pa- 
gan tear  starting  from  his  eyes. 

"  'There  is  no  witchcraft  either, 
Jackson,'  I  said. 

"  'Anah!'  he  exclaimed  again,  more 
displeased  than  ever,  'kopet  wauwau, 
stop  talking,  white  man.  Hyas  Tyee 
go  no  more.' 

"Nothing  I  could  say  would  move 
him.  He  had  told  the  story  to  two 
Boston  men  many  moons  before, 
two  white  men  who  came  from  the 
east,  where  gold  would  buy  every- 
thing but  happiness,  and  they  had 


plied  him  with  hootch  until  he  had 
told  them  all  he  knew.  But  winter, 
the  great  white  spirit,  was  reigning 
over  the  land,  and  when  he  came  to 
himself  Jackson  said  they  must  not 
go.    They  insisted. 

"  'No,  no,'  commanded  Jackson, 
'Great  white  spirit  kill,  slay.  Win- 
apie,  wait.  When  grass  is  green  and 
water  runs  then  maybe  Hyas  Yyee 
go  too.' 

"They  offered  him  money  if  he 
would  take  them,  but  he  stubbornly 
refused.  The  hair  seemed  to  move 
on  his  scalp  and  he  muttered  'Skook- 
um, diaub.'  " 

"The  men,  however,  were  in  a 
fever  to  be  off,  and  nothing  could 
hold  them.  They  got  together  pans, 
blankets,  skin  shoes,  muckamuck,  and\ 
started.  Months  afterward,  while 
the  winter  still  held  the  north  in  its 
rigid  fingers,  word  came  from  an 
Indian  runner  that  the  two  men 
had  been  found  frozen  to  death. 
They  were  lost,  and  tracks  in  the 
snow  showed  how  one  had  wandered 
around  in  a  circle  one,  two,  three 
times,  in  his  endeavor  to  find  his  way 
back  to  the  camp,  and  had  frozen 
stiff  standing  up,  his  mouth  open  and 
his  face  tipped  up  as  though  listening, 
and  calling  'Hello.'  The  wolves  were 
gnawing  at  the  other  as  he  sat  hunched 
up  on  his  gun,  frozen  in  an  attitude  of 
despair. 

"Gosh!"  roared  Jim  Gates,  jumping 
to  his  feet,  "and  that's  the  place  you 
want  me  to  go  to!  No,  thanks.  Go 
and  tell  that  to  the  marines!" 

CHAPTER  II. 

I  go  %o  Alaska. 

I  had  listened  grimly  to  Larson's 
story,  and  now,  as  the  days  passed, 
the  question  came  insistently :  What 
was  to  hinder  my  going  to  Alaska? 
True,  the  story  had  not  been  told 
to  me;  I  had  not  been  asked;  but  it 
was  often  the  dark  horse  that  won  the 
race.  Larson  had  said  he  would 
not  return  to  Alaska,  and  Gates  had 
turned  down  the  proposition  flat. 
Only  the  Indian  Jackson  knew  about 
that  wonderful  deposit  of  gold,  and 
he  was  so  scared  of  some  fool  phantom 
that  he  wouldn't  go  near  the  place. 
Night  and  day  I  saw  the  sparkle  of 
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nuggets,  and  devised  plan  after  plan 
to  make'  old  Jackson  give  up  his 
secret  to  me.  Never  once,  however, 
did  I  dream  of  the  way  I  would  get  it. 

Even  before  I  told  myself  I  was 
really  going  into  the  north,  I  was 
gathering  up  my  old  prospecting  kit, 
getting  prices  on  beans,  bacon,  evap- 
orated potatoes  and  apples,  tea  by  the 
hundred  pounds,  and  flour.  I  owned 
a  good  L.  G.  Smith  shotgun  and  a 
high-power  Ross  rifle,  guns  I  was  not 
ashamed  to  show  any  man,  and  these 
of  course  I  cleaned  again  and  got 
ready.  Beside  the  firearms  I  packed 
some  fishing  tackle  and  several  pairs 
of  smoked  glasses,  the  last  because 
I  had  heard  of  men  going  snow-blind 
in  Alaska,  and  knew  wearing  smoked 
spectacles  was  the  simplest  way  to 
avoid  the  misfortune. 

The  way  now  seemed  perfectly 
clear.  Yet  even  as  I  said  this  a 
shadow  of  foreboding  came  like  a 
phantom  and  flitted  by,  giving  me  an 
empty  feeling  in  the  pit  of  the  stom- 
ach. I  laughed.  "Well,"  I  jollied 
myself,  "I've  heard  of  cold  feet,  but 
a  cold  solar  plexus  is  a  new  dodge." 

Then  I  went  on  with  my  packing. 

It  was  now  the  middle  of  May. 
The  earth  was  waking  to  summer 
beauty,  and  only  here  and  there  was  a 
patch  of  snow  to  be  seen  on  the  moun- 
tain sides.  The  pines  and  cedars 
seemed  never  more  beautiful,  though 
they  had  clothed  the  rounded  Sel- 
kirks  with  green  the  winter  through. 
The  ice  would  soon  be  gone  from  the 
rivers  in_  Alaska,  and  I  decided  to 
leave  in  "a  few  weeks,  as  soon  as  I 
could  get  my  affairs  in  the  valley 
settled.  My  best  route,  I  decided, 
was  the  C.P.R.  to  Vancouver,  where 
I  would  get  my  supplies.  From 
there  I  would  take  a  steamer  to 
Alaska,  and  on  my  arriva^there  would 
get  Indian  guides  and'  strike  off 
toward  Snake  River. 

With  my  interests  in  various  mines 
in  the  Selkirks  disposed  of,  I  boarded 
the  C.P.R.  one  fine  morning  in  June 
and  threw  -all  my  past  cares  to  the 
winds.  I  was  free — free  to  roam  the 
wide  world  at  will.  What  were  the 
joys  of  home,  I  asked,  compared  to 
freedom,  to  the  life  1  was  to  live 
with  the  pot  of  gold  at  the  end? 

Of  the  trip  to  Vancouver  from 


Revelstoke  I  need  not  enlarge,  for 
many  have  gone  that  way  before  and 
since.  Suffice  it  to  say,  I  had  leisure 
to  see  everything  owing  to  my 
apparent  bibulous  tendencies.  The 
passengers  left  me  alone,  and  I 
enjoyed  to  the  full  those  glorious 
mountains  and  the  great,  sweeps  of 
black  spruce  wherever  the  eye  could 
reach. 

At  Vancouver,  though  the  great 
war  was  still  going  on,  I  had  no 
trouble  getting  what  I  wanted  pro- 
viding I  paid  the  price,  and  after 
a  few  days  spent  whipping  things 
into  shape  I  was  on  the  Princess 
Sophia  ploughing  up  the  coast,  a 
flock  of  sea-gulls  darting  in  our 
wake.  As  I  was  late  booking  my 
passage  I  was  unable  to  have  a  room 
to  myself,  but  had  to  share  with  a 
man  named  Samuel  Hill.  He  was  a 
trapper,  and  told  me  many  interesting 
things  about  forest  life.  He  was  then 
on  his  way  up  north,  he  said,  to  trap 
during  the  fall  and  winter.  He  looked 
as  hard  as  nails,  and  I  felt  that  he 
would  be  valuable  to  me  in  many 
ways,  though  his  eyes  were  set  too 
close  together  to  let  me  repose 
utter  confidence  in  him.  I  broached 
the  plan  of  our  hitting  off  together 
and  he  fell  in  with  the  plan  readily, 
though  he  said  nothing  about  pony- 
ing up  for  his  share  of  the  grubstake. 
Perhaps  he  thought  I  was  a  sucker. 

"Got  your  grubstake?"  I  asked 
casually. 

"Why  no,"  he  answered,  "I  was 
going  to  see  to  my  stuff  later." 

"Better  wire  back  to  Vancouver 
then,"  I  advised,  "you'll  get  it' 
cheaper  there  than  you  will  further 
north.  The  Princess  Alice  leaves 
next  week,  and  we  can  meet  her  at 
Skagway.  We'll  have  to  put  in  a 
few  days  at  port  anyway,  hiring 
Indians  and  perhaps  dogs,  and  we 
can  wait  until  "Alice"  arrives  with 
your  cargo.  It's  good-bye  to  vhalf 
of  our-stuff  anyway  if  we're  not  there 
to  look  after  it  ourselves." 

"All  right,"  said  Sam,  "just  as  you 
say." 

We  wired  from  Prince  Rupert,  and 
then  settled  down  to  enjoy  the  trip. 
We  had  two  more  days  on  board,  and 
I  meant  to  lose  none  of  the  pleasure 
I  might  take  from  the  glories  )f 
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creations  along  our  route.  The 
Sophia  took  the  inside  passage  through 
the  sheltered  fiords  of  the  British 
Columbia  coast,  and  past  rugged, 
spruce-laden  islands,  some  of  them 
given  over  to  different  tribes  of 
Indians  who  labelled  their  reserva- 
tions, homemade  cedar  canoes  and 
gargoyle  totem  poles. 

"Look,"  I  cried  to  Sam  the  last 
night  on  board.  We  had  passed 
glaciers  like  rivers  of  ice,  snow-clad 
peaks  and  volcanic  mountains,  and 
were  now  ploughing  through  Lynn 
Canal,  where  the  Sophia  was  fated 
later  to  pile  up  ,on  the  treacherous 
reefs  and  then  to  go  down  with  all  on 
board.  But  now  nothing  was  fur- 
ther from  our  thoughts. 

"Look,"  I  cried  again,  pointing  to 
the  north.  Gigantic  fingers  of  crack- 
ling light  were  streaking  up  to  the 
dome  of  heaven. 

"The  northern  lights!"  I  breathed, 
awed  by  the  great  beauty  and  majes- 
ty of  the  phenomenon,  "I  shall  wait 
u&til  they  die  away." 

,  Sam  went  off  to  the  stateroom, 
saying  he  was  tired  and  would  turn 
in  for  the  night.  I  sat  for  awhile 
entranced  by  the  beautiful  play  of 
light,  then  suddenly  thought  I  would 
see  if  I  could  get  a  snap  of  the  panor- 
ama, and  went  to  get  my  camera. 
The  throbbing  of  the  engine  bqat  like 
a  great  pulse  through  the  ship,  and 
on  the  soft  carpets  my  footfall  made 
no  sound.  As  I  quietly  opened  the 
stateroom  door  what  was  my  con- 
sternation to  see  Hill,  his  back 
toward  me,  kneeling  on  -  the  floor 
feeling  carefully  around  in  my  steam- 
er trunk.  I  closed  the  door  softly 
and  turned  away,  satisfied  that  there 
was  no  money  there.  But  was  he 
after  money?    If  not,  what? 

CHAPTER  III. 
Snake,  River  at  last. 

Snake  River  at  last!  Many  weeks 
had  passed  since  Hill  and  I  had  begun 
the  trek  with  fifteen  Indian  runners 
and  seventeen  hundred  pounds  of 
stuff  to  carry.  Not  for  nothing 
had  I  picked  Sam  Hill  for  my  pard, 
either,  though  I  had  not  forgotten  the 
picture  of  his  guilty  back  as  he 
rummaged  through  my  trunk  that 


lovely  night  in  June.  He  shouldered 
his  hundred  pounds  without  a  grunt, 
and  many  were  the  succulent  rabbits 
snared  on  the  way  by  his  cunning 
hand,  and  many  a  sheep  and  deer 
we  got  together,  for  with  fifteen 
Indians  to  feed  beside  ourselves,  we 
had  to  get  fresh  meat  on  the  way  or 
curtail  our  sojourn  on  Shake  river 
to  an  alarmingly  short  period.  We 
also  had  to  cache  stuff  along  the  way 
for  the  return  trip  of  our  Indians, 
though  they  would  make  much  better 
time  going  back  empty  handed.  And 
Hill  could  work!  The  glitter  of  gold 
had  hirn  as  it  had  me,  and  every  once 
in  awhile,  when  we  had  stopped  for  a 
little  placer  mining  at  the  mouth  of  a 
creek,  the  look  of  greed  in  his  eye 
seemed  to  lend  tireless  energy  to  his 
body.  I  suppose  he  saw  the  same 
thing  in  me,  but  I  did  not  think 
of  that  then. 

We  had  kept  moving,  however, . 
for  I  was  anxious  to  strike  Snake 
River  and  get  a  look  at  Chief  Kicking 
Horse,  or  Chief  Jackson,  as  he  was 
now  called. 

We  pitched  our  tent  in  a  ravine 
with  rocky  cliffs  on  one  side  and  a 
steep,  spruce-covered  slope  on  the 
other,  and  then  went  to  work.  It 
was  after  sundown  when  we  stopped 
to  get  supper,  for  we  did  not  want  to 
lose  a  minute  of  the  daylight. 

Late  at  night,  I  was  sitting  on  a 
pile  of  blankets  in  the  tent,  unpacking 
some  of  the  stuff,  and  feeling  at  peace 
with  the  world  after  the  good  meal 
Sam  had  cooked.  At  the  moment  I 
had  taken  out  my  fishing  tackle  and 
the  smoked  glasses,  which  had  come 
through  a  violent  journey  intact, 
thanks  to  my  careful  packing.  With 
a  short  laugh  at  myself  for  bringing 
the  glasses,  I  put  a  pair  on  my  nose, 
and  as  I  did  so  I  became  conscious  of 
somebody  watching.  It  wasn't  Sam, 
for  he  was  busy  fixing  a  fly,  a  Royal 
Coachman,  onto  a  piece  of  gut  for 
the  next  day's  fishing.  Not  a  foot- 
fall had  sounded  in  the  stillness  of 
the  night,  not  a  twig  had  snapped 
but  instinctively  I  raised  my  eyes 
to  the  door  of  the  tent,  and  there  was 
the  face  of  a  red  Indian. 

"Klahowya,  tilicum."  He  spoke 
the  gutteral  word  with  dignity,  yet 
the  superstition  of  the  dark  ages 
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seemed  to  emanate  from  his  smoul- 
dering eyes  as  he  stood  silently 
awaiting  my  reply. 

"Klahowya,  "  I  saluted  in  return 
a  slight  knowledge  of  the  Chinook 
jargon  enabling  me  to  understand 
that  he  came  as  a  friend.  "Chief 
Jackson?" 

"Nawitka,  yes,"  he  replied  majes- 
tically. 

"Chief  Jackson,"  I  made  answer 
rising,  "I  make  you  welcome.  Come 
in. 

I  still  wore  the  smoked  glasses 
on  my  nose,  and  seeing  that  the  big 
chief  looked  greedily  and  curiously 
at  them,  I  took  them  off  and  handed 
them  to  him. 
'"■Cultus  potlatch,"  said  I,  "a  gift." 

Had  I  presented  him  with 
million  dollars  he  could  not  have 
been  more  pleased.  He  was  like 
a  child  with  a  glittering  toy. 
*  "Him  good,"  he  pronounced,  and 
solemnly  shook  me  by  the  hand. 
He  sat  on  the  blankets  for  awhile, 
alternately  putting  on  the  glasses  and 
taking  them  off,  then  studied  me 
awhile  and  asked: 

"Boston  man?" 

"King  George  man,"  said  I. 

He  grunted  in  approval.  "King 
George  man — -good.    Hunt,  fish." 
He  made  a  comprehensive  sweep  with 
his  arm,  giving  me  permission  to 
do  as  I  would  in  the  country. 

"Hyas  tyee  skookum,"  said,  I, 
"Big  chief  good.  Thanks." 

He  rose  solemnly  and  left  the  tent. 
Indeed,  so  silent  was  his  going,  that  I 
looked  out  expecting  to  see  him 
waiting  at  the  door,  but  he  had 
disappeared  into  the  night. 

A  week  later  Sam  and  I  were 
getting  breakfast  over  the  campfire. 
The  bannocks  were  done  brown  and 
the  bacon  was  sizzling  in  the  pan, 
when  Sam  looked  up  at  me  quizzically : 

"Say,  pard,"  he  drawled,  "seems 
to  me  it's  time  for  a  moose  hunt. 

feel  like  two  cents  if  I  go  without 
fresh  meat  for  a  week.  I  think 
there  should  be  moose  in  that  heavy 
clump  of  woods  on  the  mountain 
yonder.    Let's  make  a  day  of  it." 

"All  right,"  said  I,  "you're  the 
boss." 

In  half  an  hour,  our  tent  fastened 
down,  our  pockets  bulging  with  car- 


tridges and  cold  bannocks  made 
into  sandwiches,  and  our  rifles  slung 
over  our  shoulders,  we  were  off.  We 
needed  limbering  up  after  a  week 
of  bending  over  pans  and  pay  dirt, 
and  the  tramp  did  us  good.  We 
had  gone  five  miles  and  had  done 
some  tall  climbing,  when  Sam  said 
he  smelled  a  moose.  He  had  a  nose 
on  him  like  a  fox,  and  I  had  learned 
to  trust  that  nose  where  game  was 
concerned. 

"Down  on  your  belly,"  he  hissed, 
and  I  dropped.  He  slid  along  till 
he  got  behind  a  big  boulder  at  the 
top  of  a  rise,  then  looked  stealthily 
down  into  the  valley  beyond.  I 
knew  by  his  face  that  he  saw  his 
quarry,  and  did  not  need  the  warning 
finger  to  make  me  lie  low.  I  could 
trust  Sam  there.  He  was  not  only 
an  excellent  prophet  regarding  game, 
but  he~  was  a  dead  shot  when  he 
came  up  with  it.  This  is  to  show  that 
Sam,  even  though  he  could  not  be 
trusted  in  all  things,  had  his  good 
points,  and  mighty  good  ones  they 
were,  too,  when  you  were  camping  as 
far  away  from  civilization  as  we  were. 
A  sharp  shot  rang,  out,  then  another 
and  another,  and  I  sat  up  suddenly. 
I  knew  one  could  take  no  chances 
with  a  moose.  A  wounded  brute 
would  rush  you  before  you  could 
say  "Jack  Robinson,"  and  an  un- 
wounded  one  would  do  likewise. 
But  two  shots  from  Sam  had  always 
been  enough,  so  I  judged  there  was 
more  than  one  kill.  He  rose  and 
went  over  the  rise,  so  I  did  the  same 
and  there,  lying  huddled  together, 
was  a  young  cow  moose  and  her  calf , 
stone  dead. 

"They  were  the  lovingest  couple 
ever,"  Sam  said,  "the  calf  was  bunt- 
ing away  at  its  mother,  and  she  was 
actually  smiling  at  it  and  licking 
its  darn  sides.  The  old  one  got  the 
first  shot  and  swung  around  to  protect 
the  calfw  I  had  to  shoot  her  down  to 
get  the  heifer.  How  much  are  we 
going  to  take  back?" 

"All  of  the  calf  and  the  best  parts 
of  the  moose,"  said  I,  "We'll  string 
the  forequarters  of  the  moose  up  to 
a  tree  until  we  have  a  chance  to  come 
back  for  it." 

We  set  to  work  sticking,  skinning 
and  quartering  the  animals.      A  feel- 
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ing  of  pity  came  over  me  as  the 
picture  of  the  mother's  protective 
love  swam  before  my  eyes.  I  do  not 
think  I  could  have  shot  her  had  I  » 
seen  it,  but  Sam  had  no  such  com- 
punctions. Perhaps,  after  all,  his 
was  the  iron  that  would  pay  in  the  end. 

When  all  was  finished  we  shouldered 
nearly  a  hundred  ^pounds  each,  and 
began  the  trudge  homeward.  "Near- 
ly as  bad  as  the  portage  in  to-  Shake 
River,"  said  Sam,  but  went  on  steadily 
with  his  load.  "I'd  like  to  see  the 
dirty  carcajoux  tonight,"  he  muttered 
grimly.  The  carcajou,  or  wolverine, 
was  the  worst  pest  we  had  to  deal  " 
with  in  that  northern  country,  for 
what  it  could  not  eat  it  soiled  in  so 
filthy  a  way  that  neither  man  nor 
beast,  though  starving,  could  stomach 
a  bite,  and  we  knew  that  darkness 
would  not  fall  ere  the  animals  would 
be  at  the  mass  of  entrails  we  had  left 
on  the  ground,  and  would  later  try  to 
reach  the  good  moose  meat  strung 
high  on-the  limb  of  a  spruce. 

It  was  nearly  sundown  when  we 
reached  camp,  and  the  first  things 


I  saw  were  footprints,  myriads  of 
them,  in  the  bank  along  the  river. 

"Whatever  do  you  make  out  of 
this?"  I  asked  Sam. 

"Moccasins,"  he  replied,  "Indian 
bucks,  klootchmen,  papooses  and 
dogs.    What's  going  on,  I  wonder?" 

"Gets  me,"  I  replied. 

We  had  not  long  to  wait.  That 
night  we  were  sitting  on  boxes  of 
soap  and  candles  oiling  our  guns, 
when  once  more  I  became  conscious 
of  eyes  watching  me.  Glancing  up, 
I  beheld  the  face  of  Jackson  again 
peering  through  the  door  of  the  tent. 

"Klahowya,"  he  saluted,  but  this 
time  ignored  my  partner  and  spoke 
only  to  me,  He ,  wore  the  smoked 
glasses,  though  goodness  knows  how 
he  found  his  way,  for  it  was  now  dark 
and  raining.  That  he  was  my  friend 
I  knew,  and  I  felt  that  he  was  going 
to  honor  me  in  his  own  way  for  the 
gift  of  the  glasses,  from  which  he 
was  never  parted,  so  I  rose  and  offered 
him  my  seat. 

(Concluded  in  December  issue) 


A  Nova  Scotia  Moose  Hunt  About  1840  and 

Another  In  1918  ; 


T.  S.  Scott 


WHEN  I  was  about  eleven  or 
twelve  years  old,  I  used  to  read 
among  other  delightful  and 
truly  Canadian  stories  in  Campbell's 
Readers,  one  headed  with  the  title 
"Moose  hunting  in  Nova  Scotia." 
To  a  boy  in  an  Ontario  village  where 
there  had  been  no  game  bigger  than 
an  occasional  hare  for  at  least  a 
generation,  that  story  had  a  wonderful 
appeal.  Our  fathers  told  us  that 
when  they  were  boys  they  had  seen 
deer  and  heard  wolves  howl  as  they 


ran  in  the  cedar  swamps,  and  occas- 
ionally we  ourselves  would  be  all 
agog  with  a  rumor  that  "a  wild  cat 
had  been  seen."  But  even  our 
fathers  and  grandfathers  never 
claimed  to  have  seen  that  vast  and 
mysterious  animal  called  the  Moose 
which  had  not  been  in  the  Country 
bordering  Lakes  Ontario  and  Erie 
in  their  days.  R.  M.  Ballantyne's 
stories  of  Hudson's  Bay  had  the  true 
ring  for  a  boy  and  even  if  we  realized 
that  the  characters  were  partly  ficti- 
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tious  we  still  knew  that  the  buffalo 
and  bears*  the  wolves  and  the  moose 
did  really  roam  the  plains  and  the 
forests,  and  that  "some  boys  were 
fortunate  enough  to  even  live  in  such 
favored  districts  of  the  Dominion. 

The  very  name  of  that  famous 
Company,  old  when  Ballantyne  wrote 
sixty  years  ago,  still  stirs  one's 
imagination  as  the  most  romantic  in 
the  annals  of  Commerce,  "Gentle- 
men adventurers  of  England  Trading 
into  Hudson's  Bay."  Present  school 
books  might  contain  more  extracts 
from  those  old  tales  of  Canada  and 
do  no  harm.  However,  the  story  I 
quote  complete  was  not  from  Ballan- 
tyne's  Hudson  Bay  yarns  but  an 
authentic  account  written  by  Lieut. 
Hardy,  which  speaks  for  itself,  and 
I  have  no  compunction  in  asking 
Rod  and  Gun  to  reprint  it,  for  it  will 
remind  many  an  Ontario  "boy"  of 
from  45  to  65,  of  the  long  ago,  and  it 
will  be  the  sincerest  compliment  to 
Lieut.  Hardy  to  give  the  narrative 
another  peep  of  daylight.  By  the 
way,  Campbell's  series  was  published 
by  Wm.  \yarwick  (opposite  the 
market),  Woodstock  1867,  not  far  I 
suppose  from  where  Rod  and  Gun 
itself  now  sees  the  light  of  day^- 
Here  is  Lieut.  Hardy's  yarn: — 

"About  three  hours  before  sun- 
down we  all  left  the  camp;  my  com- 
panion, with  old  Paul,  going  down  the 
lake  in  a  canoe,  whilst  the  two  young 
Indians  accompanied  me  through  the 
woods  to  "Still  Water,"  a  stagnant, 
muddy  stream,  flowing  into  the  lake 
through  swampy  fir-wood.  The 
"dark  valley"  through  which  it  passed 
was  thickly  carpeted  by  wet  moss,  the 
numerous  impressions  on  which  show- 
ed that  it  was  a  favorite  resort  for 
moose.  As  there  was  still  an  hour's 
daylight,  we  commenced  to  "creep." 
Presently  Joe,  stooping  down  and 
examining  a  track  with  unusual 
earnestness,  beckoned  to  his  comrade. 

"Quite  fresh  ti;ack,  two  bull  and 
cow;  they  gone  by  just  ten  minutes," 
pronounced  Joe.  "See  here,"  said 
he,  bending  down  a  young  maple 
shoot  bitten  off  at  about  ten  feet 
from  the  ground,  "see  where  he  make 
the  fresh  bite." 

It  was  evidently  cropt  quite  re- 


cently, for,  on  breaking  it  off,  an  inch 
lower  down,  no  difference  in  color 
could  be  perceived  between, the  frac- 
ture and  where  the  moose  had  bitten 
it. 

"I  think  you  put  on  cap  now,"  said 
the  Indian,  "no  tellin'  when  we  see 
um  moose  now." 

Now  begins  the  creeping  in  earnest, 
Jim  taking  the  lead  and  we  following, 
noiseless  as  snakes,  in  Indian  file. 
Suddenly,  a  distant  sound  strikes  our 
ears,  and  we  stand  listening  in  our 
tracks!  It  is  repeated — a  wild  roar — 
and  appears  to  come  over  the  hill"  to 
our  left. 

"The  moose !"#said  Jim,  and,  clear- 
ing the  swamp,  we  dash  up  the  hill- 
side, the  energetic  waving  of  Jim's 
hand,  as  we  arrive  at  the  summit, 
warning  us  to  exercise  our  utmost 
caution.  Yes!  he  is  right.  The 
brutes  are  in  the  valley  beneath,  and 
the  forest  echoes  with  the  deep 
guttural  bellowings  of  the  antlered 
monster,  and  the  plaintive  answers  of 
his  consort,  yet  we  in  no  way  relaxed 
our  former  caution.  We  could  not 
depend  for  any  mistake  on  our  being 
concealed  by  the  tremendous  uproar 
of  the  moose,  and  our  course  must 
still  be  shaped  with  due  observation  of 
the  wind.  We  descend  the  hill  ob- 
liquely to  the  edge  of  the  "Still 
Water,"  across  which  the  moose  had 
just  swum.  We,  too,  cross  the  water 
on  a  dead  trunk  that  has  fallen  from 
bank  to  bank,  and,  tightly  grasping 
our  guns,  crouch  down  and  endeavor 
to  penetrate  the  thickets  ahead  for  a 
sight  of  the  game.  Suddenly  and 
unexpectedly  we  leave  the  dense  un- 
derwood, and  stand  on  the  edge  of  a 
little  open  valley.  Jim,  as  I  emerge 
from  the  thicket  immediately  after 
him,  bounds  on  one  side,  his  arm 
extending  and  pointing.  There  is  an 
enormous  black  mass  standing  be7 
hind  a  group  of  young  maples  at  the 
further  end  of  the  valley.  It  is  the 
bull.  In  a  second  the  sight  of  the 
rifle  bears  upon  him,  and  uttering  an 
appalling  roar,  the  huge  brute  sinks 
plunging  into  the  laurels. 

With  a  shout  we  rush  on.  To  our 
astonishment,  however,  he  rises  with 
another  fearful  roar,  and,  before  I 
have  time  to  check  my  speed  and 
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level  the  rifle  once  more,  he  has  dis- 
appeared through  the  thicket. 

"Gome  on,"  shouts  Jim,  "we  sure 
to  get  him — he  badly  hit. — "  There 
is  no  tracking  now;  the  crashing 
branches  and  the  roar  of  the  enraged 
animal  direct  us,  and  we  dash  through 
swamps,  and  bound  over  fallen  4rees 
with  desperate  energy.  But  it  is  of 
no  use;  the  pace  was  too  good  to  last, 
and  presently,  torn  and  exhausted, 
we  flung  ourselves  at  full  length  on 
the  moss,  and  for  a  while  listened  to 
our  own  deep  breathings,  and  to*  the 
hoarse  bellowing  of  the  rapidly  re- 
treating moose,  momentarily  growing 
fainter.  Joe,  the  youngest  Indian,  a 
lad  ,of  extraordinary  endurance,  had 
taken  my  rifle  and  renewed  the  chase 
by  himself. 

After  a  while,  however,  Joe  was 
seen  returning,  and  without  saying  a 
word  flung  himself  down  by  the  side 
of  his  companions,  quite  done  up. 
They  did  not  ask  him  what  luck  he 
had,  there  it  was,  plain  enough — a 
piece  of  moose-meat  tied  to  the  barrel 
of  his  gun.  The  particulars  of  the 
chase  did  not  come  out  till  the  day's 
sport  was  over,  and  master  and  men 
reclined  at  their  ease  in  camp. 

"When  I  leave  you,"  exclaimed  Joe, 
"I  run  very  hard  for  'bout  a  mile; 
moose  make  great  noise — 1^  know  he 
very  sick;  and  soon  when  I  come  up 
on  little  barren  I  see  um  standing  on 
other  side.  Oh,  my  sakes!  He  got 
such  a  bad  cough!  He  not  able  to 
hold  up  his  head.  Then  I  shoot,  and 
he  run  little  piece  further  and  drop. 
You  want  to  know  where  you  hit 
um?  Well,  I  tell  you,  you  hit  um  in 
the  neck— make  him  cough  shocking." 

Now  you  old  Ontario  codgers, 
doesn't  that  take  you  back  from  35  to 
50  years?  It  does  in  my  case  and  my 
sub-conscious  memory  always  has 
registered  Nova  Scotia  and  moose  to- 
gether. In  1918,  I  was  transferred 
from  Kingston  to  Halifax,  but  had 
little  expectation  of  being  there  dur- 
ing the  shooting  season,  so  left  the 
old  rifle  in  Kingston.  However,  time 
wore  along  toward  fall  and  prospects 
of  getting  overseas  looked  not  very 
immediate,  so  about"  the  1st  of 
September  I  sent  for  the  rifle. 

Away  down  in  my  mind  where 
hunches  grow,  something  seemed  to 


say  that  now  I  was  in  the  old  school 
book  land  of  dreams  where  that  fellow 
shot  the  moose,  and  that  if  I  went  out 
I'd  get  mine. 

I  was  able  to  get  leave  most  easily 
in  September  which  was  convenient 
as  that  month  and  early  October  are 
said  to  comprise  the  calling  season, 
and  I  wished  to  witness  that  system 
of  hunting,  which  there  is  little  doubt 
has  had  its  greatest  development  in 
the  Province  of  Nova  Scotia.  I  did 
"still  hunt  moose"  late  one  Fall  in 
Temagami,  Northern  Ontario,  but 
got  no  shooting,  seeing  only  one  cow. 

This  time  limit  resulted  finally  in 
putting  me  in  the  class  of  the  big 
game  hunters.  None  of  the  other 
friends  of  the  owners  of  the  hunting 
lodge  to  which  I  had  an  invitation 
could  get  away,  so  I  was  out  on  my 
own  and  felt  as  independent  as 
Selous  or  Pritchard  or  our  own 
lovable  American  hunter  Teddy 
Roosevelt. 

My  old  hunting  friend  "Matt" 
who  prowled  the  Valdez  Islands, 
B.  C.  after  black  tail  deer  many  a 
fine  November  day  with  me  was 
urged  to  come  but  much  to  his  regret 
he  couldn't  make  it.  He  was  no 
further- off  than  New  Hampshire  and 
I  had  hopes,  but  business  prevented. 

We  had  a  lot  of  rain  in  September 
but  when  the  20th  came  round  I 
hoped  for  a  good  streak 

I  didn't  have  much  to  take  as  the 
camp  was  said  to  be  well  equipped  as 
to  bedding  so  my  old  B.  C.  pack  sack 
was  only  part  full.  I  took  only  my 
rough  clothes,  a  touch  of  usquebagh 
"in  case  I  got  my  feet  wet"  and  a  few ' 
pounds  of  breakfast  bacon.  I  was 
advised  that  there  were  two  good 
country  stores  at  the  jumping  off 
place  where  I  could  get  necessaries. 

My  railroad  trip  was  short,  only 
about  45  miles  along  a  recently  built 
road,  starting  from  Dartmouth  across 
the  harbour  from  Halifax.  This  road 
runs  east  and  along  the  shore  and 
then  north-east  into  the  Musquo- 
doboit  valley  to  the  present  terminus 
called  Steward  after  the  proprietor 
of  the  very  good  hotel. 

Before  breakfast  next  morning  I 
got  my  list  of  groceries  in  the  hands 
of  the  storekeeper.  Mr.  Stewart 
provided  me  with  a  horse  and  buggy 
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and  a  driver  in  the  person  of  one  of 
his  sons,  home  on  a  short  leave  from 
Aldershot.  After  breakfast  we  picked 
up  the  groceries — enough  for  the 
guide  and  myself  for  a  week.  It  was 
necessary  to  take  plenty  because 
there  is'  a  close  season  on  grouse, 
which  had  been  almost  killed  out  in 
Nova  Scotia.  Anyway  it's  not  good 
practice  to  shoot  much  round  camp 
and  expect  to  get  moose. 

Away  we  went  on  a  16  mile  drive 
along  the  stage  road  toward  Sheet 
Harbour.  The  road  is  no  worse  than 
other  Nova  Scotia  roads,  about  what 
the  traffic  warrants,  but  could  be 
improved  by  keeping  the  side  ditches 
open.  We  had  a  big  powerful  horse 
and  a  light  load  so  got  to  camp  before 
noon  to  find  smoke — wood  smoke — 
cheerfully  rising  from  the  chimney. 
Con  Richards  the  guide,  had  walked 
from  his  little  farm  4  miles  beyond, 
an  hour  or  two  earlisr  to  get  the 
wooden  shutters  off  and  the  fire 
going. 

This  is  a  cosy  little  two  room  lodge. 
I  confess  that  I  am  fond  of  a  com- 
fortable camp  and  it's  no  sign  of  a 
tender-foot.  Let  those  rough  it  who 
like  it,  and  nine  times  out  of  ten  it's 
only  a  bluff  when  they  say  they  do. 
I've  roughed  it  when  I  had  to,  but 
not  by  preference.  Con  and  I  got  a 
little  acquainted  over  a  good  dinner 
after  which  Corpl.  Stewart  headed 
home  and  Con  and  I  struck  out  about 
one  o'clock  to  look  things  over.  No 
doubt  too  the  guide  wanted  to  look 
me  over  to  see  if  it  was  hopeless  or 
not  to  think  of  getting  me  through  the 
woods  and  swamps  within  range  of  a 
moose. 

Truth  to  tell  I'm  not  as  light  as  I 
was  25  years  ago  by  40  pounds  and 
then  I  weighed  165.  However,  Con 
though  slim, is  older  than  I  am  and  I 
believe  his  little  extra  load  of  years 
just  about  balanced  my  excess  avoir- 
dupois for  we  mouched  along  for  the 
next  five  days  with  ever  growing 
satisfaction  and  esteem. 

We  wore  shanty  rubbers  with 
fairly  flexible  soles  and  two  pair  of 
heavy  woollen  socks.  This  foot  gear 
is  pretty  quiet  and  more  satisfactory 
in  wet  ground  than  moccasins.  I 
soon  decided  this  was  the  easiest 
forest  country  to  travel  that  I  had 


ever  tried.  Of  course  Richards  knows 
all  the  trails  but  in  some  forest 
country  there  are  almost  no  trails  to 
know,  while  here  the  place  is  cob- 
webbed  with  old  logging*  roads  and 
no  windfalls  as  we  know  them  in  the 
West  where  you  just  have  to  go 
round  them. 

We  were  encouraged  by  seeing  a 
fairly  fresh  track  on  a  tote  road  along 
which  wc  went  about  2  miles.  We 
found  out  next  day  from  a  prospector 
that  this  was  made  by  a  full  grown 
cow  moose  which  had  fallen  into  a 
deserted  mine  excavation  some  mile& 
north  on  the  same  road.  He  and  his 
partner  discovered  her.  They  broke 
down  the  side  of  the  bank  with  pick 
and  shovel  while  she  waited  peacably 
within  a  few  feet  of  them  standing  in 
about  five  feet  of  water.  As  soon  as 
the  slope  was  ready  the  two  men 
stood  aside  and  she  climbed  out. 

The  prospector  told  me,  and  it  was 
the  part  of  the  story  that  he  em- 
phasized most,  that  when  she  got 
well  out  and  a  few  steps  away  she 
stopped  and  looked  back  toward 
them  in  a  kind  of  friendly,  thankful 
way  and  then  went  off  slowly  as  if 
exhausted.  He  thought  she  had  been 
there  a  day  or  two  and  had  struggled 
desperately. 

It  was  the  look  she  gave  them  that 
impressed  him.  He  said  he  had  seen, 
her  track  off  and  on  as  he  came  along 
all  the  way  from  the  mine.  However,, 
this  first  afternoon  we  struck  last  a 
bit  along  a  narrower  trail  and  saw 
nothing  except  a  most  independent 
porcupine  round  some  deserted  lum- 
ber camps.  Richards  called  but  with 
no  result.  The  country  is  ideal 
moose  country,  a  succession  of  hard- 
wood ridges  and  spruce  bottoms  in- 
terspersed with  "barrens"  of  from 
a  quarter  of  an  acre  to  a  hundred 
acres,  beautiful  clear  streams  and 
still  swamps.  The  camp  is  between 
the  stage  road  and  a  river  which  we 
had  crossed  by  a  wooden  bridge.  In 
regard  to  moose  calling,  of  course  one 
has  to  be  in  the  proper  setting  to 
appreciate  it.  The  birch  bark  horn 
is  really  a  makeshift  megaphone. 
The  imitation  of  a  cow  moose  call  is 
not  altogether  unlike  the  call  of  the 
domestic  cow.  You  will  note  I  say 
the  "imitation"  as  I  never  heard^a 
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cow  moose  call,  and  I  have  of  course 
heard  many  a  domestic  cow  calling 
for  a  mate,  when  the  call  is  different 
from  the  ordinary  lowing.  I  did  hear 
a  moose,  said  to  be  a  bull,  call,  one 
night  in  Northern  Manitoba  but  it 
was  distant  and  again  not  unlike  a 
domestic  bull  heard  in  a  wooded  river 
valley  as  I  have  heard  it. 

The  call  as  rendered  by  Richards 
had  a  certain  indescribable  wildness 
which  made  it  different  from  that  of 
the  domestic  cow  which  it  still  re- 
sembled and  was  sufficiently  true  to 
nature  to  quite  deceive  an  experienced 
moose  hunter  on  a  following  day  who 
was  patiently  stalking  us  for  a  while. 

This  first  afternoon  was  inclined 
to  be  showery  and  the  wind  got  up. 
The  forest  is  no  place  to  be,  in  a  high 
wind,  but  though  we  heapd  some 
crashes  and  saw  several  down  trees 
on  our  way  to  camp  we  arrived  before 
dark  only  a  little  wet.  There  is  a  lot 
of  difference  of  opinion  as  to  calling. 
Some  say  you  can't  successfully  call 
on  windy  days  or  in  the  day  time. 
Truth  is  no  doubt,  that  an  art  like 
this  was  unlikely  to  be  recorded. 
The  best  exponents  often  could  not 
read  or  write  and  the  few  living 
successful  moose  callers  don't  bother 
to  set  down  the  facts  and  all  the 
circumstances. 

Richards  is  like  Harry  Lauder  who 
says  ' 'Man  you  should  have  heard 
me  sing  when  I  could  sing."  Con 
says  he  doesn't  call  as  well  as  he  did 
and  told  me  moreover  of  very  success- 
ful rival  moose  hunters  in  his  younger 
days  who  couldn't  or  wouldn't  call 
at  all  but  who  ranged  the  ground  like 
wolves  covering  mile  upon  mile. 
You  have  to  be  in  special  condition 
to  enjoy  that  or  even  to  stand  it.  I 
found  it  a  wonderfully  pleasant  sy- 
stem after  exhausting  the  possi- 
bilities of  one  swamp  or  barren  and 
walking  quietly  a  mile  or  so  to  the 
next,  creeping  the  last  portion  quietly, 
to  sit  down  restfully  and  hear  Con's 
call  rise,  varying  from  a  mellow 
quality  sometimes  to  a  certain  hoarse- 
ness and  die  down  with  a  queer  little 
coughing  grunt.  Theft  sit  absolutely 
still  and  listen,  just  listen  with  all 
one's  mind  as  well  as  sense. 

The  second  day  Con  packed  his 
knapsack  with  some  lunch.  We 


didn't  start  before  daylight  at  all,  as 
there  had  been  a  heavy  rain  during 
the  night  and  the  woods  were  soaking. 
We  turned  off  the  tote  road  sooner 
and  hunted  in  some  bottoms,  trailing 
what  Con  said  was  a  cow  and  calf. 
We  saw  some  "works,  "that  is  brush 
with  bark  scrubbed  off  but  it  was  old. 
It  was  here,  in  calling,  that  Richards 
fooled  the  other  fellow. 

The  third  day  we  crossed  the  stage 
road  and  hunted  south  of  it.  This 
was  a  scrumptious  day  to  be  in  the 
woods.  Cold  to  start  but  just  right 
about  8.30.  It  was  glorious  to  sit 
at  the  edge  of  a  barren  and  listen  to 
the  call.  It  was  very  bright  and  still, 
the  hardwood  ridges  showed  lovely 
coloring  of  russets  and  yellows  but 
with  less  bright  reds  than  the  Ontario 
woods.  I  heard  what  I  thought  was 
an  answer  once  when  we  called  from 
a  beech  and  maple  ridge  near  lake 
Alma.  We  waited  quite  a  while  and 
finally  went  on  down  to  the  lake  for 
lunch.  We  sawt  several  loons  and 
decided  they  had  made  the  noise. 
After  lunch  we  picked  up  a  rather 
small  but  very  fresh  track  and 
trailed  it  back  quite  close  to  where 
we  had  called  and  Con  was  sure  his 
seductive  voice  had  been  responsible 
and  that  we  should  have  waited 
longer. 

Working  back  toward  camp  we 
found  a  very  fresh  track  of  a  cow 
which  Con  undertook  to  show  me  but 
finally  gave  it  up  after  creeping  a 
while.  The  swamps  were  pretty  full 
and  it  was  getting  toward  dark. 

The  fourth  day  the  guide  was  on 
his  mettle,  I  told  him  I  wouldn't 
break  my  heart  if  I  didn't  get  a 
moose.  The  weather  was  fine  and*  I 
just  like  to  hunt.  We  had  covered 
the  ground  although  so  comfortably 
yet  mighty  thoroughly.  Richards 
seemed  to  know  every  little  trail  and 
to  go  from  one  likely  spot  to  another 
with  the  least  travel,  and  quite 
reasonably  he  should  as  he  had 
lumbered  and  trapped  the  ground  boy 
and  man  for  forty  years  and  still  he 
just  likes  to  hunt  and  to  show  you 
game. 

We  went  along  the  stage  road  a 
couple  of  miles  and  then  struck  north 
toward  the  river.    We  "called"  at 
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the  edge  of  a  big  barren  with  no 
response. 

Finally  we  crossed  it  and  picked 
up  a  fresh  track  which  we  followed  a 
while.  It  was  really  fresh,  the  water 
was  still  in  the  moss  turned  back  from 
the  hoof  prints  and  besides  we  saw 
some  "works."  We  "crept"  the  whole 
circuit  of  that  barren  and  Richards 
was  as  cautious  and  wary  as  a  pointer 
dog  but  without  result.  He  stopped 
once  and  pointed  to  a  rough  boulder 
beside  which  he  had  once  killed  a  big 
bull.  This  circuit  was  mostly  in  a 
dark  and  pretty  wet  spruce  swamp. 

After  that  we  hunted  over  some 
hardwood  ridges  and  came  out  to  the 
stage  road  for  lunch. 

I  had  sat  down  -  when  I  heard  an 
automobile  but  as  they  are  commoner 
than  moose  I  didn't  bother  to  get  up 
and  walk  round  a  few  scrub  bushes 
to  see  it.  Con  was  on  the  road  going 
for  water  for  the  tea  and  Mr.  Lewis, 
whose  auto  it  was,  knew  him  and 
stopped.  I  could  hear  what  they  said 
and  I  not  only  cocked  my  ears  but 
used  my  legs  and  went  right  there. 
It  appeared  that  Mr.  Lewis  coming 
from  Sheet  Harbour  had  seen  a  fine 
moose  with  a  good  head  On  the  road 
about  half  a  mile  back,  "looked  about 
like  a  four  year  old  buck,  was  facing 
us  then  turned  and  went  ahead  a 
little  and  finally  turned  off  into  the 
bush  on  the  south  side,"  was  the 
report. 

This  was  most  likely  the  one  whose 
track  we  had  been  on  in  the  early 
forenoon.  We  had  lunch,  then  went 
along  the  road  and  sure  enough  there 
was  the  whole  story. 

We  found  where  he  had  stepped 
over  a  five  foot  pile  of  brush  as  he 
came  out  of  the  woods  on  the  north 
side,  walked  along  the  stage  road, 
then  retraced  his  steps,  climbed  a 
little  bank  and  headed  South.  How 
far  south  was  the  question.  We 
started  right  for  a  swamp  the  guide 
thought  he  was  heading  for.  We 
picked  up  a  track,  a  good  big  one, 
very  like  the  one  on  the  stage  road, 
and  did  some  mighty  quiet  creeping, 
if  I  do  say  it,  who  shouldn't.  Finally, 
and  I  was  a  pretty  warm  and  in- 
tensely interested  hunter,  Con  whis- 
pered "there  he  is."  I  couldn't  see 
him  to  save  my  life,  but  slipped  the 


safety  off  my  Ross  .303,  and  stared 
into  that  sombre  swamp.  I  looked 
where  the  guide  pointed  and  finally 
made  out  the  black  chest  and  a  little 
of  the  legs.  We  had  made  a  beautiful 
stalk  so  I  had  time  to  take  deliberate 
aim.  I  knelt  to  avoid  some  branches 
right  in  front  of  me  and  was  slowly 
bringing  my  foresight  on  to  that  big 
black  chest  when  Richards  said 
"hist!"  it's  a  cow."  She  had  been 
holding  her  head  against  some  dry 
branches  and  now  brought  it  down 
leaving  the  fake  antlers  up  there. 
She  moved  slowly  off  and  we  didn't 
alarm  her  but  no  cow  ever  more 
nearly  lost  her  life  and  got  a  fellow 
into  trouble  than  she  did. 

Richards  felt  a  little  foolish  but  it 
was  a  natural  mistake.  She  was  a 
very  big  cow  and  those  wooden 
antlers  and  the  gloom  of  the  swamp 
combined  to  deceive  us. 

We  worked  carefully  the  rest  of  the 
afternoon  but  finally  decided  the  big 
buck  had  kept  on  going  and  as  it 
threatened  a  heavy  rain  and  we  were 
about  five  miles  from  camp  we  headed 
home.  We  got  a  proper  soaking  and 
had  to  plow  through  more  than  two 
miles  of  deep  mud  on  the  stage  road 
where  loam  had  been  ca^t  by  the 
road  machine. 

In  our  good  camp  it  was  no  trouble 
to  dry  our  things  before  bed  time  and 
we  had  the  right  medicine  for  wet 
feet  as  well.  That  evening  as  we 
neared  camp  Con  expressed  himself 
to  the  effect  that  I  wasn't  a  bad. 
walker.  As  this  was  unsolicited  in 
the  midst  of  a  deluge  and  I  was 
setting  the  pace,  I  considered  it_ 
sincere  and  gratifying  withal. 

The  next  day  was  the  fifth  day  of 
steady  and  careful  hunting.  Natur- 
ally we  went  back  to  where  we  had 
quit  the  afternoon  before,  but  ap- 
proached the  vicinity  from  a  little 
different  direction.  Con  called  at  the 
jend  of  the  lake — I  thought  I  heard 
something  but  after  waiting  a  long 
time  we  crossed  the  end  of  the  lake 
toward  the  swamp  where  we  saw  the 
big  cow.  Here  we  had  an  experience 
like  that  of  our  third  day.  We 
picked  up  a  trail  and  followed  it  on  a 
circle  where  it  led  back,  to  a  point 
just  opposite  where  we  had  called. 
He  probably  inspected  us,  or  if  we 
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had  waited  longer  he  might  have 
showed  but  it  was  a  smaller  track 
than  the  big  one  we  wanted. 

Following  a  track  into  a  close 
swamp  we  put  up  a  big  cow  and  calf. 
They  were  alarmed  and  went  off  at  a 
crashing  trot.  They  looked  very 
grey,  much  greyer  the  guide  said  than 
usual  and  certainly  not  the  very  black 
one  we  saw  the  day  before  in  the 
same  swamp.  We  now  headed  over 
some  little  ridges  to  see  if  we  could 
intercept  the  big  bull  which  we  hoped 
might  be  hanging  round  where  there 
were  two  cows  instead  of  having  gone 
away  South  as  we  had  feared. 

We  crept  up  a  little  ridge  and  I  was 
walking  right  in  Con's  footsteps. 
When  he  got  to  the  top  he  stopped. 
I  looked  round  past  him  and  there  I 
saw  the  moose,  a  big  buck  walking 
slowly  in  his  old,  old  forest.  Nothing 
but  an  elephant  can  look  so  primeval 
as  a  moose.  He  wasn't  more  than  75 
yards  away.  He  was  below  us  a  little 
and  was  crossing  in  front  of  us  headed 
to  our  right.  There  wasn't  a  second 
to  spare — he  knew  we  were  there — 
I  think  he  saw  Con  before  I  stepped 
from  behind.  There  was  only  time 
for  a  snap  shot  at  his  shoulder.  At 
that  distance  one  couldn't  miss  such 
a  mark  but  there  was  no  time  for  a 
second  shot.  He  disappeared  in  the 
thick  swamp  and  I  wondered  "is  he 
hit  after  all?"  We  watched  a  minute 
to  see  if  he  showed,  and  Con  grunted 
like  a  rival  bull.  Then  we  went  to- 
ward where  he  was  when  he  turned. 
There  was  some  blood  all  right.  We 
followed  up  and  heard  a  cough.  We 
came  in  about  a  hundred  yards  or  less 
to  a  stump  covered  with  froth  and 
blood — that  settled  it —  "a  lung 
shot."  Within  twenty  feet  turning  a 
big  boulder  Con  said  "Well!  there's 
your  moose." 

Poor  fallen  giant — there  he  was — 
down.  He  was  facing  us  and  if  he 
had  been  less  badly  wounded  might 
have  been  dangerous  as  we  were 
almost  on  him.  He  was  right  against 
the  big  rock  so  I  shot  him  through  the 
brain  for  fear  he  would  damage  his 
antlers  which  we  saw  at  once  wsre 
very  fine.  He  would  have  died  in  a 
minute  or  two,  but  one  never  knows. 

It  was  about  11  o'clock,  that  is 
10  o'clock  by  the  sun.    Off  came  our 


coats — mine  was  a  coat  sweater.  I 
had  discarded  my  khaki  canvas  shoot- 
ing coat  the  first  day  as  Con  thought 
it  might  make  too  much  noise  against 
the  brush.  Though  it  is  a  seven 
year  old  friend,  and  valued  on 
account  of  pocket  accommodation,  I 
took  the  guide's  advice  and  wore  the 
wool.  This  resulted  in  having  no 
camera  for  I  hate  the  thing  dangling 
on  a  strap. 

As  to  dressing  a  moose  it  is  to  be 
remembered  that  a  well  grown  moose 
is  as  big  as  a  horse  and  one  must  be  a 
rather^  expert  butcher  to  do  a  good 
job.  Con  was  all  that  and  I  was 
enough  of  a  country  boy  to  be  a  good 
helper  and  we  got  a  good  deal  done 
before  noon  when  we  stopped  for 
lunch.  It  is  really  not  a  job  I'd  like 
to  tackle  alone. 

You  take  a  ten  or  twelve  hundred 
pound  animal  in  an  awkward  hole 
and  what  can  one  man  do?  After 
lunch  Con  got  the  neck  very  neatly 
skmned  out  to  the  antlers.  I  asked 
for  lots  of  length  of  neck  so  the  mount 
would  not  be  too  short.  We  didn't 
quarter  him  as  we  thought  it  wiser  to 
bring  better  tools  than  our  hunting 
knives.  Con  used  a  good  deal  of 
moss  to  sop  up  the  blood  and  some 
more  cold  damp  moss  he  left  in  the 
carcass  to  keep  the  inside  cool  and 
free  of  flies.  We  carried  the  head  by 
turns  setting  the  palms  upside  down 
on  our  shoulders,  the  head  of  the 
moose  pointing  skyward,  the  neck 
skin  making  a  pad  for  one's  shoulders. 
I  should  say  it  weighed  about  70 
pounds  and  was  fairly  awkward  to 
carry  on  account  of  the  very  respect- 
able spread  which  turned  out  to  be 
46  inches. 
We  gladly  set  down  our  moose  head 
at  the  stage  road  and  went  to  Rich- 
ard's house  for  a  light  waggon.  We 
brought  cross  cut  saw  and  axes  and 
did  some  "swamping"  and  finished 
the  dressing  of  the  carcass. 

In  the  morning  Richards  who 
stayed  at  home  that  night  as  it  was 
closer,  met  me  at  the  woods  road  with 
his  sled,  which  in  Ontario  we  would 
call  a  "jumper,"  with  a  kind  of 
"travoise"  added  to  it.  For  the 
uninitiated  this  is  better  described 
as, the  front  end  of  a  "bob"  sleigh 
without  iron  runners  to  which  are 
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attached  two  poles  one  on  each  side, 
their  ends  trailing  on  the  ground. 
This  contrivance  carries  a  light  box 
like  a  waggon  box  and  it  is  warranted 
to  go  over  almost  any  ground  where 
you  can  persuade  a  horse  to  go. 
Con's  seventeen  year  old  son  was 
there  to  help. 

We  finished  swamping  our  road  to 
within  20  yards  of  the  carcass  and 
carried  the  quarters  that  far.  The 
hind  quarters  weighed  on  the  scales 
135  pounds  and  the  fore  quarters 
160  pounds.  We  got  out  to  the  stage 
road  at  noon,  transferred  to  the  light 
waggon  and  went  to  Richard's  house 
for  dinner.  Here  we  had  moose 
liver,  which  is  very  tender  and  quite 
different  from  any  meat  I  know. 

The  moose  was  very  fat.  I  brought 
home  some  beautiful  1  at  ~such  as  you 
would  take  out  of  a  stalled  ox.  The 
guide  thought  from  his  condition 
that  the  mating  season  had  barely 
started.    That's  about  all  my  story. 

After  dinner  we  fixed  the  quarters 
up  for  shipping  and  completed  skin- 
ning out  the  head  using  plenty  of 
salt  round  the  eyes,  etc.,  as  the 
weather  might  still  be  warm. 

I  got  to  Dartmouth  at  noon  next 
day  and  called  <  up  the  Musquodo 
meat  market  where  I  had  located 
Mr.  Purcel,  a  local  taxidermist. 

My  trip  cost  in  outlay  about  $50 
of  which  $15  was  the  cost  of  getting 
the  moose  out  and  delivered  at  Dart- 
mouth. Many  a  big  game  hunt  has 
cost  $1,000  or  $1,200.  My  old  boy- 
hood dream  became  a  reality  and  I 
had  had  my  moose  hunt  in  Nova 
Scotia. 

Mr*  Purcell,  a  local  taxidermist, 
turned  out  a  very  natural  looking 
head  for  a  surprisingly  low  price, 
not  of  course  included  in  above.  He 
is  a  taxidermist  who  has  seen  the 
animal  in  his  native  "habitat"  and 
does  not  get  the  ears  in  the  wrong 


place  as  some  high  priced  "artists" 
have  been  known  to  do. 

If  any  fellow  lovers  of  the  rifle 
and  the  woods  think  of  a  trip  in  Nova 
Scotia  in  the  Musquodoboit  District 
I  am  sure  Con.  Richards  could  give 
them  an  enjoyable  trip.  He  has  his  , 
own  camp  which  is  quite  as  well  situ- 
ated for  hunting  purposes  as  that  of 
my  friends. 

Don't  consider  that  you  are  sure 
to  get  a  good  head  or  even  to  get  a 
moose  at  all.  They  are  not  as  thick 
as  all  that.  I  rather  think  too,  that 
with  the  recent  protection,  there  are 
so  many  cows  in  proportion  to  the 
bulls  that  the  latter  don't  come  very 
readily  to  a  call — they  don't  have 
to. 

At  present  it  is  thought  that  the 
jnoose  are  on  the  increase  in  most 
districts, so  while  not  sure  to  get  one, 
it  is  at  least  likely  provided  you  can 
count  on  a  week  or  more  actual  hunt- 
ing. 

Red  deer,  which  had  been  exterm- 
inated, were,  I  understand,  brought 
in  and  are  given  protection  all  year, 
so  that  there  are  now  a  few.  This 
year  a  10  day's  open  season  from  Oct. 
21st  to  31st.  was  granted. 

While  on  my  trip  we  saw  one  or  two 
tracks  but  that  was  all  and  the  guide 
said  there  were  very  few  about, 
though  in  some  districts  they  are 
getting  more  common. 

I  hope  I  have  not  been  too  long 
winded  but  have  tried  to  tell  what 
I  like  to  know  myself.  Besides  when 
I  read  a  hunting  story  I  don't  like  it 
to  get  done  too  soon.  "Brevity  is 
the  soul  of  wit"  but  not  of  a  hunting 
story. 

Well  here's  hoping  that  I  get  a 
mountain  sheep  some  day  to  yarn 
about.  I  went  after  goats  once  in 
B.C.  but  had  no  luck  on  account  of 
bad  weather  conditions. 
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You  have  before  you — as  the  showman  says — -the  monster  devil  fish,  the 
octopus  of  the  seas;  its  diet  being  plain,  raw  man.— The  harmless  squids  are 
taken  alive  by  Coast  Indian  lads  armed  with  a  little  cedar  pole  and  gaff  hook. 
Quite  harmless!  I  was  just^  about  to  investigate  inside  this  one  when  the 
camera  went  bang. 
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A  pounding  serf  on  the  Pacific 


Two  Ancient  Beach  Combers 

Written  and  Illustrated  by  Bonnycastle  Dale 


WE  were  at  the  mouth  of  the 
"Mosks-la-boos,"  as  our  In- 
dians called  the  "Forked 
River"  or  the  Skagit.  We  were 
photographing  wild  fowl  and  musk- 
rats.  The  month  of  March  was 
wild  and  windy  and  our  tent  on  the 
sandy  shore  of  the  lagoon  shivered  in 
the  gale.  "Let's  go  away  up  the  river, 
it's  too  wild  to  photograph  now,"  said 
Laddie  Jr. 

Off  we  set  in  our  big  Eastern  canoe. 
The  Spring  flood  was  pouring  down 
from  the  Cascades  and  the  river 
bubbled  in  a  muddy  yellow  current. 
The  tide  was  in  and  the  muskrats 
had  finally  eaten  the  dyke  so  badly 
that  the  old  ocean  had  torn  its  way  in 
and  the  lower  fields  were  deeply 
flooded. 

"  'Las-kit'  told  me  there  are  two 
crazy  men  living  up  the  river,"  called 
the  boy. 

"I've  heard  about  them — stick  your 
blade  in — the  current 's  heavy  here." 
Through  the  now  returning  tide  and 
the  swift  current  we  battled,  doing 
a  mile  an  *hour,  Now  we  turned 
into  a  creek  that  fed  the  river  and 
found  ^easier  paddling.  It  was  evi- 
dently* spring  fed  and  clear  as  crystal. 
We  could  see  the  brook' trout  darting 
away  beneath  us  and  the  pintails 
and  widgeon  leaped  calling  from  the 
bog. 

"Let's  climb  that  wee  hill  and  get 


a  view,"  said  the  lad  and  out  we 
leaped  and  mounted  the  fir  clad  hill — 
to  the  north  lay  a  pleasant  valley, 
with  a  small  shanty  on  either  side 
of  the  creek,  the  early  morning  smoke 
pouring  out  of  each  chimney.  We 
could  see  a  short  log  canoe  being 
paddled  through  the  bog;  and  another 
canoe,  a  hundred  yards  behind,  sneak- 
ing along,  evidently  watching  the 
man  in  the  front  canoe. 

"What  is  it — German  spy  game?" 
laughed  the  lad.  We  watched  intent- 
ly, every  time  a  bend  hid  the  first 
craft  the  second  one  crept  ahead  and 
the  man  in  it  raised  up  and  carefully 
watched  the  other's  work. 

"The  first  man  is  looking  at  traps. 
I  saw  him  take  an  animal  out  of  one." 

"We  could  creep  up  there  and  spy 
on  both  from  the  next  hill," — and  we 
did.  A  most  interesting  sight  it 
was  too.  The  first  thing  we  saw  was 
a  boy's  figure  creep  out  of  one  of  the 
houses  and  dart  along  the  stump 
fence  to  the  creek  bank.  Then  a 
girl,  in  a  sunbonnet  and  carrying  a 
pail,  left  the  other  house  and  walked 
to  the  creek  for  water — -the  lad 
splashed  across,  spoke  to  the  girl, 
kissed  her  and  sneaked  back  to  the 
farther  cottage.  Now  we  saw  the 
last  canoe  turn  back  and  paddle 
down  the  creek,  so  we  entered  ours 
and  paddled  away  up  to  meet  him. 
We  rested  in  a  bend  and  watched  his 
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beside  us.  His  beard 
too  was  long  and  snowy. 


Deception  Pass 

approach — an  old  man,  white  bearded 
to  the  waist,  a  patriarch's  beard,  long 
and  snowy — 

"Good  day,"  I  said,  as  he  paddled 
up. 

"Where  you  goin'?"  he  asked  me. 

"Up  the  creek  to  photograph  wild 
fowl,"  I  assured  him. 

"Well  look  out  for  Grimshaw,  he's 
an  old  thief,"  and  he  gave  us  the 
history  of  the  other  canoeist — and  I 
am  sorry  to  say — his  daughter  too. 
Neither  of  them  could  be  trusted  with 
anything  they  could  lift — according 
to  his  story.  Tired  of  his  string  of 
abuse,  we  bade  him  good-bye  and 
paddled  on;  hearing  as  we  turned  the 
bend,  "You  just  better  watch  that 
old  thief,  Grimshaw.'' 

A  martin  in  a  tree  now  held  our 
attention  and,  while  I  was  trying  to 
picture  it  "tump" — "tump"  along 
came  the  other  old  log  canoe;  and  a 
second  white  bearded  old  man  paused 


Where  goin'?"  he 
asked. — I  told  him  our 
quest. 

"Well,  you'd  better 
keep  an  eye  on  your 
things,  there's  an  old 
thief  lives  in  that  east 
hut,  old  Brayley,  steal 
anything  you  got,  stole 
a  mus-rat  out  of  my 
trap,  he  did,  by  gosh."- 
And  he  gave  us  the  life 
history  of  his  neighbor 
and  of  his  boy.  "Sayr 
I'll  fill  young  Skinny  full 
^of  number  fours  if  he 
comes  a-nosing  around 
my  Mary  —  you  just 
keep  your  eyes  peeled — 
they're  full  bad,"  and 
off  he  paddled. 

"We  seem  to  be 
getting  the  life  history 
of  this  countryside,  eh 
Laddie?"  I  said  as  we 
paddled  on.  After'  a 
hard  morning's  work 
we  were  returning  down 
stream  and  saw  both 
of  the  old  men  seated 
on  their  doorsteps;  evi- 
dently watching  one  an- 
other. We  went  ashore  at  Brayley's 
first  and  met  the  boy  John,  otherwise 
"Skinny",  a  well  set  up  young  chap  of 
about  twenty.  Not  a  word  had  he 
to  say  against  his  neighbors  but  the 
old  man  still  sang  his  troubled  song. 
He  showed  me  the  telescope  he  used 
to  watch  his  neighbors  with — he  had 
been  an  old  sea  captain,  trading  up 
the    "Inside   Passage"    to  Alaska. 

"Say  that  old  skunk" — and  he 
pointed  towards  the  quietly  smoking 
Grimshaw  across  the  creek,  "used  to 
steal  all  my  customers,  he  had  a 
rotten  old  tub  with  a  mildewed  sheet, 
he  traded  up  there  too." 

We  stopped  in  at  Grimshaw's 
met  pretty,  shy  Mary,  heard  about  a 
yard  of  the  old  man's  abuse  of  his 
neighbor  and  paddled  back  to  our 
tent  laughing. 

Morning  after  morning,  when  we 
were  up  the  hills  behind  the  creek, 
trying  for  bear  and  deer  pictures  we 
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An  ancient  beach  comber 


saw  the  comedy  of  the  two  old 
beachcombers.  Both  at  times  pad- 
dled down  and  searched  their  ocean 
shores  for  tide  swept  flotsam,  never 
speaking  as  they  tugged  and-  towed 
past  one  another. 

There  was  a  great  flock  of  widgeon 
resting  on  Puget  Sound,  far  out,  each 
day,  and  we  determined!  to  try  for 
pictures.  We  were  carefully  warned 
to  keep  away  from  Deception  Pass: 
and  of  course  we  went  there.  Here 
was  a  channel  through  the  solid 
metamorphosed  limestones,  about  a 
hundred  feet  wide.  Through  it  pour- 
ed the  rushing  waters  of  the  Straits 
of  Georgia  which  fed  the  enclosed 
Puget  Sound.  *We  were  wise  enough 
not  to  try  this  trip  in  our  canoe, 
we  hired  a  muddy  little  gasoline 
launch  with  a  five  horse  engine  in  her, 
and  slopped  over  the  big  swells  and 
entered  the  bay  below  the  Pass  with 
the  tide. 

We  ^vvere  treated  to  a  wonderful 
sight.  The  owner  of  the  launch  had  a 
big  black  retriever  with  him,  as  we 
grated  ashore  a  wounded  surf  duck 
splashed  off  and  in  went  the  dog; 
despite  the  master's  calls.  The  re- 
triever was  all'  tight  as  long  as  he 
kept  in  the  shore  current,  once  the 
duck  entered  the  swift  waters  of  the 
Pass  both  dog  and  duck  were  swept 
along  at  a  terrific  pace.    We  ran 


along  the  beach  calling,  but,  although 
the  dog  tried  to  turn  and  breast  the 
current  he  found  it  impossible  to  do 
so.  Out  "put-putted"  the  man  in 
the  launch,  the  engine  did  not  seem 
to  even  increase  his  great  speed  when 
he  entered  the  eddying,  boiling,  out- 
going waters  of  the  Pass.  We  hur- 
riedly climbed  the  rocks  for  a  full 
view.  The  dog  was  an  hundred  yards, 
ahead  and  was  suddenly  swept  about 
towards  us;  Then  we  saw  the  won- 
derful power  of  the  tide  in  the  Pass — '■< 
without  any  slack  water,  the  tide 
changed  and  swept  the  dog,  and  then 
the  launch,  back  before  it — both 
made  the  Day  in  safety.  We  lay 
on  the  sloping  hot  rock  and  watched 
entranced,  the  mighty  forces  of  the 
inpouring  water,  no  boat  of  any 
power,  hereabouts,  had  ever  made 
the  Pass  against  full  high  tide.  We 
saw  a  "pile,"  a  seventy  foot  log,  come 
whirling  along,  instantly  it  was  suck- 
ed down  until  only  the  top  revolved 
above  the  water  and  it  passed  us 
with  a  sickening,  seemingly  beckon- 
ing motion.  By  now  the  water  in 
the  centre  of  the  Pass  was  fully  six 
feet  higher  than  at  the  sides.  We 
wandered  back,  full  of  respect  for 
the  mighty  forces  of  Deception  Pass 
and  did  our  work  silently  and  re- 
turned to  camp. 

John  was  there  to  meet  us,  he  often 
came  down,  once  he  brought  Mary, 
but  an  awful  row  resulted  and  John 
confided  that  he  was  going -to  leave 
home. 

About  midnight  as  I  was  sleeplessly 
watching  the  shadows  of  some  bats 
sweeping  over  the  moonlit  canvas 
I  saw  a  head,  then  the  shoulders; 
of  a  man  rise  up,  seemingly  out  of  the 
ground,  on  to  the  tent — 

"Hullo,"  I  called. 

"It's  me — John,"  answered  a  voice. 
"Can  I  speak  to  you?"  Soon  I  was 
dressed  and  outside. 

"I'm  going  away  sir,  and  wanted 
to  say  good-bye  to  you.  If  dad  comes 
down  tell  him  I  hid  one  canoe  in 
Winchell's  slough,  we're  taking  the 
other. — Yes,  Sir — " 

"Mary!"  he  called  and  another 
figure  stepped  forward  in  the  moon- 
light. "We're  going  across  to  Port 
Townsend  to  catch  the  boat.  We'll 
get  married  and  write  to  dad." 
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"You're  not  going  to 
risk  the  Pass  tonight,  are 
you?"  I  asked. 

"Yes,  Sir,  I've  been 
through  it  many  times, 
the  last  of  the  flood  will 
be  going  through  when 
we  get  there  and  its  calm 
on  the  Straits  to-night. 
Don't  worry  about  us. 
Mary  and  I  swim  like 
fishes." 

Nevertheless  it  was 
with  a  heavy  heart  I  saw 
them  paddle  out  into  the 
sparkling  waters  and  it 
was  daylight  before  I 
sank  into  uneasy  slumber. 

"Say!  Get  up!  Will  you?  I 
heard  two  voices  exclaim.  I  scram- 
bled out  and  there  were  the  two  old 
men,  enemies  no  longer,  both  tremb- 
ling with  excitement. 

"John  left  me  a  note,  sayin'  he 
was  going  up  to  Fir  to  take  the  train 
for  Seattle,  goin'  to  marry  Mary  as 
soon  as  he  gits  thar.  "He  took  both 
canoes,  an'  we  want  to  borry  yours 
and  paddle  up  and  see  if  he  did  go." 

It  took  me  an  hour  to  get  them  both 
seated  dowh  to  a  cup  of  coffee  and  to 
get  them  to  promise  not  to  interfere 
with  the  marriage.  I  then  paddled 
as  fast  as  I  could  to  the  Forks  and 


typical  Pacific  Coast  river  mouth 


ran  up  to  Fir  and  got  long  distance  to 
Vancouver  and  got  Port  Townsend 
^finally.  Yes!  the  license  had  been 
taken  out,  so  no  doubt  the  two  were 
married.  I  simply  rejoiced  that  they 
had  got  through  that  boiling  current 
safely. 

Sixteen  months  later,  when  we  were 
shooting  and  photographing  on  the 
flats  of  the  Skagit  we  saw  a  canoe 
arrive  and  out  stepped  John  and 
Mary — with  a  wee  bit  kiddie.  Lad- 
die Jr.  and  I  paddled  them  up  home 
and  to  see  those  two  old  whitebeards 
cuddle  that  baby  one  would  never 
believe  that  a  cross  word  had  ever 
passed  between  them. 


Days  of  Real  Sport  in  Algoma 


T.  J.  C. 


IT  was  a  fine  warm  day  in  mid 
September  in  the  year  1908  that 
we  started  out  to  the  woods  for 
a  day's  partridge  hunting.  After 
an  unsuccessful  forenoon  we  met, 
the  four  of  us,  at  our  appointed 
place  to  have  lunch,  and  while  wait- 
ing for  the  water  to  boil  for  tea 
some  one  proposed  that  we  go  for  a 
couple  of  weeks'  partridge  and  duck 
hunting  at  Rocky  Lake,  which  was 
about  twenty  miles  from  town  and 
isolated  by  about  ten  miles  of  solid 
wilderness  from  the  nearest  habita- 
tion, but  which  could  be  reached  by 
wagon  trail  which  solved  the  problem 
of  transportation. 


By  the  time  we  had  our  meager 
meal  finished  we  had  decided  to 
leave  the  following  morning  and  had 
our  plans  all  made.  We  then  hurried- 
ly dispersed  in  the  direction  of  home 
to  carry  them  out. 

Getting  ready  was  no  new  thing  to 
us,  having  done  it  many  times  before. 
It  consisted  of  getting  together  our 
outfits  and  grub,  also  of  hiring  a 
team  and  wagon  to  take  us  out.  Nor 
was  the  trip  expected  to  be  anything 
out  of  the  ordinary,  *as  we  had  made 
it  several  times  before,  at  least  three 
of  us  had  and  were  therefore  well 
acquainted  with  the  lake  and  the 
country  surrounding  it,  which  helped 
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a  good  deal  to  make<*the  trip  more 
enjoyable,  especially  for  myself. 

It  was  four  rather  sleepy  looking 
young  gents  who  met  at  the  stables  of 
one  Jim  Delaney  the  following  morn- 
ing, and  the  fact  that  it  was  raining 
a  little  didn't  help  to  liven  us  up  any. 

Jim  Delaney  was  the  man  we  had 
hired  to  transport  us  to  Rocky  Lake 
and  who  had  agreed  to  do  it  in  about 
six  hours  for  a  fair  sum,  adding 
the  stipulation  that  we  were  to  walk 
up  hills  and  over  all  rough  places 
which  we  knew  from  past  experiences 
meant  considerable  walking  through 
mud  as  well  as  climbing  hills.  Jim 
seemed  to  find  it  more  profitable  to 
serve  us  than  to  peddle  wood  around 
town,  though  he  wouldn't  admit  it, 
for  he  could  always  be  had  whenever 
we  wanted  him. 

We  hadn't  figured  on  it  raining  of 
course,  one  never  does  when  going 
hunting  or  fishing,  so  we  took  advan- 
tage of  the  chance  to  secure  a  couple 
of  rolls  of  tarred-paper  which  Jim 
had  on  Jiand  in  case  our  shack  should 
need  some  repair,  also  to  keep  eat- 
ables and  blankets  dry  on  the  way 
out. 

We  left  about  six  A.M.  and  arrived 
at  "the  landing"  at  Rocky  Lake 
about  six  hours  later  without  any 
other  mishap  than  when  Bill  Jones 
turned  a  somersault  off  the  front  seat 
into  a  mud  hole  that  happened  to  be 
handy  as  we  turned  off  the  main 
road  into  the  trail.  Bill  being  some- 
what of  a  cripple  and  also  an  excellent 
cook,  we  were  all  obliged  to  get  out 
into  the  mud  arid  help  him  out 
if  we  expected  any  dinner  that  day. 

We  had  to  make  the  final  stage  of 
our  journey  to  our  shack  at  the  head 
of  the  lake  by  boat,  and  as  luck  would 
have  it,  a  heavy,  cold  rain  had  now 
set  in,  soaking  our  blankets  and  some 
of  the  grub  and  ourselves,  but  thanks 
to  the  tar-paper  we  managed  to  keep 
the  flour  and  matches  dry.  At  camp 
we  found  some  dry  wood  and  soon 
had  a  roaring  hot  fire  going,  dried 
ourselves  out  and  got  on  the  outside 
of  a  good  hot  meal  which  we  appreci- 
ated as  only  those  in  our  position 
could. 

By  dark  that  night  we  had  our  blank- 
ets dried  out  and  two  very  comfort- 
able bunks  made  up  on  either  side  of  a 


stove,  and  after  giving  our  guns  a 
general  cleaning  we  "turned  in" 
and  were  soon  dead  to  the  world  in 
dreamless  slumber. 

Our  first  morning  in  camp  found 
us  up  before  daylight  and  breakfast 
over  when  the  first  faint  streaks  of 
light  showed  in  the  east.  Then  the 
wind  came  up  and  with  it  came  a 
heavy  sleet  which  later  turned  to  a 
heavy  rain.  We  gave  up  all  notion 
of  hunting  for  that  day  and  spent 
our  time  cooking  a  batch  of  bread 
and  pies  and  in  getting  in  a  good 
supply  of  wood.  The  evening  was 
spent  at  "King  Pedro"  and  other 
amusements. 

The  second  morning  was  a  big  im- 
provement on  the  first,  being  cold 
and  somewhat  misty,  and  made 
ideal  duck  shooting  weather,  for 
during  a  mist,  ducks  on  these  small 
lakes  and  "sloughs"  will  not  rise 
unless  hard  pressed  and  are  easy 
marks  for  either  rifle  or  shot  gun. 

On  each  small  lake,  of  which  there 
are  thousands  in  Northern  Ontario, 
there  are  from  one  to  three  pairs  of 
ducks  make  their  nests  and  each  raise 
a  brood  of  from  ten  to  twenty  young. 
These  are  about  full  grown  in  Sep- 
tember and  start  to  work  their  way 
South  in  twos  and  threes,  although 
there  are  sometimes,  but  seldom,  as 
many  as  a  dozen.  They  seem  to 
gather  together  again  when  they 
reach  the  Great  Lakes  as  they  are 
found  in  large  flocks,  especially  on 
the  North  shore.  Ducks  in  Ontario 
are  scarce  when  compared  with  the 
prairie  Provinces  of  Western  Canada. 

We  set  out  as  early  as  we  could,  two 
men  to  a  boat,  and  managed  to  make 
our  way  into  one  "slough"  before  the 
fog  lifted  and  were  just  in  time  too, 
for  we  had  just  got  into  well  screened 
positions  when  the  fog  began  to 
rise  revealing  two  large  "canvas 
backs.'  I  took  the  head  off  the  nearest 
one  with  my  rifle.  The  other  one 
rose  and  disappeared  in  the  mist  but 
came  circling  back  again  and  fell  to 
a  shot  from  Ted's  twelve  gauge  shot- 
gun, Ted  and  Bill  being  the  occu- 
pants of  the  other  boat. 

We  made  the  rounds  of  one  or 
two  more  "sloughs"  and  a  small 
marsh  but  without  success  so  re- 
turned to  camp  in  time  for  a  late 
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dinner.  We  gave  up  our  hunting, 
for  that  day  having  enough  meat  on 
hand  to  last  a  couple  of  days  and  none 
of  us  were  "game  hogs,"  as  wanton 
killers  of  game  are  known  in  this 
part  of  the  country. 

We  spent  the  next  two  days  in  the 
bush  after  partridge  and  were  lucky 
enough  to  secure  a  few,  also  a  few 
rabbits,  which  all  went  to  keep  Bill 
busy  cooking.  We  lived  pretty  high 
for  a  few  days. 

Sunday  turned  out  fine  and  warm. 
We  put  in  our  time  doing  the 
necessary  chores  around  camp  and  in 
a  little  exploring  trip  down  the  lake, 
and  on  our  way  back  to  camp  we 
noticed  a  flock  of  Mallards  light  in  a 
small  bay.  It  was  getting  dark  so  it 
was  a  safe  bet  that  they  intended 
resuming  their  Southward  flight.  If 
they  didn't  leave  then  it  meant  that 
we  were  in  for  some  more  bad  weather, 
so  we  accordingly  made  plans  to  be  in 
advantageous  positions  before  day- 
light next  morning. 

We  set  out  in  good  time  next  morn- 
ing ajnd  took  up  positions  which 
would  force  the  ducks  when  they  rose 
to  circle  over  our  heads  in  order  to 
reach  the  open  lake,  or  to  rise  above 
the  trees  on  shore.  Bill  and  Ted  were 
in  our  small  boat  both  armed  with 
shot  guns.  Fred,  who  was  with  me, 
had  an  excellent  shot  gun  but  no 
experience  in  using  it.  I  had  the 
trusty  38-55  Winchester  rifle  and 
for  that  reason  was  to  take  the  first 
shot,  so  we  took  up  a  position  .to  the 
left  of  the  others  and  waited. 

We  had  not  long  to  wait  however, 
for  with  the  light  came  a  slight 
breeze  which  seemed  to  lift  the  fog 
enough  for  us  to  see  clearly,  and  re- 
vealed several  ducks  swimming  back 
and  forth.  As  quiet  as  we  had  been 
they  heard  us  and,  like  ourselves, 
were  waiting  for  dawn.  I  lost  no 
time  in  starting  the  music.  I  took 
a  shot  at  the  nearest  one  and  motioned 
to  Fred  to  shoot  into  the  flock  at  the 
same  time,  but  he  wasn't  wise  enough 
at  the  game  to  know  what  I  meant 
and  calmly  waited  for  them  to  rise. 
My  shot  just  grazed  one  on  the  back 
and  he  had  to  be  stopped  with  a  shot 
from  Ted's  gun. 

The  low-hanging  fog  seemed  to 
bewilder  them  for  they  flew  low  over 


the  water  and  close  to  shore  and 
circled  two  or  three  times  before  mak- 
ing a  break  for  the  open  lajte.  They 
simply  refused  to  rise  through  the 
fog.  Fred  winged  one  and  Ted  two. 
Bill  was  waiting  for  Ted  to  open  up  as 
he  had  decided  to  follow  his  lead.  He 
shot  all  right  but  whether  he  hit 
anything  or  not  we  never  found  out. 
All  we  heard  were  two  distinct 
reports  and  to  our  surprise  we  saw 
Bill's  gun  with  the  end  split  wide 
open  flying  in  the  air,  and  Bill  him- 
self turning  a  backward  somersault 
and  lighting  in  the  water  almost 
headfist.  He  came  up  and  grabbed 
the  side  of  the  boat  and  tried  to  get 
into  it  that  way.  His  teeth  were 
chattering  from  the  cold  shock.  He 
was  an  expert  swimmer  but  very 
excitable.  Ted  had  troubles  all  his 
own  in  trying  to  keep  the  boat  right 
side  up  and  to  persuade  Bill  to  hang 
on  until  he  got  the  boat  over  to  a  log 
near  shore,  which  he  succeeded  in 
doing  after  a  long  three  minutes. 
With  the  assistance  of  the  log  Bill 
managed  to  get  back  into  the  boat 
without  spilling  Ted  into  the  water 
too. 

Ted,  and  Bill  who  was  chilled  to 
the  bone  by  his  early  morning  plunge, 
set  out  for  camp  as  fast  as  they  could 
go,  while  we  gathered  up  the  game 
and  by  tying  some  trolling  lines 
together,  weighting  them  with  sink- 
ers and  attaching  several  fish  hooks 
of  various  sizes,  endeavored  to  drag 
for  the  lost  gun.  But  try  as  we 
would  we  could  not  get  enough 
line  to  reach  bottom  at  that  spot.  I 
had  often  heard  it  said  that  there  was 
no  bottom  to  Rocky  Lake  and  caught 
myself  almost  believing  it. 

When  we  got  back  to  camp  we 
found  Bill  rolled  up  in  blankets 
loudly  discussing,  and  "cussing"  the 
accident  over  a  red-hot  stove  with 
Ted.  He  didn't  know  what  had 
happened  except  that  he  had  aimed 
at  the  ducks  and  pulled  one  trigger 
and  felt  an  enormous  kick,  then  the 
cold  shock  as  he  struck  the  ice  cold 
water.  The  way  we  reasoned  it  out 
was  that,  in  his  excitement  while 
waiting  he  had  unconsciously  pulled 
back  both  hammers,  (it  being  a 
double-barrelled,  twelve  gauge  shot- 
gun,) and  probably  dipped  the  end 


ROD  AND  GUN  IN  CANADA 


641 


of  the  barrels  in  the  water  which 
would  cause  one  barrel  to  split 
and  the  recoil  and  shock  had  jarred 
the  other  hammer  hard  enough  to 
release  it,  causing  the  other  charge 
to  explode.  This  seemed  to  be  the 
only  reasonable  solution  and  the  one 
Bill  thought  the  most  likely  for  we 
had  heard  two  distinct  explosions. 
Bill  had  made  up  his  mind  to  go 
back  to  the  scene  of  the  accident  that 
afternoon  and  dive  for  the  lost  gun, 
but  when  we  told  of  our  efforts  at 
dragging  for  it  he  soon  changed 
his  mind. 

Our  surprises  were  not  over  yet 
for  that  day.  We  had  a  visitor  in 
the  person  of  one  Joe  Lafave,  a  breed 
Indian,  who  accepted  our  invitation 
to  have  dinner  with  us  with  evident 
pleasure,  and,  much  to  our  amuse- 
ment and  to  Bill's  disgust,  made 
noticeable  inroads  on  our  stock  of 
pies.  It  turned  out  that  Joe's  busi- 
ness at  Rocky  Lake  that  day  was  to 
find  a  birch  bark  canoe  which  he 
claimed  was  his.  I  knew  the  canoe 
of  which  he  spoke  but  did  not  know 
that  it  was  still  oil  the  lake.  We 
weren't  just  sure  as  to  Joe  being  the 
rightful  owner  of  that  canoe.  My 
reason  for  doubt  was  based  on  the 
fact  that  I  had  seen  it  several  times 
and  in  charge  of  a  different  person 
each  time,  each  one  declaring  that 
its  former  possessor  had  stolen  it. 
But  as  Joe  told  me  his  story  of  having 
it  stolen  from  him  near  the  Indian 
Reserve  I  was  inclined  to  believe 
him. 

In  return  for  the  good  dinner 
Joe  invited  us  to  "lend  him  a  hand" 
at  locating  his  canoe,  which  we  did, 
and  you  imagine  my  surprise  when 
I  saw  him  pull  it  out  of  the  same  hid- 
ing place  where  I  had  last  seen  it 
taken  from.  I  had  never  dreamed 
that  that  particular  "birch  bark" 
would  be  hidden  in  the  same  place 
twice  or  I  would  certainly  have  made 
use  of  it. 

We  accompanied  Joe  to  the  mouth 
of  the  river  and  watched  him  skill- 
fully guide  it  over  the  apron  of  the 
dam  into  the  slower  water  below  on 
his  way  to  the  "Reserve."  He 
waved  a  good-bye  as  he  disappeared 
around  the  first  bend,  which  was  the 
last  we  saw  of  Joe  Lafave.  We 


started  back  for  camp  only  to  meet 
with  still  another  surprise  that  day. 

We  had  just  come  in  sight  of  the 
"Landing"  and  it  was  a  very  busy 
scene  that  greeted  our  eyes  and  on  a 
closer  but  unobstructive  investiga- 
tion we  saw  that  we  were  to  have 
company  on  the  lake.  There  were 
four  men  and  four  women  besides  the 
two  teamsters,  who  were  hurriedly 
unloading  a  canoe  and  a  row-boat 
from  one  waggon,  and  tents,  bedding 
and  eatables  from  the  second  one. 

We  noticed  that  the  new-comers 
had  taken  possession  of  the  skiff,  or 
"white  boat"  as  it  was  known  to  us, 
that  was  left  at  the  landing  for  any 
chance  sportsman  who  happened 
along.  Just  where  they  intended  to 
camp  we  couldn't  give  a  guess  for 
they  were  loading  their  stuff  into  the 
boats  and  we  were  still  more  mysti- 
fied when  we  saw  them  start  down  the 
lake,  as  we  knew  of  no  place  on  all 
that  shore  where  tents  could  be  put 
up  without  clearing  away  a  few 
trees.  There  was  an  old  shack  on 
that  end  of  the  lake  but  it  would  be 
impossible  for  them  to  get  to  it  with 
the  boats  that  night  as  it  was 
getting  dark  then.  It  was  hard  to  get 
to  it  in  daylight  and  there  was  no 
trail.  We  gave  it  up  for  that  day 
and  went  back  to  camp  to  find  a 
good  supper  awaiting  us.  We  had 
decided  to  look  up  our  new  neighbors 
next  day  and  get  acquainted  if  the 
opportunity  presented  itself,  so  we 
promptly  forgot  them,  cleared  away 
the  supper  dishes  and  got  busy  at  the 
cards. 

We  took  our  time  about  starting 
next  morning,  waiting  until  the  wind, 
which  was  from  the  West,  had  come 
up  fairly  strong,.  This  took  us  down 
two  miles  of  open  water-way  in  a 
short  time  while  all  the  paddling  we 
had  to  do  was  just  enough  to  steer  by. 
It  didn't  take  us  long  to  locate  our 
new  neighbors.  They  were  camped 
in  the  most  unlooked-for  place  on  the 
whole  lake,  namely,  a  small  rock 
island  about  five  hundred  yards  from 
the  nearest  shore.  The  island  was 
about  twenty  yards  wide  by  thirty 
yards  long.  On  its  south  side  there 
was  a  small  landing  beach  about 
fifty  feet  long  and  running  back 
about  twenty  feet  to  a  shoulder  of 
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rock  about  ten  feet  high  and  per- 
pendicular on  that  side.  This  was 
where  they  kept  their  boats. 

The  tents  were  set  up  on  the  north 
side,  the  guy  ropes  being  fastened  to  a 
timber  on  each  side,  These  in  turn 
were  weighted  with  stones.  They 
must  have  worked  all  night  for  the 
stones  would  have  to  be  brought 
from  the  mainland  as  did  all  their 
wood.  As  soon  as  we  had  come  in 
sight  of  their  camp  we  headed  our 
boats  north-east  intending  to  spend 
the  day  on  a  creek  that  ran  in  to  the 
lake  at  that  point.  This  would  give 
us  reason  to  pass  close  to  their  camp 
without  going  out  of  our  way.  As 
we  came  closer  to  the  island  a  man 
came  down  to  the  boats  and  sat 
down  on  the  bow  of  one.  He  carried 
a  rifle,  this  he  laid  across  his  knees, 
folded  his  arms  and  waited  to  see 
what  we  were  after. 

We  kept  about  twenty  feet  out, 
ceased  paddling  and  greeted  the 
stranger  with  a  hearty  "good-day." 
He  never  answered  except  to  unfold 
his  arms,  fondle  his  rifle  and  carelessly 
point  it  our  way,  which  all  meant 
that  we  were  to  keep  on  going.  We 
naturally  felt  quite-  peeved  to  find 
that  our  only  neighbors  were  enemies 
instead  of  friends. 

We  continued  0n  to  the  creek 
and  spent  the  day  hunting  through 
the  marshes  for  duck  but  without 
success.  Our  bad  luck  was  soon 
forgotten  when  a  fine  big  bull  moose 
ambled  out  of  the  bush  and  calmly 
eyed  us  for  a  full  five  minutes,  then 
went  off  the  way  he  had  come.  It 
was  hard  to  keep  from  taking  a  shot 
at  him  but  it  was  still  six  weeks  till 
open  season  for  big  game  and  we 
could  not  have  used  'one  quarter  of 
the  meat.  He  had  a  fair  spread  of 
horns,  which  I  would  like  to  have  had 
in  another  month's  time.  They  were 
hardly  full  size  yet. 

The  next  two  days  were  spent  in 
the  woods  mostly.  After  a  look 
around  for  ducks  in  the  early  morn- 
ing we  loaned  our  "little  green  boat" 
which  was  as  good  as  a  canoe,  to  an 
old  man  and  his  son,  who  had  come 
out  for  a  day's  fishing.  They  prom- 
ised to  leave  it  at  our  camp  that 
evening  but  failed  to  do  so.  We 
looked  around  our  .end  of  the  lake, 


but  could  see  no  sign  of  it  or  those  to 
whom  we  had  loaned  it.  We  then 
had  supper,  did  the  usual  evening 
chores,  then  turned  in  for  the  night, 
giving  the  lost  boat  no  further 
thought  expecting  it  to  turn  up  in  the 
morning. 

When  morning  came  three  of  us 
started  out  just  before  daylight  for  a 
small  "slough"  where  We  had  seen  a 
couple  of  ducks  light  at  dusk  the 
night  before.  There  was  a  natural 
screen  of  beaver  grass  across  the 
opening  to  this  slough,  which  made 
it  e^asy  for  us  to  look  it  over  without 
being  seen,  for  the  early  morning 
mist  had  already  lifted.  We  found 
three  canvasbacks  peacefully  feeding 
and  as  they  were  moving  about,  too 
swiitly  for  me  to  risk  a  shot  with  the 
rifle,  I  left  all  the  fun  to  Ted  and 
Fred.  They  got  one  each,  the  third 
one  making  good  his  escape. 

We  then  took  a  turn  around  the 
lower  end  of  the  lake  intending  to 
return  to  camp  by  the  north  side  of 
Burnt  Island,  hoping  to  come  across 
more  ducks  in  some  of  the  small 
bays  or  inlets  off  that  narrow  channel. 
When  we  came  in  full  view  of  our 
enemies'  camp  we  observed  our  lost 
green  boaf  pulled  up  amongst  theirs. 
This  meant  one  of  two  things  to  us, 
namely;  that  the  ones  we  had  loaned 
it  to  had  stayed  here  over  night, 
or  that  these  people  had  taken  poss- 
ession of  the  boat  when  the  others 
were  through  with  it  the  day  before. 
Anyhow,  we*  meant  to  find  out  as 
quickly  as  possible,  so  I  headed  for 
their  camp.  As  we  came  close  we 
saw  our  "particular  friend"  with  the 
gun  strolling  down  to  greet  us,  pre- 
sumably in  the  same  manner  as  on 
our  former  visit.  We  lost  no  time 
in  making  inquiries  and  were  curtly 
informed  that  they  were  using  the 
boat  themselves.  We  attempted  an 
explanation  and  then  argument,  but 
neither  was  of  any  use  as  he  sat  there 
with  a  queer  smile  on  his  lips  and 
menaced  us  with  that  infernal  rifle.  I 
didn't  take  long  to  find  out  what 
made  him  so  cocksure  of  himself,  for 
on  taking  a  glance  over  the  rock  I 
discovered  another  rifle  trained  on  us. 
It  was  plain  that  they  had  this  "drop" 
on  us,  but  we  felt  sure  that  they 
would  not  shoot  unless  we  started 
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something,  and  that  they  would  shoot 
if  we  did  make  any  attempt  to  recover 
our  boat.  It  was  also  easy  to  see 
that  this  one  man  was  not  a  resident 
of  this  part  of  the  country,  and  we 
felt  the  same  about  one  other  of  the 
party.  It  was  evident  that  they  were 
a  couple  of  hired  rowdies;  therefore 
the  display  of  firearms. 

We  stayed  around  a  little  longer 
and  I  purposely  made  two  rounds  of 
the  island  to  see  if  there  were  any 
more  guns  in  sight,  especially  shot- 
guns, but  they  apparently  had  not 
one  shot-gun  among  them.  This 
rather  pleased  me  for  I  was  already 
hatching  up  plans  for  recapturing  our 
boat. 

When  Ted  spied  the  second  gun 
trained  on  us  he  grew  wrathful  and 
showed  symptoms  of  taking  a  shot 
at  them.  Ted  was  somewhat  of  a 
wild  one  anyway  and  skilled  in  the 
use  of  firearms  of  every  sort.  He 
had  a  police  record  for  dare-devil 
pranks,  but  no  convictions  against 
him. 

It  was  only  by  manoeuvering  the 
boat  the  wrong  way  until  we  were 
out  of  range  and  thereby  spoiling 
his  chance  of  shooting  at  them  that  we 
kept  Ted  from  carrying  out  his 
intentions.  It  made  him  simply  rave 
at  me,  but  he  saw  the  wisdom  of  my 
move  after  .his  rage  cooled  down. 
It  was  only  the  fact  that  we  had 
left  without  breakfast  that  morning 
and  the  feel  of  an  empty  stomach  that 
kept  him  from  going  back  right  away. 
So  we  made  haste  for  camp  and  got  a 
raking-over  from  Bill  for  keeping 
breakfast  waiting  so  long.  However; 
when  we  told  him  the  cause  of  the 
delay  his  anger  shifted  to  the  other 
parties. 

We  had  -company  that  day  for 
dinner  and  they  stayed  until  the  next 
afternoon.  Two  young  fellows  from 
town  whom  we  knew  well  were  out 
for  a  couple  of  days  duck  hunting. 
To  our  surprise  they  went  looking 
for  a  birch  bark  canoe  they  had  hidden 
on  their  last  visit  and  didn't  seem  to 
worry  any  when  we  told  them  what 
had  become  of  it.  They  were  mad 
though,  when  we  told  them  where  the 
rest  of  the  boats  were. 

That  afternoon  we  decided  to  stay 
around  camp  and  do  some  very  ur- 


gent camp  choreas,  such  as  cutting 
another  supply  of  wood,  help  with 
the  cooking  and  so  forth.  So  we 
loaned  our  one/  remaining  boat  to 
our  visitors. 

That  evening  over  a  late  supper 
we  discussed  plans  for  a  hunt  the 
following  morning  for  some  ducks 
our  friends  had  seen  light  on  the  lake 
that  evening,  but  when  the  question 
of  boats  came  up  we  all  looked  at 
one  another  rather  foolishly  for  we 
had  entirely  forgotten  that  we  had 
only  one  boat  and  it  would  not  carry 
the  six  of  us.  "  There  was  a  heavy 
square-nosed  punt  which  was  badly 
water-logged  and  partly  sunk  near 
our  camp,  but  for  hunting  duck  it 
was  impossible.  I  had  had  my  mind 
made  up  to  steal  our  little  green  boat 
back  from  our  enemies,  so  I  volun- 
teered at  once  to  go  right  then.  I 
felt  that  I  knew  the  lake  well  enough 
to  guide  our  boat  to  that  island,  take 
the  lost  one  and  get  back  wiihout 
being  seen  or  heard,  providing  that 
two  of  the  boys  would  come  with  me 
and  do  the  rowing  until  we  reached 
the  lower  end  of  Burnt  Island. 

Ted  and  Fred  were  both  eager  to 
accompany  me.  It  was  nine  o'clock 
then,  so  we  set  out  at  once,  the  other 
two  rowing  while  I  handled  the 
steering  paddle.  It  was  a  very  dark 
night,  so  dark  that  I  had  to  steer  by 
compass  and  had  to  wait  twice  for 
the  moon  to  show  through  a  rift  in 
the  clouds  so  that  I  could  get  my 
exact  bearings. 

When  we  neared  the  end  of  Burnt 
Island  I  had  the  boys  quit  rowing  and 
keep  their  oars  on  their  knees  ready 
for  instant  use,  so  that  they  wouldn't 
make  any  noise  with  them,  for  the 
least  sound  carries  a  long  way  on 
water,  more  so  on  a  still  night.  We 
found  the  island  without  any  mishap. 
Their  big  camp  fire  guided  us  as 
soon  as  we  got  where  we  could  see  it. 

I  was  well  used  to  handling  a  paddle 
and  had  no  trouble  in  getting  right 
up  to  their  boats  without  making  any 
noise,  and  was  very  busy  working  the 
bow  of  our  lost  boat  loose,  bit  here 
"Cupid"  spoiled  all  our  well-laid 
plans.  We  had  evidently  butted  in 
on  a  love  scene,  or  better  still,  "love 
in  the  dark."  We  were  simply  frozen 
stiff,  by  the  curt  inquiry  of  "who's 
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there?"  When  the  moon  showed 
through  a  rift  in  the  clouds  we  made 
out  the  forms  of  a  lady  and  gentleman 
also  the  glitter  of  a  rifle  barrel  point- 
ing our  way.  The  man  made  a 
move  towards  us  and  at  the  same 
time  I  noticed  that  Ted  had  hold  of 
the  boat  we  were  after  so  I  gave  a 
push  on  the  one  we  were  in  with  the 
paddle  against  the  rock,  but  our 
friend,  the  enemy,  was  too  quick  for 
us.  He  jumped  and  grabbed  the 
rope  attached  to  the  bow  of  the  other 
boat,  pulling  it  well  up  on  shore.  Ted 
had  let  go  his  hold  when  he  saw  that 
the  fellow  had  got  hold  of  the  rope. 
This  let  us  glide  out  into  the  darkness 
again  where  we  couldn't  be  seen. 
Then  we  wearily  pulled  for  camp. 

I  imagine  we  looked  rather  foolish 
when  we  tried  to  explain  our  failure 
to  the  other  boys  on  arriving  back 
without  the  boat  we  had  gone  for. 
They  jeered  us  unmercifully  and  made 
me  a  special  mark  for  their  bantering 
remarks.  They  tormented  me  so 
much  that  I  determined  to^try  again 
if  Ted  and  one  other  would  come  with 
me.  He  readily  agreed  as  also  did 
Fred. 

So  we  set  out  again  after  playing 
cards  for  a  couple  of  hours  to  give 
our  neighbors  time  to  get  over  their 
scare  and  get  to  bed.  This  time  we 
changed  our  tactics  somewhat,  Ted 
doing  the  steering  while  I  took  the 
forward  oar.  I  also  took  an  extra 
paddle  along. 

We  went  down  on  the  north  side  of 
JBurnt  Island,  this  way  being  longer 
as  it  was  narrow  and  winding,  and 
hard  to  find  our  way  in  the  darkness, 
but  it  afforded  us  a  view  of  their 
camp  without  getting  anyway  near 
it.  Everything  looked  peaceful. 
The  fire  had  burned  low  and  there  was 
no  sign  of  anyone  stirring,  though  we 
watched  for  some  time.  The  boats 
were  on  the  south  side  and  we  couldn't 
see  them  for  the  shadow  cast  over 
them  by  the  shoulder  of  rock,  which 
was  in  our  favor.  It  wasn't  likely 
that  they  would  have  a  guard  over 
them  or  he  would  have  been  around 
the  fire,  especially  when  it  got  low. 

Our  plan  this  time  was  for  Ted  to 
paddle  the  boat  quietly  up  to  the 
west  point  of  their  island.  I  was  to 
step  out  and  shove  it  off  again,  make 


my  way  to  the  green  boat,  jump  in  and 
and  push  off;  while  the  others  went 
around  to  the  north  side  and  kept 
watch  on  the  camp.  If  anyone  ap- 
peared they  were  to  take  their  re- 
volvers and  shoot  into  the  air  and 
shout  to  attract  their  attention  that 
way  until  I  made  my  get-a-way, 
and  if  I  got  away  safely  we  were  to 
go  back  and  give  them  a  little  scare 
before  going  back  to  camp.  , 

I  took  off  my  boots  as  I  was  afraid 
they  would  make  too  much  noise  on 
the  rock,  took  my  paddle  in  my  hand, 
and  was  all  ready  to  step  ashore 
Then  Ted  paddled  up  gently.  I  put 
my  one  foot  out  to  keep  the  bow  from 
striking,  stepped  ashore  and  shoved 
t{iem  off.  I  crept  along  in  the  shadow, 
found  our  boat  tied  to  something  back 
on  the  rock.  Taking  my  knife  I  cut 
the  rope,  lifted  up  the  bow  and  slid  it 
back  gently  into  the  water  and 
climbed  in.  It  was  a  good  thing 
that  I  had  thought  to  bring  a  paddle 
with  me  as  there  were  none  in  the 
boat. 

I  had  just  sat  down  in  the  stern  and 
was  shoving  off  when  I  was  startled 
by  three  quick  shots.  In  spite  of 
the  fact  that  I  expected  them  they 
startled  me  so  much  that  I  forgot 
myself  and  let  the  bow  of  my  boat  hit 
one  of  the  others.  This  made  quite 
a  loud  noise.  I  heard  a  scramole 
upon  the  rocks  eo  I  got  busy  and 
paddled  backwards  as  hard"  as  I 
possibly  could.  This  took  me  out 
quite  a  way.  When  I  was  far  enough 
out,  as  I  thought,  I  turned  the  boat 
west  and  headed  for  the  shadow  of 
Burnt  Island. 

Despite  the  racket  the  other  boys 
were  making  some  one  in  the  camp 
had  heard  the  bumping  of  the  boats, 
for  a  rifle  shot  rang  out  just  as  I  was 
getting  underway,  and  a  bullet  hit 
the  water  ahead  of  me.  It  was  followed 
by  another  one  that  went  througn 
the  bow  of  my  boat  above  the  water- 
line.  I  oelieved  he  was  just  shoot- 
ing at  the  noise  for  I  don't  think 
it  was  possible  for  him  to  see  me. 
Anyhow  I  paddled  more  quietly 
and  no  more  shots  came. 

When  I  had  got  well  out  of  range 
I  stopped  and  looked  back  to  see 
what  was  going  on.  Their  fire  was 
burning  up  brightly  now  and  I  could 
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•see  people  running  here  and  there, 
and  hear  them  shouting.  Evidently 
our  little  escapade  had  caused  some 
excitement.  I  could  hear  nothing 
of  Ted  and  Fred,  but  now  saw  them 
passing  between  me  and  -  the  fire, 
going  east.  I  took  my  revolver  and 
emptied  it  into  the  air.  Ted  led 
out  a  joyous  whoop.  This  caused 
more  excitement  among  our  enemies 
for  there  was  more  shouting  and 
pointing.  I 

As  it  was  almost  impossible  for 
two  to  row  and  steer  through  the 
darkness  I  tied  the  recaptured  boat  to 
the  back- of  the  other  one;  then  I 
climbed  into  the  back  seat  and  did 
the  steering  while  the  other  two 
rowed, 

It  was  three  o'clock  when  we  got 
back  to  camp.  We  weren't  laughed 
at  this  time.  In  fact  the  others 
looked  quite  grave  and  talked  fight 
when  I  told  them  I  had  been  shot  at, 
but  we  all  decided  that  it  was  better 
for  us  to  not  say  anything  about  it 
unless  the  other  parties  did,  and 
that  was  the  last  we  ever  heard  about 
it. 

We  crawled  into  our  bunks  for  we 
were  too  tired  to  get  in  airy  other 
way,  and,  giving  the  others  a  warn- 
ing not  to  waken  us  when  they  got 
up,  were  soon  sound  asleep. 

The  others  got  up  and  went  for 
their  hunt,  and  came  back  at  noon 
with  one  duck.  They  also  informed 
us  that  our  enemies  had  broken  camp 
and  left  the  lake  that  morning.  They 
had  evidently  intended  to  leave  that 
day  for  they  had  everytning  moved 
up  to  the  landing  when  the  wagons 
arrived  at  ten  A.M.  to  take  them 
back  to  town.  I  met  one  of  the  men 
different  times  on  the  street  in  town. 
He  didn't  speak  but  looked  at  me 
with  a  foolish  grin  on  his  face. 

Our  supplies  were  running  low  by 
this  time.  We  had  some  flour,  sugar, 
salt  and  canned  milk  left,  and  counted 
on  killing  enough  game  to  keep  us 
going  until  Jim  came  for  us  about 
the  middle  of  the  following  week. 
But  as  luck  would  have  it  a  north- 
west gale  set  in  that  very  afternoon 
accompanied  by  rain,  hail  and  sleet. 
This  storm  lasted  two  days  and  made 


hunting  of  any  kind  impossible,  one 
duck  being  all  that  we  could  get  and 
that  was  due  simply  to  sheer  good 
luck  and  the  quick  acting  of  Ted. 

It  happened  that  we  were  all  sitting 
around  the  stove  about  half  dressed. 
We  had  been  out  that  morning  and 
got  pretty  wet  and  were  just  getting 
dried  out.  Bill  was  busy  washing  our 
dinner  dishes  and,  on  opening  the 
door  to  throw  the  dish-water  out, 
saw  a  duck  light  on  the  water  just 
across  the  bay.  He  pointed  it  out 
to  Ted.  All  the  clothing  Ted  had  on 
was  a  light  jersey  sweater  and  a  pair 
of  trousers,  but  that  made  no  differ- 
ence to  him  when  there  was  a  good 
supper  in  sight.  He  grabbed  his 
shot-gun,  which  happened  to  be 
loaded,  and  ran  down  to  the  lake; 
pushed  off  the  nearest  boat  and 
paddled  hard  towards  the  duck,,  but 
the  wind  was  too  strong  for  him  and 
was  blowing  him  further  away.  He 
took  a  shot  at  the  duck  then  but 
missed.  The  duck  rose  and  flew 
down  the  lake  before  the  wind.  Ted 
raised  our  improvised  sail  and  man- 
aged to  keep  pace  with  the  bird, 
Then  for  some  reason  the  duck 
turned  south.  This  brought *it  with- 
in easy  range.  Ted  made  good  with 
his  one  remaining  shot,  and  the  duck 
fell  just  a  little  bit  ahead  of  the 
boat,  making  it  easy  for  liim  to 
pick  up. 

He  was  unable  to  get  back  to  camp 
against  the  strong  wind  alone.  Know- 
ing this,  Fred  and  I  took  the  small 
boat  and  went  down  after  him.  We 
found  him  stranded  on  a  small  point 
and  preparing  to  walk  around  the 
shore  to  camp.  We  left  the  one 
boat  pulled  up  to  a  safe  distance  on 
the  point  and  the  three  of  us  returned 
in  the  one.  It  was  all  we  could  do 
to  get  back  to  camp  through  the 
^yind  and  hail,  but  the  reward  was 
worth  it  so  we  didn't  complain. 

On  Monday  we  had  one  slice  of 
bread  each  and  decided  to  walk 
to  town  next  morning.  So  when 
morning  did  come  we  made  a  kind 
of  pan-cake  out  of  the  remaining 
bit  of  flour,  and  made  syrup  out  of 
what  sugar  was  left.  This  we  forced 
down  us,  then  taking  our  blankets 
and  guns  set  out  for  home,  arriving 
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that  afternoon  weary  and  hungry,  we  had  enjoyed  every  minute  of  it. 
Thus  ended  our  duck  hunting  for  But  then,  that  was  only  one  of  our 
that  season.    We  were  sorry  too  as    many  trips. 


A  Caribou  Hunt  in  the  Restigouche  Country 

Henry  Duncan  Ghisholm 


A  camp  fire  by  the  Restigouche; 

A  star  hung  patch  of  sky; 
The  night  wind  croons  its  deep-woods 
song, 

The  hunter's  lullaby. 
The  rapids  laugh  from  pool  to  pool 
Where  deep  the  salmon  lie. 


ALTHOUGH  several  years  have 
passed  since  we  took  the  trip 
the  memory  of  it  is  still  fresh  as 
it  was  one  of  the  most  enjoyable  of 
many  hunting  trips.  Frank  and  I 
went  on  the  invitation  of  Jack,  a 
prince  of  good  fellows  and  one  of  the 
most  experienced  woodsmen  and  hunt- 
ers in  Northern  New  Brunswick. 

Our  battery  consisted  of  a,  .303 
British,  Winchester,  model  1895  car- 
ried by  Frank,  and  a  .35  Winchester 
packed  by  myself.  Jack  carried  a 
heavy  Mauser  pistol  as  we  were 
expected  to  do  the  heavy  "work. 
Jack  christened  my  gun  "the  cannon" 
and  it  was  some  cannon  all  right  with 
a  roar  and  a  bit  of  a  jar  to  it,  but  the 
thirty-five  will  bring  home  the  bacon 
if  held  right.  I  found  it  the  most 
satisfactory  rifle  I  ever  used,  and  I 
have  used  most  all  of  them.  Of 
course  it  is  heavier  than  is  .necessary 
for  caribou,  but  is  a  fine  all  around 
gun  for  a  big  game.  One  advantage 
of  the  thirty-five  is  that  it  is  the  only 
rifle  in  which  I  have  found  an  auxili- 
ary chamber  work  successfully.  My 
chamber  used  the  .38  Smith  &  Wesson 
cartridges  and  they  were  extremely 
accurate  up  to  say  fifty  yards,  drop- 
ping quickly  at  longer  ranges  owing 
to  the  light  powder  charge.  Of 
course  the  .38  bullet  is  slightly  larger 
than  the  bore  of  the  .35  and  that 
makes  it  accurate  with  a  light  load. 
The  soft  lead  bullet  would  strip  with 
a  heavier  charge  of  powder.  I  have 
found  the  chamber  of  little  use  with 
the  .32  Special,  .303  and  .22  High 


Power,  as  the  bullet  strips  through 
the  rifling,  particularly  the  .22  H.  P. 
But  I  must  get  back  to  that  caribou 
hunt.  When  I  get  talking  rifle  I 
do  not  know  when  to  stop. 

We  met  Jack  in  Gampbellton  and 
took  the  train  there  for  Matapedia. 
Most  of  you  have  heard  of  Matapedia 
with  its  famous  "Meeting  of  the 
Waters."  There  is  located  the  head- 
quarters of  the  Restigouche  Salmon 
Club  looking  just  like  a  big  white  farm 
house  surrounded  by  well  kept  lawns 
set  in  this  beautiful  valley  among  the 
green  hills  of  Restigouche.  This  is 
said  to  be  the  wealthiest  sporting 
club  in  America.  They  have  a  large 
part  of  the  fishing  rights  on  the 
Restigouche  leased  from  the  New 
Brunswick  government  and  private 
parties.  We  left  Matapedia  next 
morning  before  daylight  and  joined 
the  scow  for  up  river  at  Deeside. 

It  was  near  the  last  of  October  and 
this  was  the  last  scow  to  go  up  before 
winter  set  in.  Most  of  the  supplies 
for  the  Restigouche  lumber  camps 
are  taken  up  in  the  summer  and  fall 
on  these  river  scows  towed  by  teams. 
Besides  the  scow,  which  was  loaded 
with  potatoes,  turnips  and  hay,  we 
had  two  "dugout"  canoes.  There 
were  ten  of  us  all  told  including  two 
hunters  who  were  going  up  to  look 
after  W.  K.  Vanderbilt  Jr/s  game 
preserve  somewhere  up  the  Patape- 
dia  in  Quebec,  and  the  boys  who 
handled  the  scow  bound  for  "Big 
Jim's*'  camp  on  the  Patapedia.  While 
the  men  were  preparing  for  the  start, 
Frank  and  I  tried  out  our  new 
auxiliary  chambers  along  the  beach. 
We  found  as  I  have  said  the  .32  in 
the  .303  very  unreliable  but  the  .38 
S.  Sc.  W.  in  the  .35  surprisingly 
accurate. 

At  last  we  were  off.  The  scowing 
was  new  to  me  and  is  a  very  pleasant 
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way  of  travelling  in  fine  weather. 
The  river  winds  away  among  the 
tree-clad  hills  without  a  fall  or  a 
dangerous  rapid  in  its  whole  length. 
It  was  hard  pulling  for  the  team  in 
.  the  rapids,  but  we  helped  them  out 
with  the  poles,  and  in  the  long 
pools  we  moved  along  easily.  There 
are  some  wonderful  pools  and  long 
reaches,  notably  the  long  straight 
reach  catted  by  the  Indians  "Long 
Lookum."  Another  place  known  to 
every.  Restigouche  Voyageur  is  Gross 
Point  where  the  river  makes  a  great 
sweep  around  a  high  narrow  neck  of 
cliff.  On  its  top  is  or  was  a  cross 
erected  by  some  pious  padre  of  the 
long  ago.  The  scowmen  of  course 
know  every  pool  and  rapid.  The 
teamster  rides  one  of  the  horses  and 
tows  along  the  beaches,  the  team 
being  taken  on  the  scow  and  ferried 
from  beach  to  beach  across  the  deep 
pools. 

Rain  came  on  just  before  noon 
making  it  rather  unpleasant.  In  the 
afternoon  we  had  a  rather  exciting 
time.  We  came  to  a  place  where  the 
river  drops  a  few  feet  over  a  ledge 
on  one  side  only.  It  can  be  avoided 
by  poling  across  the  pool,  but  when 
the  water  is  low  scows  are  towed 
over  it  without  any  trouble.  At 
this  time  the  water  was  fairly  high 
but  J ack  thought  she  would  make 
the  grade  all  right.  The  men  grabbed 
their  poles  and  Jack  stood  over  the 
tow  line,  with  an  axe.  Frank  rather 
expected  her  to  swamp  and  had  our 
rifles  and  duffle  bags*  in  one  of  the 
"dugouts."  Instead  of  rising  to  the 
fall  under  she  went  just  as  Jack  cut 
the  line  and  our  gallant  craft  was 
swept  from  stem  to  stern.  She  of 
course  did  not  sink,  but  filled  to 
gunwales  and  was  swept  far  down 
the  pool  before  the  boys  could  get 
her  grounded.  A  lot  of  the  light 
.  junk  was  carried  overboard,  and 
Frank  and  I  were  busy  salvaging 
tin  pails,  dippers,  plates  and  various 

Eackages,  while  the  rest  of  the  crew 
aled  out  the  scow  and  got  her 
going  again. 

On  taking  stock  we  found  that  we 
had  lost  most  of  the  sugar,  salt  and 
bread  as  well  as  some  other  small 
junk.  However,  we  had  tea,  salt 
pork  and  plenty  of  potatoes  and  tur- 
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nips  and  so  would  not  starve.  Van- 
derbilt's  men  kindly  shared  some  of 
their  supplies  with" us.  Their  stuff 
had  escaped  a  wetting,  being  in  their 
canoe  towing  alongside.  We  were 
still  about  three  days  from  camp 
as  the  scow  flies. 

It  had  been  raining  steadily  all 
afternoon,  so  that  by  the  time  we 
reached  our  camping  place  we  were 
all  pretty  well  soaked,  between  the 
rain  and  the  wreck.  We  had  expec- 
ted to  pass  the  night  in  an  old  camp, 
but  found  that  someone  had  taken 
the  stove,  so  we  had  to  camp  out  in 
the  rain  under  a  couple  of  tarps  with 
wet  boughs  for  a  bed.  We  soon 
had  a  big  fire  going  and  after  a  dipper 
of  hot  tea  and  a  feed  of  salt-pork- 
potato-turnip  Mulligan  (I  always 
spell  Mulligan  with  a  capital  since) 
we  felt  a  lot  better.  Soon  the  boys 
were  dropping  off  to  sleep,  lulled  by 
the  gentle  murmur  of  old  Restigouche 
swishing  past,  and  the  not  so  gentle 
patter  of  the  rain  on  the  leaky  tarps 
and  on  ten  pairs  of  wet  sock  feet 
all  in  a  row  as  near  the  fire  as  was  safe. 
Someone  was  brave  enough  to  get 
up  through  the  night  several  times 
to  replenish  the  fire. 

Most  all  next  day  it  rained,  cold, 
wet  October  rain.  Nothing  very 
exciting  happened  excepting  Mulli- 
gan at  regular  intervals.  We  saw 
our  first  big  game  that  day,  a  fine 
buck  deer,  when  our  rifles  were  safely 
stowed  away  under  cover.  Just  as 
we  were  passing  the  mouth  of  a 
small  brook,  Frank,  and  I  happened  to 
look  up  the  little  stream,  and  there  , 
stepping  easily  across  in  the  misty 
green  distance  was  a  handsome  buck 
with  a  wonderful  head.  It  was  just 
a  glimpse  as  the  scow  was  moving 
and  the  brook  was  narrow.  It  re- 
minded me  of  a  wonderful  dim  old 
painting  of  a  deer  crossing  a  brook 
which  I  saw  when  a  youngster  in  an 
old  Restigouche  farm  house.  We 
got  a  couple  of  partridges  along  the 
bank  that  day  but  it  was  too  wet 
to  travel  through  the  woods.  We 
camped  again  on  the  main  river  that 
night  and  next  day  turned  up  the 
Patapedia.  Its  current  is  more  rapid 
than  that  of  the  main  river  and  it  is 
also  shallower.  This  made  our  pro- 
gress slower,  and,  as  the  weather  was 
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now  fine,  Frank  and  I  had  plenty  of 
time  to  hunt  birds,  and  we  picked  up 
quite  a  number  along  the  flats. 

That  night  we  had  a  good  dry  camp 
on  a  nice  flat,  and  Jack  made  a  royal 
Mulligan  with  ten  partridges,  salt 
pork,  potatoes  and  turnips.  He  is 
certainly  some  cook,  and  the  appetiz- 
ing smell  from  that  big  Dutch  oven  of 
partridge  stew  would  have  stirred 
a  wooden  image  to  action.  A  moving 
picture  of  the  ten  of  us  in  action 
seated  on  a  big  windfall  would  have 
beaten  Charlie  Chaplin  out  of  sight. 

Next  morning  we  passed  a  large 
beaver  dam  at  the  mouth  of  a  small 
creek.  It  was  newly  built  and  must 
have  been  quite  a  colony  as  trees 
had  been  cut  for  quite  a  distance  up 
the  river.  I  have  heard  it  said  that  a 
beaver  never  lodged  a  tree,  but  here 
we  had  evidence  that  they  did  once 
in  a  while  as  we  noticed  several 
that  were  lodged. 

That  afternoon  we  made  the  depot 
camp  where  the  scow  was  to  be  laid 
up  for  the  winter,  and  walked  up  the 
gulch  two  or  three  miles  to  Big  Jim's 
camp.  As  we  came  out  into  the 
clearing  around  the  camp,  the  stars 
were  coming  out  above  the  black 
rim  of  the  surrounding  hills,  and  the 
men  and  teams  were  coming  in  to 
camp  in  the  gathering  dusk.  The 
cheery  bustle  was  good  to  hear,  every 
sound  echoing  back  from  the  hills 
and  resounding  through  the  deep 
woods,  the  calls  of  the  men,  the  bang- 
ing of  the  camp  doors,  the  neighing 
of  the  horses  and  the  clank  of  chains 
and  harness.  The  bright  lights  from 
the  windows  and  the  cloud  of  smoke 
from  the  cook's  camp  were  a  very 
welcome  jsight  after  camping  out  in 
the  rain  for  a  few  nights.  This 
camp  had  been  used  for  a  number  of 
years  and  was  well  built  and  comfort- 
able. It  was  built  in  the  style  of 
most  Restigouche  camps,  consisting 
of  two  big  camps,  cook's  camp  and 
sleeping  camp,  joined  by  a  partly 
open  shed  where  supplies  were  kept. 
The  foreman,  Rig  Jim,  who  is  one  of 
the  best  known  woodsmen  in  all  the 
North  country,  gave  us  the  glad  hand, 
and  we  had  a  big  talk  that  night  as 
we  had  brought  all  the  latest  news 
from  home.    He  very  kindly  gave 


Frank  and  me  his  comfortable  bunk 
in  the  cook's  camp. 

The  cook  and  the  cookee  had 
robably  been  busy  for  a  couple  of 
ours  before  we  were  awakened  by 
the  customary  yell  to  the  boys  to 
"Roll  Out."  After  a  hearty  camp 
breakfast  including  an  installment  of 
the  traditional  pork  and  beans,  we 
started  out  on  our  first  day  of  real 
hunting.  We  walked  down  the  gulch 
to  the  river  and  went  up  a  short 
distance  in  the  canoe  until  we  found 
a  good  camping  place  and  then  took 
to  the  woods.  The  ground  was 
frozen  and  a  light  snow  had  fallen  on 
the  hills  a  few  days  before.  These 
hills  were  burned  over  many  years 
ago  and  there  are  many  open  places 
where  there  is  an  abundance  of  the 
moss  on  which  the  caribou  feed. 
We  crossed  many  old  tracks  until 
at  last  we  came  upon  the  fresh  trail 
of  three  caribou.  After  following 
them  for  some  time,  Jack  cautioned  us 
that  we  were  very  close,  and  sure 
enough  in  a  few  minutes  we  saw  a 
small  open  space  before  us  and  two 
spike  horns  about  fifty  yards  away. 
We  were  disappointed  at  not  seeing 
a  good  head  but  we  wanted  meat  and 
dropped  both  of  them  where  they 
stood.  It  took  us  the  rest  of  the 
day  to  get  the  meat  down  to  the 
canoe. 

After  fixing  up  a  temporary  shelter 
we  soon  had  a  fire  going  and  what 
a  feed  we  had  that  night.  Jack  had 
brought  a  Dutch  oven  in  the  canoe 
and  he  proceeded  to  cover  the  bottom 
with  thick  slices  of  caribou  steak  along 
with  a  few  slices  of  salt  pork.  I 
want  to  repeat  that  Jack  is  some 
cook.  Never  was  tenderer,  juicier 
steak  than  name  out  of  that  old 
Dutch  oven.  How  we  "slept  that 
night  on  the  springy  spruce  boughs 
under  the  warm  grey  blankets  "Down 
by  the  riverside."  Surely  there  is  no 
lullaby  for  the  tired  hunter  like 
"The  music  of  many  waters." 

Next  day  we  travelled  a  good 
many  miles  over  the  hills  but  saw  no 
caribou  though  we  ran  across  many 
tracks.  We  had  good  sport  with  the 
spruce  partridge  and  shot  a  few. 
Jack  got  most  of  them  with  his 
big  pistol.  Frank  and  I  used  our 
chambers.    These  spruce  partridge 


ROD  AND  GUN  IN  CANADA 


649 


are  found  only  in  the  deep  woods 
away  from  all  settlements,  and  are 
very  handsome  bird  with  their  dark 
feathers  and  bright  comb.  We  came 
to  an  old  hunter's  camp  just  about 
dusk.  There  was  a  stove  and  plenty 
of  dry  wood  around  so  we  passed 
a  fairly  comfortable  night  though  we 
had  no  blankets.  In  the  morning 
we  noticed  that  the  camp  was  built 
near  an  old  beaver  dam  on  a  small 
brook. 

We  were  off  again  at  daylight. 
The  snow  by  this  time  was  nearly 
all  gone  as  the  days  were  fine  and 
bright,  making  it  almost  impossible 
to  follow  any  fresh  tracks.  We 
simply  travelled  from  one  open  place 
to  another  expecting  J;o  see  caribou 
in  every  glade.  After  travelling  for 
a  couple  of  hours  we  came  to  a 
stretch  of  barren  about  fifty  acres  in 
extent,  carpeted  with  moss  and  brok- 
en by  a  few  low  clumps  of  bushes. 
We  stopped  at  the  edge  of  the  woods 
and  looked  around.  As  we  looked 
,  a  young  buck  came  out  from  behind 
a  clump  of  bushes  feeding  quietly 
about  seventy-five- yards  away,  but 
we  were  looking  for  a  good  head  and 
did  not  want  him.  We  walked 
through  a  neck  of  woods  and  came 
to  the  edge  of  a  still  larger  barren. 
On  looking  carefully  around  we  spied 
the  liead  and  shoulders  of  a  magni- 
ficent buck  feeding  behind  a  clump 
of  bushes.  Wishing  to  make  sure 
of  him  Frank  and  I  both  fired  and  he 
simply  collapsed  on  the  spot.  He  was 
a  splendid  buck.  One  of  the  finest 
caribou  heads  I  have  ever  seen.  I 
have  it  heTe~a#-~£  write,  having  had  it 
mounted  at  Fredericton,  N.B.  On 
examining  him  we  found  that  the  .35 
had  gone  through  the  heart  and  the 
.303  through  the  neck.  It  was  no 
wonder  he  collapsed.  (  As  we  fired 
quite  a  herd  of  caribou  dashed  into 
the  woods  from  where  they  had  been 
feeding  behind  various  clumps  of 
bushes,  but  we  did  not  notice  a  good 
head  among  them.  We  were  a  con- 
siderable distance  from  the  river,  and 
it  took  us'  all  the  rest  of  the  day  to 
get  the  head,  skin  and  part  of  the 
meat  out.  Jack  took  the  head  on 
his  back  with  a  horn  over  each  shoul- 
der, and  his  rate  of  travel  in  that 
rough  country  with  such  an  awk- 


ward pack  was  amazing.  That  night 
we  got  back  to  Big  Jim's  camp  tired, 
hungry  and  satisfied. 

We  had  just  one  more  day  so 
Frank  and  I  went  out  next  morning 
with  the  idea  of  picking  up  a  few 
partridges  and  possibly  running  across 
a  deer.  It  was  a  glorious  day  of 
bright  sun,  and  a  little  snow  had 
fallen  in  the  night.  We  were  soon 
on  the  ridge  and  hadl some  good  sport 
with  the  partridge.  We  followed 
some  fresh  deer  tracks  for  some  time 
but  led  away  from  the  river  and  we 
gave  them  up.  In  the  afternoon  we 
struck  the  trail  of  three  bears,  evi- 
dently the  mother  and  two  cubs. 
Apparently  they  were  looking  for  a 
winter  den,  and  had  been  eating 
the  frozen  blueberries  which  were 
abundant.  The  hill  had  been  burned 
over  long  before  and  was  dotted  with 
big  hollow  pine  stubs  and  more  or 
less  grown  up  with  scrub.  It  seemed 
as  though  that  old  bear  had  climbed 
nearly  every  big  pine  stub  on  the  hill. 
At  last  we  came  to  a  very  large  stub 
about  ten  feet  high,  with  a  Mountain 
ash  growing  close  alongside.  There 
were  many  claw  marks  on  the  stub 
and  we  felt  sure  that  our  bears  were 
inside.  Frank  leaned  his  rifle  against 
the  foot  of  the  stub  and  started  up 
the  mountain  ash.  I  stood  a  few 
yards  off  with  the  .35  and  it  was 
rather  exciting  as  Frank  got  near 
the  top  where  he  could  look  in.  If 
they  were  there  he  would  have  to 
come  down  in  a  hurry.  But  sad  to 
relate  they  were  not  there.  We  took 
up  the  trail  again,  but  there  was  such 
a  maze  Of  tracks  crossing  and  recross- 
ing  that  we  gave  it  up  and  sat  down 
on  a  windfall  and  had  a  good  laugh 
at  that  old  bear.  She  was  too  much 
for  us. 

I  think  we  enjoyed  that  day  as 
much  as  any  day  of  the  hunt.  It  was 
such  a  glorious  day,  and  the  travelling 
on  the  ridge  was  good,  the  woods 
being  open  and  there  was  just  enough 
snow  for  tracking.  We  "boiled  the 
kettle"  in  a  hollow  by  a  clear  little 
brook  with  the  warm  sun  slanting 
down  on  the  new  snow.  Jack  told 
us  that  bears  will  do  some  amazing 
stunts  to  throw  hunters  off  their 
trail  when  they  are  looking  for  a  den. 
He  had  known  one  that  he  was 


650 


ROD  AND  GUN  IN  CANADA 


following  to  climb  a  leaning  stub  and 
jump  into  a  patch  of  brush  to  break 
the  trail. 

Next  morning  we  said  "so  long"  to 
the  boys  at  the  camp  and  got  under 
way  at  daylight.  There  were  four 
of  us,  Jack,  Frank  and  I  and  a  chap 
going  out  from  the  camp.  The  old 
dugout  was  well  loaded  with  caribou 
meat,  skins  and  heads  and  a  bunch 
of  partridge.  We  expected  to  make 
the  run  out  about  sixty  miles, 
in  the  day  and  that  meant  an  early 
start  and  hard  paddling.  The  cur- 
rent probably  averages  three  or  four 
miles  an  hour.  Three  of  us  paddled 
all  the  time  and  we  made  good  speed. 
Passing  a  sandy  beach  a  few  miles 
below  our  starting  point  I  happened 
to  look  ashore  and  there  was  a  fine 
buck  deer  drinking.    The  water  was 


rapid  and  our  rifles  under  cover 
and  he  was  in  the  woods  in  two 
bounds  after  taking  a  good  look  at  us 
as  we  shot  past  about  ten  yards 
away.  Both  parties  got  quite  a 
surprise  but  the  buck  recovered  his 
wits  first. 

We  made  just  one  stop  for  lunch  on 
the  main  river  opposite  the  mouth  of 
the  Patapedia.  We  made  the  old 
dugout  shoot  the  rapids  and  fly  down 
the  long  pools,  and  arrived  at  Deeside 
about  eight  o'clock,  walked  to  Pata- 
pedia through  the  mud,  and  caught 
the  express  for  home.  Our  '-game 
and  other  junk  followed  us  next 
morning.  We  arrived  very  dirty, 
and  very  tired,  but  well  satisfied  with 
our  trip  on  that  wonderful  old  river 
that  sings  its  way  down  through  the 
green  Eastern  hills. 


A  Mystery  Solved 

John  B.  Smith 


ONE  fine  day  last  spring,  just  about  noon, 
as  I  came  in  from  the  field  I  happened 
to  pass  the  graaary  and  noticed  some 
chickens  which  had  their  heads  poked 
through  the  rocks  in  the  foundation  of  the 
granary.  They  seemed  to  be  very  busy  at 
something  and  while  I  paid  no  attention  to 
them  at  the  time  after  my  horse  had  been  fed 
I  thought  it  better  to  take  a  look  and  see  what 
was  the  matter  with  the  chickens  as  they  then 
appeared  to  be  so  very  still.  To  my  surprise 
I  found  that  they  were  dead,  some  of  them 
having  their  heads  chewed  off  while  some  had 
the  blood  sucked  out  of  them.  There  was  a 
small  crack  in  the  floor  of  the  granary  which 
just  let  out  a  little  grain  at  a  time  and  it  was 
this  that  the  chickens  had  been  after.  This 
granary  was  «fouilt  on  a  slanting  piece  of 
ground,  one  side  resting  on  the  ground  and 
the  other  on  rocks  about  a  foot  high.  Now, 
I  wondered  what  might  be  under  the  granary 
that  had  killed  the  chickens,  which  numbered 
eight.  I  called  to  my  brother  and  told  him 
about  it  and  we  soon  got  busy.  We  pulled 
some  of  the  rocks  out  of  the  way  and  then  got 
a  long  stick  and  poked  it  under  the  granary. 
Nothing  was  gained  by  these  tactics  so  we 
thought  of  the  cat  which  was  soon  tied  to  the 
end  of  the  pole  we  were  using  and  we  then 
poked  the  pole  under  the  granary.  Suddenly 


we  heard  an  awful  commotion.  The  cat  was 
trying  to  get  away  from  something  which 
-we  could  not  see,  but  which  she  could  and 
which  she  evidently  refused  to  tackle.  She 
succeeded  however,  in  scaring  the  animal, 
whiCjh  proved  to  be  a  mink,  out  of  its  hiding 
place^and  my  brother  with  his  shotgun  fired 
at  it  but  instead  of  hitting  the  mink  shot  a 
hole  through  the  granary  floor  and  in  con- 
sequence the  grain  began  to  leak  out.  We 
paid  no  attention  to  that  or  to  the  cat,  which 
happened  to  get  caught  on  a  bent  nail  that 
was  protruding  under  the  floor,  and  my 
brother  finally  got  another  sihot  at  the  mink, 
evidently  with  telling  effect.  There  was  not, 
however,  enough  room  for  either  one  of  Us  to 
crawl  under  the  granary  to  release  the  cat 
so  we  had  to  tie  a  knife  to  the  end  of  another 
stick  and  push  that  under  to  cut  the  rope 
that  held  the  cat.  The  cat  free,  we  went  to 
our  dinner.  After  eating  we  went  out  after 
the  mink,  thinking  of  course  that  it  was  dead 
but  to  our  great  surprise  we  found  three  more 
chickens  dead  and  the  mink  very  much  alive. 

We  then  dug  a  hole  under  the  granary  on  the 
side  that  rested  on  the  ground  and  my  brother, 
crawled  in  with  his  gun  and  killed  the  mink 
which  was  hidden  in  one  corner  thus  prevent- 
ing any  further  trouble  from  that  quarter. 


F.  V.  Williams 


IT  came  from  across  the  water,  it 
did,  and  it  stood  in  a  show-case 
with  a  half  dozen  of  the  same 
manufacturer.  Row  on  row  there 
were  of  shining  new  barrels  in  the 
glass  covered  show-case  back  of  the 
counter.  There  were  lever  action, 
forearm  or  slide  action,  a  few  auto- 
matics and  bolt  action  galore — every- 
thing in  guns. 

"Yessir,  what  can  I  do  for  you  sir? 
Like  to  look  at  some  guns?  Oh!.. yes 
we've  got  a  very  good  assortment," 
and  as  the  customer  stopped  in  front 
of  the  counter  the  young  clerk  shoved 
back  the  sliding  door  of  the  gun  case 
and  looked  expectantly  at  the  two 
people,  standing  opposite.  One,  a 
man  of  perhaps  fifty,  tall,  broad- 
shouldered  and  with  no  spare  flesh 
on  his  frame.  He  looked  as  if  he 
might  be  a  bit  of  an  athlete  for  all 


his  gray  hair.  The  other  perhaps 
ten  years  his  junior,  was  an  entirely 
different  type.  Sportsman  he  pro- 
bably was,  but  comfort  of  the  eat-and- 
grow-fat-kind  was  written  all  over 
him.  One  did  not  need  a  character 
reading  to  tell  what  personal  comfort 
came  first,  last,  and  all  the  time  with 
him. 

The  florid  face,  large  waistline  and 
fat  flabby  cheeks  and  the  "take  it 
easy"  air  of  the  man  all  went  to  pro- 
claim the  gentleman  just  what  he  was, 
one  of  the  fortunate  ones  of  earth, 
who  are  never  interested  in  anything 
save  their  own  comfort. 

"My  friend  here  is  looking  for  a 
high  power  rifle.  Have  you  got  some- 
thing preety  good  in  that  line?" 
queried  the  older  man  of  the  two, 
with  a  smile,  and  the  salesman  in 
less  time  than  it  takes  to  tell  had  laid 
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before  him  four  of  the  latest  models. 

Detailed  information  regarding  vel- 
ocity, range,  etc.,  were  gone  into  on 

each  of  the  different  models,  the  older 
man  endeavouring  to  induce  the 
younger  to  buy  a  large  calibre  wea- 
pon that  carried  a  heavy  ball,  while 
the  younger  insisted  on  the  lighter 
weapon  with  the  extreme  high-power 
cartridges.  After  a  half  hour  of 
talk  they  seemed  no  nearer  a  purchase 
than  when  they  came  in,  the  older 
of  the  two  was  plainly  growing  im- 
patient and  the  young  salesman  fear- 
ful lest  his  customer— who  seemed 
to  be  worth  while,  should  slip  away 
leaving  him  with  a  half  hour  of  wasted 
time  to  make  up,  made  one  last 
desperate  effort  to  land  a  sale.  Turn- 
ing from  the  older  man  he  smiled  in- 
dulgently at  him  of  the  large  waist 
and  remarked,  "If  these  guns  are  not 
long  enough  range,  why  not  invest  in 

-xone  of  these,  they  will  shoot  a  mile," 
laying  his  hand  on  one  of  the  seven 
weapons  mentioned.  "These  are  an 
imported  weapon  and  are  guaranteed 
to  have  the  longest  range  of  any  of 
the  high  power  rifles,  bolt  action  as 
you  see,"  he  remarked,"  and  extremely 
light  weight."    Suiting  the  action  to 
the  word  .he  threw  the  rifle  to  his 
shoulder,    aimed   at   an  imaginary 
object,  threw  back  the  bolt  as  if 
ejecting  an  exploded  shell  and  closing 
the  action  passed  it  over  to  the 
younger  customer  with  the  remark 
"As  light  as  they  can  be  made"  and, 
he  made  the  sale.    Yessir!  he  sure 
did,  he  had  guessed  right.    It  was 
the  light  weight  and  the  long  range 
that  appealed  to  him.    His  friend  at 
his  side  grumbled  something  about 
a  "pop-gun"  at  which  the  stout  man 
and  the  salesman  laughed,  and  as 
he  went  down  in  his  pocket  for  the 
necessary  "iron  men"  to  pay  for 
his  rifle,  he  turned  to  the  other  and 
remarked  "I'll  bet  you  fifty  dollars 
I  can  kill  a  moose  as  far  with  that 
"pop-gun"   as   you   can   with  the 
"cannon"    you   carry."  "Possibly, 
possibly"   returned    the   other,  "if 
you  hit  him  in  the  right  spot"  and  as 
he  saw  the  other  was  about  to  con- 
tinue the  argument  he  walked  away 
and  began  examining  dog-collars  till 
the  other  had  completed  his  purchase. 
The   moose  season  had  opened, 


also  the  deer  season.    Hunters  there 
were  in  the  woods  aplenty,  but  in  the 
section  where  our  friends  had  lo- 
cated for  a  hunt  there  were  perhaps 
a  half  -dozen  hunters  in  a  territory 
one  hundred  miles  square,  at  least 
that  was  the  estimate  made  by  the 
guide,   and  the  country  was  sure 
one  grand  game  preserve.    Deer  there 
were  and  moose.    The  man  with  the 
gun  had  remarked  that  he  did  not 
intend   shooting   a   buck  until  he 
could  get  a  good  head  and  in  the  first 
week  he  let  several  good  chances 
slip  by  to  secure  a  deer.    One  the 
guide  shot  for  camp  use.    The  hunter 
with  the  "gun  that  would  shoot  a 
mile"  was  out  with  his  friend  one 
afternoon   and   after  tramping  for 
some  hours  through  a  very  promising 
piece  of  timber  and  bush  country, 
they  had  about  decided  to  give  it 
up  for  the  day.     Scarcely  a  half  mile 
from  camp  they  broke  through  a 
fringe  of  brush,  the  younger  man  in 
the  lead — and  they  stumbled  onto 
a  much  worn  trail  used  for  a  portage 
to  the  lake  beyond  the  log  cabin 
where  they  were  stopping.  Around 
the  bend  in  the  trail  they  went,  the 
younger  still  in  the  lead,  and  as  he 
made  the  turn  the  older  man  saw 
him  "freeze"  and  slowly  raise  his 
rifle.    He  got  a  glance  through  the 
brush  in  the  direction    the  other's 
rifle  was  pointing  and  there,  not 
sixty  yards  away,  stood  a  splendid 
three   point   buck.    He    noted  all 
this  in  perhaps  three  seconds.  When 
the  sharp  report  of  the  other's  rifle 
broke  the  big  silence  of  the  wood  and 
the .  buck  crumpled  up  like  a  pin- 
pricked   balloon   and   sank  in  his 
tracks.    "Some  gun!"  remarked  the 
one  who  had  fired  the  shot,  glancing 
back  over  his  shoulder  at  the  other, 
who  came  rushing  up  to  see  the  prize, 
"Why  that  deer  never  knew  what  hit 
him."    He  ejected  the  exploded  shell 
and  shoved  a  new  one  into  place. 

The  deer  was  certainly  a  beauty 
and  the  one  shot  had  been  amply  suf- 
ficient, breaking  the  neck  close  to  the 
sKoulder  and  causing  instant  death. 
Not  to  mar  his  friend's  happiness  the 
older  man  did  not  say  what  he  could 
have.  He  had  seen  large  deer  killed 
just  as  quickly  and  cleanly  with  the 
old  44  cal.,  and  black  powder,  over 
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distances  greater  than  this  shot. 
But  why  spoil  a  friend's  happiness 
over  his  successful  shot  by  making 
unnecessary  comparisons.  They  cut 
a  pole  and  tying  the  deer's  feet  to- 
gether they  ran  the  pole  between  his 
legs  and  marched  triumphantly  inttf 
camp.  The  very  fact  that  they  were 
so  close  to  camp  pleased  the  owner 
of  the  deer  immensely,  for  physical 
exertion  was  a  thing  he  detested. 

Followed  three  days  of  stormy, 
rainy,  disagreeable  weather  in  which 
they  ventured  forth  but  little.  The 
one  who  had  shot  the  deer  during 
this  "spell"  of  weather  developed  a 
habit  that  made  the  guide  exceedingly 
"wroth"  every  time  he  practiced  it. 
He  would  sit  outside  under  the  shelter 
of  an  old  lean-to  roof  and  test  his 
high-power  rifle  for  penetration  on 
sundry  piles  of  wood  and  old  logs, 
trunks  of  trees,  etc.,  and  for  this 
purpose  he  had  brought  along  some 
steel  jacketed  bullets.  It  sure  was 
marvellous,  the  penetration  of  those 
steel  coated  'pills'  through  wood,  but 
it  made  the  guide  'sore.'  "Why  man," 
he  remarked  on  the  third  day,  "you've 
fired  about  a  hundred  rounds  of 
ammunition  now.  You  and  your 
partner  are  the  bosses  to  be  sure,  but 
all  the  deer  and  moose  in  the  country 
will  travel  night  and  day  to  get  away 
from  a  racket  like  that.  I  would 
like  to  see  you  both  get  your  full 
allowance  of  game."  To  all  of  this 
the  other  simply  grinned  and  said 
"Don't  you  worry,  I've  been  on  these 
trips  before  and  we  will  get  our  full 
complement  and  have  a  little  target 
shooting  too,  see?" 

The  next  day  was  fine  fortunately 
and  the  hunters  started  out  again. 
The  guide  and  the  older  man  taking 
the  canoe  and  going  across  to  the 
lake  mentioned  where  he  left  him  and 
came  back  to  get  the  other  fellow 
for  a  try  -for  moose.  In  two  hours 
the  hunter  was  tired  of  hiking,  and 
wanted  the  guide  to  post  him  on  a 
run-way  somewhere  and  make  a 
circle  about  and  see  if  he  could  not 
"put  up"  something.  Now  there 
were  two  reasons  and  good  ones  why 
the  guide  did  not  wax  enthusiastic 
about  this  scheme,  one  was  that  he 
was  afraid  his  hunter  might  go  to 
sleep  and  the  other  was  that  he  might 


stay  awake  and  shoot  at  him  by 
mistake,  taking  any  moving  object 
in  the  brush  for  a  deer  or  moose. 
Finally  the  guide  compromised.  "If 
you  will  go  about  two  miles  further 
along  this  ridge  we  will  come  to  a 
bit  of  country  full  of  small  swamp 
a  few  miles  from  the  mountains  and 
I  can  place  you  there  where  I  think 
you  can  get  a  shot."  As  there 
seemed  to  be  no  other  way  out  the 
hunter  consented  and  an  hour  later 
he  was  posted  beside  a  weather 
beaten  old  spruce  on  a  bit  of  a  rise 
that  gave  him  as  good  a  view  of  the 
surrounding  country  as  one  could 
hope  to  find,  in  timber  country. 

On  his  left  the  ground  sloped  away 
to  a  big  swamp.  On  his  right  was  a 
deep  ravine  with  precipitous  sides 
that  would  necessitate  the  travelling 
of  miles  in  a  roundabout  way  to 
reach  the  other  side,  tho'  in  a  direct 
line  the  distance  to  the  largest  open 
space  was  probably  anywhere  from 
six  to  eight  hundred  yards\  and  it  was 
in  this  ridge  that  the  guide  informed 
him  he  would  most  likely  get  a  shot. 
"Too  bad"  he  added  "that  you  won't 
travel  round  to  the  other  side.  It's 
only  a  matter  of  three  miles  and  you'd 
be  much  closer  for  a  shot."  But  the 
hunter  was  obstinate,  "No,"  he'd 
walked  far  enough.  If  anything  in 
the  shape  of  moose  came  into  the 
open  on  that  ridge  they  were  "his 
meat." 

The  guide,  a  good  shot  himself, 
measured  the  distance  with  his  eye 
and  remarked,  "Well  mebby  you  can, 
but  if  you  kill  a  moose  at  that  distance 
and  knock  him  dead  enough  to  find, 
you'll  shore  have  to  hit  him  in  the 
right  spot"  and  with  this  parting 
advice  he  slipped  away  back  down  the 
ridge. 

*f*  *!*  *i*  *i* 

A  faint  breeze  crept  through  the 
hardwood  growth  at  the  edge  of  a 
little  pond,  and  the  message  that  it 
carried  roused  a  big  bull  moose  from 
his  noonday  siesta.  That  scent,  the 
man  smell,  was  too  close  for  safety, 
and  he  rose  to  his  feet  and  drifted  out 
of  that  thicket  as  noiselessly  as  a 
woodmouse.  The  guide  coming  in 
on  the  far  side  could  easily  have  had 
a  shot  had  he  cared  to  have  worked  up 
wind,  but  he  was  being  paid  to  help 


654 


ROD  AND  GUN  IN  CANADA 


his  hunters  and  purposely  he  had 
worked  up  to  windward^to  start  the 
moose  that  he  knew  or  at  least  felt 
pretty  sure  was  lying  down  some 
where  on  the  sunny  side  of  the  little 
rise  that  led  up  from  the  swamp. 

The  big  moose  headed  directly 
for  the  lake  where  the  first  hunter 
had  been  left  earlier  in  the  day,  and 
half  way  there  two  sharp  reports  of  a 
xifle  had  turned  him  back.  Thus  it 
was  that  the  younger  of  our  two 
friends  seated  beside  his  big  stump 
about  two  hours  after  the  guide  had 
left,  happened  to  glance  across  the 
ravine  on  his  right.  There  in  an 
open  space  nibbling  off  the  lower 
branches  of  a  tree  stood  a  larger  bull 
moose  than  he  had  ever  seen  before. 
He  raised  his  rifle  then  realized  that 
the  distance  was  very  great,  but  he 
also  remembered  that  the  salesman 
had  said,  "The  gun  would  shoot  a 
mile."  He  remembered  the  great 
penetration  of  the  logs  and  trees  he 
had  tried  with  the  steel  jacketed 
bullets.  Of  course  he  was  using 
soft  nose  bullets  now,  but  he  believed 
he  could  knock  that  moose  down  in 
his  tracks  even  at  that  distance.  He 
slipped  back  behind  the  stump,  t»ok 
a  good  rest  for  his  rifle  and  aiming 
carefully  for  the  shoulder  he  pressed 
the  trigger. 

The  big  moose  head  up,  was  reach- 
ing for  brouse  among  the  branches  of 
a  small  tree  when  something  struck 
him  a  terrific  blow  back  of  the 
shoulder.  It  staggered  and  bewilder- 
ed him  and  the  next  instant  a  handful 
of  bark  from  a  branch  in  front  of 
his  face  struck  him  across  the  eyes 
and  then  there  was  the  vicious  whistle 
of  a  high^  power  bullet  that  sped  like 
a  bolt  of  lightning  across  his  shoulders, 
sending  down  another  shower  of 
twigs.  Then  the  sharp  crack!  crack! 
crack!  of  the  rifle  across  the  ravine 
reached  his  ears.  Half  blinded  by 
the  twigs  and  bark  that  had  struck 
him  across  the  eyes,  he  turned  and. 
raced  madly  for  cover.  As  he  wheel- 
ed on  his  back  track  another  bullet 
cut  through  the  air  where  he  would 
have  been  had  he  taken  one  step 
ahead. 

There  was  no  caution  about  his 
travelling  now,  he  ran  blindly,  through 
thickets,  swamps  and  over  ridges, 


and  ever  making  for  the  high  ground 
and  the  wildest,  most  remote  part 
of  the  region  that  he  knew  of.  He 
was  in  no  pain,  this  big  fellow,  but 
he  grew  strangely  weak,  he  who  had 
travelled  for  twenty-four  hours  with- 
out turning  a  hair,  growing  weak  and 
he  had  trouble  with  his  breathing,his 
clumsy  gallop  slowed  down,  to  a 
steady  trot,  a  bloody  foam  formed 
about  his  nose  and  mouth,  and  drip- 
ped as  he  travelled,  an  hour  of  this 
and  he  stopped  at  a  small  stream  to 
drink  and  as  he  lifted  his  head  the 
skulking  form  of  a  wolf  drifted  out  of 
sight  a  bit  to  one  side.  It  was  really 
too  early  in  the  season  to  be  alarmed 
at  wolves,  he  could  hold  his  own 
anywhere  on  solid  ground,  even  with 
a  half  dozen  of  them,  but  there  was 
something  about  this  particular  wolf's 
actions  that  made  him  nervous,  and 
he  resumed  his  distance  killing  trot. 
In  another  hour  the  trot  slowed  down 
to  a  fast  walk,  and  he  had  to  rest 
occasionally.  The  bloody  foam  still 
dripped  from  his  muzzle,  and  twice 
in  the-  last  half  hour  he  had  heard 
a  wolf  howl,  once  quite  close  and  the 
last  time  some  distance  away,  evid- 
ently an  answer  to  the  first,  and  now 
forty  yards  behind  as  he  glanced  over 
his  shoulder  he  could  see  the  two 
gray  forms  in  the  shadow  of  the  tim- 
ber following,  always  following.  He 
was  panic  stricken,  but  he  was  also 
weak,  and  growing  weaker,  at  times 
he  staggered  and  at  last  as  he  came 
to  the  "snow  line"  he  lay  down, 
facing  outward  from  a  small  thicket 
of  evergreens  and  tangled  windfalls, 
gradually  the  great  antlered  head 
sank  until  it  rested  on  the  snow 
stretched  out  in  front  of  him  and  the 
bolder  of  the  two  wolves,  with  a 
snap,  reached  for  his  nose.  The  big 
fellow  struggled  to  his  knees,  but 
sank  back,  and  the  smaller  wolf 
raised  its  nose  toward  the  heavens 
and  emitted  the  long  "Gome  to  the 
feast"  howl  of  the  timber  wolf. 
The  big  bull  did  not  care,  his  life 
had  gone  out,  shot  through  the  lungs 
by  a  steel ,  encased  bullet  that  the 
careless  hunter  had  left  in  the  cham- 
ber of  his  rifle  from  the  target  shoot- 
ing of  the  day  before.  He  had 
travelled  over  miles  of  rough  ground 
to  finish  his  career,  as  a  feast  for  the 
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"But  I  spent  the  whole  forenoon,  after  I  found  his  position,  maneuvering  about  before 
I  cut  loose  at  him." 
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wolves  away  up  on  the  mountain 
side. 

And  the  guide,  say!  he  witnessed 
that  whole  performance  from  the 
top  of  an  upturned  giant  of  the  forest 
some  few  rods  down  the  side  of  the 
ravine.  "More  careful  hunting  and 
fewer  long  distance  bombardments 
would  get  some  of  you  fellows  more 
moose"  was  all  he  would  say.  What 
he  wanted  to  say  we  won't  print. 
And  at  camp  that  night  the  fellow 
that  had  gone  over  to  the  lake  told 
how  he  had  got  a  fine  head,  fired  two 
shots  "And  what  distance  dM  you 
have  to  shoot?"  asked  the  guide. 

"Oh,  as  near  as  I  could  judge,  the 


old  boy  was  about  eighty  or  ninety 
yards  away  when  I  fired  the  first 
shot,  but  I  spent  the  whole  forenoon 
manoeuvering  round  after  I  found 
his  position  before  I  let  loose  at  him." 
It  was  a  successful  shoot  anyhow. 
They  had  a  good  time,  the  both  of 
them  will  tell  you  that,  but  the  lazy 
one  sold  the  "Gun  that  would  shoot 
a  mile"  to  a  second  hand  store  for 
one-third  what  he  gave  for  it,  one 

week  after  his  arrival  home,  giving 
as  a  reason  that  the  ammunition 
was  too  expensive  and  was  not 
obtainable  in  the  best  hunting  reg- 
ions. 


Opening  Day  at  Lake  Scugog 

John  Townson 


A greater  number  of  would-be  duck 
hunters  look  forward  to  the  open- 
ing day  of  the  shootimpseason  than 
people  who  are  not  interested  in  the 
sport  have  any  idea  of ;  and  when  the 
first  day  of  the  open  season  happens  to 
fall  on  a  holiday,  as  was  the  case  last 
year,  the  number  of  shooters  is 
greatly  increased. 

There  is  no  part  of  Ontario,  that  I 
know  of,  where  the  same  conditions 
prevail  in  regard  to  duck-shooting 
as  those  in  vogue  at  the  south  end 
of  Lake  Scugog,  consequently  some 
explanation  is  necessary.  Looking 
at  Lake  Scugog  on  the  map  the 
impression  is  given  that  the  lake  is  of 
oval  shape  with  a  large  island  in  the 
centre.  The  fact  is  that  a  large 
wild  rice  marsh  and  bog  occupy  the 
space  between  the  island  and  "the 
mainland  on  the  south.  Across  this 
marsh  on  earth  embankment,  with 
a  roadway  on  top,  has  been  construct- 
ed, which  affords  communication  be- 
tween Scugog  Island  (on  which  there 
is  an  Indian  reserve)  and  the  Town- 
ship of  Cartwright  on  the  mainland  to 
the  south.  The  ducks,  which  have 
their  feeding  ground  on  the  marsh 
and  roosting  ground  on  the  lake  fly 
back  and  forward  over  this  highway. 
Duck  hunting  differs  from  other 
forms  of  shooting,  owing  to  the  fact 


that  the  gun  is  only  part  of  the  equip- 
ment that  is  necessary  to  the  success- 
ful following  of  the  sport.  Some 
kind  of  boat  or  canoe  and  a  few 
decoys,  either  alive  or  inanimate,  are 
essential  to  meet  with  success  in 
capturing  wildfowl.  On  the  Cart- 
wright  road  a  gun  and  an  automo- 
bile seems  to  be  the  combination  most 
in  use.  On  Sunday  afternoon  the 
shooters  began  to  arrive  in  their  cars, 
and  at  daylight  next  morning  the 
gunners  were  strung  along  the  road 
at  intervals  of  30  or  40  yards  for  a 
mile  or  more.  The  passing  overhead 
of  the  first  flock  of  black  ducks  was 
the  signal  fcr  ,the  fusilade  to  begin, 
and  then  for  an  hour  or  two  the  bom- 
bardment was  continuous.  It  is 
indeed  strange  what  an  idea  some 
people  have  of  the  range  of  a  shot- 
gun. It  did  not  make  a  bit  of  differ- 
ence how  high  the  ducks  flew,  the 
guns  were  emptied  just  the  same.  In 
fact,  %ome  of  the  fowl  were  so  high 
that  they  were  apparently  oblivious 
of  the  fact  that  the  guns  were 
pointed  in  their  direction,  and  kept 
on  flying  serenely  alon£.  On  stormy 
days  the  ducks  fly  at  a  lower  altitude 
and  sometimes  a  few  are  brought 
down,  but  on  a  calm  day,  such  as 
the  first  day  of  the  season  was  this 
year,  it  was  only  occasionally  that  a 
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duck  was  brought  down  by  using  No. 
1  shot  or  a  larger  shot.  A  returned 
soldier,  who  was  on  the  Cartwright 
road  firing  line,  made  the  remark 
that  it  took  a  ton  of  lead  to  kill  a 
soldier,  and  by  the  same  token  it 
would  take  a  hundredweight  of  shot 
to  bring  down  a  black  duck  in  that 
locality.  It  was  gratifying  to  see 
that  the  number  of  black  ducks  is 
above  the  average  this  fall,  and  it 
might  be  added  that  thte  number  will 


not  be  diminished  by  the  quantity 
that  is  killed  in  crossing  the  Cart- 
wright  road.  The  wary  black  duck 
is  entirely  capable  of  taking  care  of 
himself,  and  I  wish  the  same  could  be 
written  about  some  of  the  smaller 

varieties  like  the  teal,  buffle  heads, 

etc.    Every  good  sportsman  ought 

to  let  them  pass  on  when  they  come 

within  range,    otherwise  they  will 

go  the  way  of  the  passenger  pigeon. 


On  Net  Making 

Article  I. — Percy  G.  Peerless 

I LEARNT  net  making  from  my  grand-  one  eighth  of  an  inch  thick  and  cut  one  out 
father  who  was  80  years  old,  I  well  re-  with  a  fret-saw.  The  next  thing  is  what 
member  he  kept  saying:  "Dammy,  mate!     grandfather  called  a  mesh  stick  and  is  just 


Fi_g  6.  Medium  Shuttle  for  tandiwf  nets  z.\ 


STRING  IS  WOUND  ON  LIKE^AND  IS  SIM  PLY  HITCHED 
ROUND  Z  EVERY  TIME  NOT  THREADED  THROUGH. 

my  old  fingers  be  so  stiff."  Well  first  of  all  a  flat  piece  of  wood  one  eighth  of  an  inch 
you  want  a  shuttle,  (see  Fig.  6).  If  you  can't  thick  with  parallel  edges  to  get  the  size  of  the 
buy  one  get  a  piece  of  very  thin  ash  about     mesh  regular.     For  landing  nets  use  a  fairly 
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fine  string.  Of  course  it  you're  going  in  for 
making  hammocks  you  will  want  a  bigger 
shuttle  and  a  bigger  mesh  stick.  You  will 
notice  in  the  sketches  that  the  net  is  worked 


TIE  MESH  STICK 
CORD  LIKE 
THIS 


net  (Fig.  1)  get  a  decent  length  of  blind  cord 
and  tie  the  ends,  and  hitch  it  on  a  nail  or  a 
chairback.  Fig.  1  and  Fig.  2  do  not  need  any 
explaining  if  followed  carefully,  ijj 


on  a  cord.    When  the  net  is  completed  (if 

for  a  landing  net)  the  cord  is  pushed  out  and  the  pUL .  cui.-n-,  c-ru™.,,. 

,  -L  j i   •      •     A '    j       ^  SHUTTLE  THROUGH  WITH  THE  RIGHT  HAND 

net  ring  pushed  in  instead.    Once   you  can  catch,. hold  ofstring  b  with  fingers  of  left 

ake  a  net  it  is  easy  to  expand  it  or  make  it  HANE>  AN0  *E^AS£  string  a. 


m 


BRING  ROUND  BACK  OF  MESH  STICK  AND  HOLD 
UNDER  THUMB. 


Now  then,  continuing,  follow  the  drawing, 
(Fig.  3)  very  carefully  as  this  makes  the  knot. 
Pull  the  shuttle  through  with  the  right  hand, 


smaller  by  simply  picking  up  two  stitches  off 
e  loop,  or  for  making  smaller  take  two 


on 
lo 


ops  at  a  time  instead  of  one.    To  start  a 


catch  hold  of  string  marked  (B)  with  the  J  eft 
hand  and  release  string  (A).  Pull  shuttle 
through  until  all  slack  string  is  pulled  up  ex- 
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cept  the  loop  (B),  or  rather  the  loop  formed  by 


(B)  when  the  slack  is  pulled  up.    Now  pull 
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the  shuttle  towards  you,  at  the  same  time 
working  the  loop  (B)  with  the  fingers  until 
it  pulls  up  tight  on  the  cord.  -  If  this  is  done 
correctly  the  position  should  be  as  in  Fig.  I, 
except  that  you  have  another  loop  on  the 
mesh  stick.  Repeat  this  along  the  cord  until 
you  have  as  many  loops  as  you  require  then 
pull  the  stick  out  an^  continue  as  in  Fig.  4. 
Now  this  time  instead  of  passing  the  shuttle 
under  the  cord  every  Time  as  in  (Fig.  3)  you 
pick  up  a  loop  (Fig.  4).  When  making  land- 
ing nets  I  start  as  usual  and  cast  on  the  cord 
as  many  loops  as  I  shall  want.  Then  pull  the 
mesh  stick  out  of  all  the  loops  except  about 
half  a  dozen,  and  simply  continue  as  in  (Fig. 
5).  This  way  nets  are  made  without  a  seam 
up  one  side.  (Fig.*6)  is  in  length  while 
the  shuttle  I  use  is  l'L  long. 


Article  II. — Charles  Johnson 


TT  is  now  some  50  years  since  I  saw  the 
last  net  being  knitted.  At  that  time  the  Bay 
ol  Fundy  fisherman  had  to  depend  upon  their 
women  folks  for  their  nets  and  it  surely  took 
all  their  spare  time  to  keep  up  the  supply. 
For  many  years  the  nets  have  been  factory 
made  and  it  is  very  doubtful  if  anyone  in 
our  country  under  50  years  of  age  ever  saw  a 


To  "load  it"  take  the  twine  over  the  point  ot 
the  tongue  of  the  needle,  then  around  the 
other  end  and  up  and  over  the  tongue  again 
and  back  again  until  it  is  filled  as  full  as  it 
can  be  worked.  No.  2  is  the  block.  This 
block  is  about  4  or  5  inches  long,  oval  in 
shape,  and  half  the  size  of  the  mesh.  When 
in  use  the  sharp  edge  is  held  uppermost. 


NO  1 .    NE  UDLE  ^ 


net  being  hand  made'.  The  grand-daughters 
of  the  last  net  knitters  are  now  riding  in  their 
cars  and  coming  to  town  three  or  four  times 
a  week  to  the  movies,  as  our  fishermen  are  the 
most  prosperous  and  best  off  class  of  people 
in  the  community. 


No.  3  is  a  piece  of  stout  wire  the  ends  bent 
over  to  fasten  to  the  window  sill  or  table  when 
the  light  is  good.  Have  some  twine  heavier 
than  your  net,  or  double  the  net  twine  and 
knot  it  to  the  end  of  your  needle  twine,  place 
your  block  parallel  to  the  wire  and  tasten  a 


NO  1  .  BLOCK 


I  have  made  a  few  rough  sketches  from 
memory  that  may  help  our  neighbour  catch 
on  to  the  idea. 

No.  1  is  the  needle  as  it  was  called  in  the 
old  times.  It  is  made  of  tough  hard  wood  or 
preferably  of  bamboo  when  it  could  be  got. 


piece  ol  twine  around  the  right  hand  end,  leav- 
ing it  its  own  width  from  the  wire.  Now  take 
the  block  in  the  left  hand,  holding  it  between 
the  finger  and  thumb,  sharp  edge  up.  Take 
the  needle  around  the  wire  and  under  the 
block  until  the  knot  joining  the  twine  is  flush 
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with  the  upper  edge  of  the  block;  then  over 
the  block,  down  the  back,  and  up  the  side. 
Next  you  take  the  bight  of  the  double  twine 
to  it,  at  the  upper  edge  of  the  block,  holding 
the  knot  firmly  between  the  thumb  and  finger 
until  it  is  hauled  tight  and  so  on  to  the  next. 
Probably  it  would  be  a  good  plan  for  the 
beginner  to  have  a  partner  to  hold  the  double 


WIRE 


back  to  right,  under  its  own  part.  Now  pull 
this  tight,  always  remembering  to  hold  the 
knot  tightly  between  the  thumb  and  middle 
of  first-finger  until  it  is  pulled  tight.  To 
make  No.  6,  bring  the  needle  around  as  before, 
and  down  through  the  loop  of  the  mesh 
above  hauling  it  close  up  against  the  block 
between  the  thumb  and  finger,  then  around 


BLOCK 


JL 


twine  while  he  makes  the  knot  until  he 
gets  the  hang  of  it.  Now  continue  on  until 
you  have  meshes  enough  for  the  depth  of 
your  net,  then  turn  the  block  and  work  back, 
always  working  from  the  left  to  the  right, 
and  dropping  the  meshes  off  the  left  hand 
end  of  the  block. 


from  left  to  right  and  up  through  the  loop 
and  haul  this  tight. 

Next  comes  the  roping,  or  "seaming  in." 
Stretch  the  rope  between  two  stakes  or  some- 
thing to  hold  it  tight.  Spread  the  net  until 
the  meshes  are  about  square,  fasten  your  twine 
to  the  left  hand  side  to  the  rope  and  make  a 


NO  4" 


NO    5  . 


The  next  thing  is  the  knot.  There  are 
two  ways.  One  is  a  simple  hitch  that  makes 
a  square  knot.  To  make  No.  5  bring  the 
needle  up  around  the  block  and  up  through 
the  loop  of  the  mesh  above  it,  then  around 
under  the   mesh    from    right   to  left,  and 


gauge  the  length  you  want  the  meshes  apart 
then  make  a  hitch;  to  do  this  take  the  needle 
through  the  mesh  from  back  to  front  or  to- 
wards you  and  take  a  half  knot  over  its  own 
part  hauling  it  tight  on  the  back  of  the  rope; 
then  take  another  hitch  around  the  rope  and 
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mesh  for  strength.  Remember  that  a  net 
takes  up  about  one-third  in  roping.  A  net 
stretching  30  feet  in  the  web  will  be  about  20 
when  roped.    To  repajr  a  net  try  and  lay  it 

SEAMIN  G  TWIN  E  1 

— ; — ®tr  Otr^ 

3t 


until  you  reach  the  good  work.  Then  go 
back  and  knit  again  until  the  space  is  filled, 
fastening  the  last  row  of  meshes  to  the  ones 
under  them.    It  would  be  a  good  plan  for  a 

SEAMING   ROPE-  — 


down  and  spread  it  out  on  an  even  surface; 
cut  out  the  torn  piece  as  square  as  possible 
leaving  the  knots  on  the  meshes.  Start  from 
the  left  hand  upper  corner  and  knit  across 


beginner  to  practice  on  making  the  knot  be- 
fore starting  a  net;the  main  thing  in  this  is  to 
hold  the  knot  firmly  between  thumb  and 
finger  until  it  is  pulled  tight. 


Comments — Robert  Page  Lincoln 


The  two  above  articles  came  ~to  hand 
after  we  had  asked  our  readers  to  supply 
some  ideas  on  how  to  make  nets.  We  are 
sure  that  by  following  .these  directions  our 
readers  are  put  on  the  right  track.  The 
description  in  both  is  very  clear  and  easily 
grasped  and  the  drawings  aid  in  making  the 
text  more  perfectly  understood.  Says  Mr. 
Johnson:  "The  inquiry  asking  about  how  to 
make  nets  sent  me  back  to  my  boyhood  days 
when  the  herring  fishery  on  the  Bay  of  Fundy 


was  flourishing,  and  there  was  nearly  always 
a  net  under  way  at  the  kitchen  window  in 
every  fisherman's  house.  That  was  before 
I  went  to  sea  (in  1865).  I  have  never  seen 
a  net  being  knitted  since  but  the  memory  of 
it  is  in  my  mind  as  il  it  were  yesterday." 

We  are  always  glad  to  have  our  readers 
send  in  writings,  short  or  long  about  things 
of  the  wild,  how  to  make  useful  articles  and 
so  forth. 


Sawdust  and  Pollution  of  Streams 


ON  this  subject  the  Canadian  Fisheries 
report  for  1891  speaks  in  the  following 
terms : 

The  habit  of  discharging  the  refuse  from 
sawmills  into  public  waters  is  a  very  serious 
evil,  especially  when  it  prevails  on  streams 
frequented  by  fish  or  on  navigable  waters, 
to  the  detriment  of  navigation. 

It  is  sometimes  exceedingly  difficult  to 
deal  effectually  with  opposition  from  a  power- 
ful interest.  Still,  it  is  an  undeniable  fact 
that  the  damage  caused  to  the  fresh  water 
fisheries  and  navigation  by  polluting  and 
obstructing  the  waters  with  refuse  from 
saw-mills  and  manufactories  is  increasing. 

The  question  of  devising  means  to  obviate 
such  extensive  injuries  is  one  of  expense.  A 
moderate  and  judicious  outlay,  representing 
but  a  trifling  percentage  of  the  profits  of  mill- 
owners,  would  in  most  causes,  provide  effec- 


tually against  the  injurious  consequences  of 
-past  and  present  neglect. 

The  baneful  effects  of  sawdust  as  one  of  the 
most  destructive  agents  for  polluting  streams, 
and  otherwise  causing  injury  to  fish  life,  has 
called  forth  the  efforts  of  different  countries 
to  stay  its  progress.  Wherever  mill-dams 
have  been  built  across  streams,  and  where 
sawdust,  mill  rubbish  and  other  deleterious 
substances  have  been  thrown  into  the  waters 
from  saw-mills  and  manufactories,  fish  life 
and  vegetation  of  all  kinds  have  invariably 
been  lessened,  and  in  many  instances  wholly 
destroyed.  This  is  particularly  noticeable 
among  the  higher  order  of  fishes,  especially 
the  salmon,  which  is  a  migratory  fish,  ascend- 
ing rivers  and  streams  for  breeding  purpose. 
These  waters  are  invariably  of  the  purest, 
coldest  and  most  limpid,  and,  therefore,  best 
adapted  for  the  propagation  of  this  species. 
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The  salmon,  at  the  time  of  the  first  settlement 
of  New  Brunswick  and  Maine,  was  found 
frequenting  almost  every  river  and  stream 
emptying  into  the  sea.  But  as  mill-dams  and 
saw-mills  increased  in  number,  with  greater 
capacity  for  their  work,  they  formed  ^impass- 
able barriers  to  the  ascent  of  salmon  and  other 
fishes  to  their  natural  spawning  grounds  above, 
and  then  the  hurtful  and  pernicious  effects 
from  the  sawdust  and  mill  rubbish  being 
constantly  cast  in  the  streams  poisoned  the 
spawning  beds  below,  and  stayed  the  growth 
of  all  vegetation  in  streams,  thus  doing  away 
with  insect  life,  which  is  the  principal  susten- 
ance for  fish  in  their  younger  stages  of  exist- 
ence. 

As  this  improvident  work  of  the  mills 
increased  in  magnitude,  so  did  the  yield  of  all 
kinds  of  fish  decrease  in  the  streams,  until 
it  had  been  found  in  some  cases  that  after 
stripping  the  neighborhood  of  all  lumbering 
fish  life  these  mills  have  g*one  into  ruin  and 
decay. 

By  a  strict  and-  impartial  application  of 
laws  for  regulating  mill-dams  for  the  easy 
ascent  of  salmon,  shad  and  alewives  to  their 
proper  spawning  grounds;  by  the  enforcement 
of  statutes  for  bidding  the  drifting  or  throwing 
of  sawdust,  mill  rubbish  and  other  deleterious 
substances  into  the  rivers;  by  the  due  observ- 
ance of  proper  close  season;  and  with  the 
supplementary  aid  to  be  derived  from  arti- 
ficial fish  culture,  it  is  believed  that  only  a 
few  years  would  pass  before  an  increase  in  the 
yield  of  salmon,  shad,  alewives  and  other 
fishes  would  be  noticed  in  the  whole  extent  of 
the  waters  between  New  Brunswick  and 
Maine.  All  authorities  agree  upon  these 
points,  that  the  surest  mode  of  effecting  per- 
manency of  the  fisheries  is  to  preserve  the 
natural  condition  of  the  spawning  beds;  to 
allow  the  fish  free  access  thereto,  and  to  pre- 
vent their  molestation  while  engaged  in 
reproducing  their  species.    None  of  these 


conditions  can  be  carried  out  ir  the  waters 
are  polluted. 

The  question  of  the  injurious  effect  resulting 
from  the  deposit  ol  sawdust  and  mill  rubbish 
upon  the  salmon  fishing  in  the  river  St. 
John,  and  especially  in  the  headwaters  of  this 
river,  has  engaged  the  attention  of  the  Fish- 
eries Department.  In  a  memorial  from  the 
owners  of  sawmills  on  this  river  and  its 
tributaries,  praying  for  exemption  from  the 
statutes  relative  to  sawdust  and  mill  rubbish, 
it  was  set  forth  that  no  law  existed  in  the 
State  of  Maine  on  this  subject,  and  that  on 
that  portion  of  the  river  St.  John  which  formed 
the  boundary  between  the  United  States  and 
Canada,  there  were  at  least  eight  or  ten  mills 
on  the  United  States  side  to  one  on  the  Cana- 
dian side  of  the  river,  and  that  as  all  the  saw- 
dust irom  the  mills  on  the  Maine  side  was 
permitted  to  be  carried  into  the  river,  without 
restriction,  any  benefit  which  could  possibly 
result  from  a  stringent  enforcement  of  the 
law  in  New  Brunswick  would  be  very  trifling, 
and  outweighed  many  times  by  the  injury  to 
the  milling  business  in  that  province. 

In  consequence  of  such  representations,  the 
government  of  the.  State  of  Maine  was 
requested  to  consider  the  question  in  order 
that  united  action  might  be  adopted  by  both 
the  Canadian  and  State  Governments;  and  a 
promise  was  made  that  it  would  engage  the 
attention  of  the  legislature  of  that  state. 


Comment  of  Angling  Editor  — We  commend 
the  vigorous  work  done  by  the  anglers  and 
officials  in  the  past  when  destructive  tenden- 
cies amounted  to  the  favorite  outdoor  sport. 
Let  the  newer  generation  take  counsel  from 
those  who  fought  bravely  for  the  good  of  the 
wild  in  those  past  days;  to  see  too  that  they  do 
as  well  in  the  present  day,  when,  in  places 
wild  life  of  forest  and  stream  seems  to  be 
tottering  on  its  last  legs. 

R.P.L. 


On  Fish  Culture 


DURING  the  past  year  we  have  receiv-ed 
a  great  number  of  letters  asking  full 
details  about  fish  culture  and  especially 
about  the  culture  and  propagation  of  the 
brook  trout.  To  those  of  our  readers  who 
are  interested  in  fish  culture,  and  the  propaga- 
tion of  the  speckled  trout  we  are  glad  to  say 
that  we  have  jxist  edited  an  article  by  Mr. 
John  W.  Titcomb,  Fish  Culturist  of  the 
State  of  New  York,  one  of  the  foremost  au- 


thorities in  that  line  on  this  continent.  Mr. 
Titcomb's  article  will  be  read  and  understood 
by  those  interested.  Most  articles  on  fish  culture 
are  filled  with  a  technical  verbiage  so  dense 
as  to  make  the  task  hopeless  of  mastery  to  the 
average  reader.  Mr.  Titcomb  writes  in  a 
matter  of  fact,  simple  and  concise  manner, 
getting  the  facts  before  the  reader  in  a  brief 
way  without  losing  anything  in  the  telling 
of  it.    Mr.  Titcomb  in  this  article  proves 
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that  one  can  go  about  propagating  Ihe 
speckled  trout  at  a  very  small  rate  of  expendi- 
ture, and  gives  accurage  details  of  the  mater- 
ials you  need  and  how  to  make  the  things 
necessary  for  the  work  at  hand. 

Mr.  Titcomb  was  formerly  Fish  and  Game 
Commissioner  of  the  State  of  Vermont,  a 
position  he  held  with  credit  and  notable 
accomplishment  for  over  eighteen  years. 
When  he  took  the  job  Vermont  was  almost 
fish  barren  through  the  devastating  tendencies 
of  the  people  and  the  avaricious  and  unscrup- 
ulous fishermen.  In  the  present  day  the 
value  of  the  annual  catch  of  fish  in  Vermont 
totals  close  to  $250,000. 

Following  are  a  number  of  facts  in  regard 
to  the  life  of  this  active  man: 

"He  was  born  in  Farmington,  New  Hamp- 
shire. He  graduated  from  the  Phillips- 
Exeter  Academy,  and  entered  the  employ 
of  the  Howe  Scale  works,  at  Rutland,Vermont, 
where  he  continued  for  thirteen  years,  becom- 
ing assistant  superintendent.  Perhaps  there, 
where  the  infinitesimal  balance  of  justice  is 
determined  by  a  hair,  (actual  fact),  the  prin- 
ciples of  his  life  guidance  became  fastened 


upon  him.  Next,  as  superintendent  of  the 
States  Bureau  of  Fisheries  he  came  to  St. 
Johnsbury  and  had  charge  of  the  construction 
of  the  hatcheries  there.  He  was  State  Fish 
and  Game  Commissioner  from  1891  to  1902 
and  was  then  appointed  Chief  of  the  Division 
of  Fish  Culture  at  Washington,  D.C.,  serving 
there  seven  years.  During  the  year  1903-4 
Mr.  Titcomb  was  placed  at  the  disposal  of 
the  Argentine  government,  explored  the 
waters  of  that  country,  built  the  first  fish 
hatchery  in  South  America  and  introduced 
trout  species  from  the  United  States.  In  1909 
he  became  secretary  for  Theodore  N.  Vail. 

In  recent  years  he  has  distinguished  himself 
as  Fish  Culturist  of  the  State  of  New  York, 
being  Secretary  of  the  Conservation  Com- 
mission of  that  State. 

In  Mr.  Titcomb  we  have  a  fish  culturist 
who  has  done  perhaps  more  through  his  writ- 
ings and  official  work  than  any  other  man 
in  a  like  capacity. 

The  first  part  of  Mr.  Titcomb's  article  will 
appear  in  the  December  number  of  Rod  and 
Gun,  the  second  part  in  the  January  number. 

KP.L. 


Robert  Page  Lincoln 


AN  English  sparrow  had  picked  up  a  dis- 
carded kite  string  which  it  had  noticed 
on  the  street  and  decided  that  it  would 
make  excellent  material  for  the  construction 
of  its  nest  up  under  the  eaves.  It  descended 
to  earth,  seized  upon  the  end  ol  the  string  and 
flew  away  with  it.    All  went  well  until  he 


came  to  a  sudden  halt,  for  the  other  end  of  the 
string  was  caught  up  under  a  lump  of  earth. 
The  sparrow  flew  down,  pulled  the  string 
from  under  the  lump  of  earth,  and  so  having 
released  it,  picked  up  the  string  and  carried 
it,  unhindered,  to  the  eaves.  This  is  offered 
as  example  of  reasoning  as  found  in  birds. 
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Actuated  entirely  by  instinct,  the  corres- 
pondent holds,  the  bird  would  have  abandoned 
the  string  when  it  found  it  caught  up,  but,  as 
a  matter  of  fact,  the  bird  reasoned  that  some- 
thing held  it;  it  discovered  what  held  it,  pulled 
the  string  from  under  the  obstruction  and 
went  upon  its  way.  And  to  this  we  remark, 
"interesting  if  true." 

William  J.  Long  the  nature  writer,  years  ago 
brought  down  the  world  upon  his  head  by 
writing  nature  stories  he  claimed  to  be  the 
whole  and  nothing  but'  the  truth;  facts,  wit- 
nessed by  his  own  eyes.  The  late  Theodore 
Roosevelt  hustled  out  the  words  "nature  fakir" 
and  implied  that  Dr.  Long  was  one  of  them. 
The  story  that  called  down  the  jeers  of  other 
men  upon  him  was  one  in  regard  to  a  shore 
bird,  the  possessor  of  stilt-like  legs.  During 
a  tour  of  observation  in  the  woods  Dr.  Long 
had  noticed  such  a  bird  with  a  broken  leg  in 
the  act  of  surgically  treating  itself.  First 
the  bird  applied  some  mud  to  the  injured 
member.  Then  it  straightened  the  leg  by 
placing  a  portion  of  stick  on  each  side  of  it, 
much  as  a  surgeon  would  do  under  like 
circumstances  in  bringing  first  aid  to  the 
injured.  Next  the  thoughtful  bird,  already 
supplied  with  fibers  stripped  from  a  tree, 
wound  the  leg  about  with  these  and  in  the 
end  the  job  was  just  as  rationally  complete 
as^could  be  expected.  It  was  not  stated  if 
the  bird  tied  knots  in  finishing  up  the  winding 
process  but  it  would  take  a  no  greater  leap 
of  the  imagination  to  conceive  of  that  as  to 
conceive  of  the  rest  of  these  spectacular 
doings.  In  due  justice  to  Dr.  Long  I  will 
say  that  I  am  stating  the  substance  of  his 
story  from  memory,  but  what  I  have  set 
down  is  surely  not  exaggerating  the  circum- 
stances of  the  case.  It  served  to  bring  out 
the  "nature  faking"  controversy  which  raged 
for  years  in  America,  lit  up  as  it  was  by  the 
fiery  flashes  of  that  famous  outdoorsman, 
Theodore  Roosevelt.  Dr.  Long  stuck  to  his  guns 
to  the  end  and  still  holds  to  his  story  I  believe. 
It  was  during  a  trip  in  Canada  that  he  witnessed 
this  remarkable  bird  doing  these  remarkable 
things.  Unfortunately,  he  states  only  one 
other  person  was  present  at  the  time  who 
likewise  witnessed  the  deed;  that  was  his 
Indian  guide.  I  believe  Dr.  Long  made  a 
trip  especially  to  resurrect  this  Indian  guide 
to  bear  out  his  story  but  the  red-man  had 
disappeared,  and  so  Dr.  Long  and  his  story 
must  be  taken  on  their  "face  value."  You 
are  liable  to  pass  this  by  without  much  atten- 
tion being  directed  to  it.  The  truth  of  the 
matter  is  that  if  it  could  be  proven  that  a 
bird  did  these  things,  much  as  Dr.  Long 


detailed  it  in  print  it  would  stand  out  as  one 
of  the  greatest  scientific  discoveries  of*  all 
time;  as  proving  that  animals  and  birds  have 
intelligence  much  as  we  have  intelligence;  that 
they  are  not  actuated  entirely  by  instinct,  as 
many  are  given  to  believe  (in  unconsciously 
doing  things  for  their  own  good)  but  study 
out,  also,  what  is  what,  and  why  this  is  so, 
and  those  hundred  and  one  things  our  minds 
are  constantly  alive  with. 

If  ,we  Tiave  cut  our  hand  or  arm  we  at  once 
begin  to  study  out~what  to  do  to  keep  our- 
selves out  of  harm's  way.  The  thing  we 
would  do  would  be  to  stay  the  flow  of  blood 
by  dabbjjig  a  rag  or  cloth  to  it,  after  first 
having  bathed  it  in  water.  We. reason  that 
if  the  blood  becomes  sticky  and  mats  then 
the  wound  will  close  up,  harden,  and  will 
finally  heal — and  this  is  almost  always  the 
case.  But  if  I  should  say  that  that  is  an 
unnatural  process,  and  far  from  intelligent 
you  are  liable  to  wrinkle  your  brow  in  wonder- 
ment. Let  us  see.  A  dog  has  cut  its  leg  on 
a  scythe.  It  is  an  ugly  wound.  The  first 
thing  the  dog  does  is  to  hunt  out  a  place  in 
the  shade  and  for  the  next  hour  or  two  he  is 
occupied  in  licking  that  wound  until  the 
skin  about  it  is  pure  white  and  the  depth  of 
the  wound  itself  is  but  raw  flesh  and  no  par- 
ticle of  blood  appearing.  The  dog  cures 
himself  by  instinct.  He  unconsciously  feels 
that  he  must  lick  the  wound  and  he  licks  it. 
Nature  supplies  the  greatest  healer  in  the 
world  in  the  form  of  saliva;  the  saliva  kills 
all  the  germs;  and  the  wound  heals  clean  and 
strong.  We  learn  from  this  that  the  first 
thing  we  would  do  upon  being  wounded  is  to 
lick  our  wounds,  if  need  be  by  the  hour  for 
if  the  saliva  from  your  mouth  will  not  affect 
a  cure  it  is  doubtful  if  any  doctor  can  supply 
a  better  remedy.  The  animal  licks  out  its 
wound  and  does  not  spit  the  bllood  away  but 
swallows  it.  Thus  if  we  have  cut  ourself  with 
a  rusty  knife  the  licking  of  that  cut  and  the 
swallowing  of  the  blood  resulting  is  the  surest 
method  of  counteracting  blood  poison. 

The  part  that  instinct  plays  in  our  lives  is 
one  of  which  we  are  hardly  cognizant.  We  may 
be  partially  conscious  of  its  presence  and  yet 
it  manifests  only  as  a  joint  collaborator  with 
intelligence;  and  intelligence  appears  to 
smother  it  out  as  an  active  force,  at  least 
in  our  comprehension.  On  the  other  hand 
we  depend  upon  instinct  to  safeguard  our 
lives.  A  man  may  have  what  we  call  a  "pre- 
monition" of  danger  that  lies  before  him  and 
comports  himself  therefore,  in  such  a  fashion 
that  he  is  led  away  from  danger,  though  at 
the  time  there  was  no  evidence  of  any  harm 
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lying  before  him.  Intelligence  coukL  sift 
none  of  the  elements  of  that  portending 
danger. 

At  first  glance  the  above  will  seem  but 
pure  foolishness.  How  often  we  have  heard 
the  expression:  "If  I  hadn't  jumped  just 
when  I  did  that  brick  would  have  hit 
me,"  or  "I  don't  know  what  caused  me 
to  look  up,  but  I  did,  and  just  then  I 
saw  the  wall  giving  way;  I  was  just  in  time 
to  save  my  life."  We  pass  this  by  and  call 
it  "good  luck"  but  the  cold,  practical  fact 
of  the  matter  was  that  instinct,  the  very 
backbone  of  our  existence  is  always  on  the 
alert,  and  in  some  unknown  manner,  by  an 
immeasurably  swift  and  mystical  calculation 
guides  the  human  right  in  avoiding  destruc- 
tion. 

A  few  days  ago  we  were  given  an  exhibition 
of  instinct  playing  its  part  in  human  life  that 
is  worthy  of  expression  herein.  A  mother 
was  crossing  a  city  street  carrying  a  child 
in  her  arms.  An  automobile  appeared  so 
suddenly  right  in  her  path  that  she  did  not 
have  time  to  jump  out  of  the  way.  Yet  in 
the  flash  of  an  eye-lid,  (the  mother-instinct 
of  preserving  the  young  standing  out  domin- 
ant over  all),  she  tossed  the  child  into  the 
automobile  and  leaping  herself  for  safety,  was 
knocked  down,  though  not  killed, happy  to 
relate.  Here  we  have  an  amazing  instance 
of  instinct  at  work.  A  fraction  of  a  second 
and  yet  in  that  fraction  instinct  had  wisely 
directed  her  to  throw  her  infant  into  the 
machine  to  save  its  life  even  though  she  lost 
her  own.  Really  is  it  not  marvellous.  These 
instances  occur  by  the  hundreds  of  thousands 
daily  throughout  the  world.  Instinct,  not 
intelligence  saves  us  from  destruction.  In- 
stinct is  our  invisible  guardian  angel. 

Intelligence  oftens  needs  time  to  study  out 
things,  and  if  relied  upon  wholly  we  would 
find  ourselves  unfitted  to  meet  the  exigencies 
of  life.    Instinct  on  the  other  hand  can  al- 
ways be  relied  upon.    So  ^minute  a  thing  as  a 
gnat  speeding   toward  one,  giving  every  evi- 
dence of  "landing  in  the  soup"  in  the  middle 
of  one's  eye  is  blocked  in  its,,  blind  carper  by 
the  closing  of  the  lids  over  the  eye.    All  of 
this  was"  what  we  would  say,  "done  uncon- 
sciously,"— a  thousandth  part  of  a  second; 
the  gnat  was  visioned;  the  lids  closed.  Is 
it  not  marvellous?     In  understanding  in  a 
larger  sense  what  instinct  really  means  we 
must  come  into  an  understanding  and  appre- 
ciation of  thpsp  apparently  insignificant  facts. 
We  spend  years  of  our  life  in  attempting  to 
master  theories  of  mountain-like  proportions, 
when  the  whole  solution  of  life  lies  in  the 


minute  details  of  existence; — those  usually 
hid  within  the  winding  sheet  of  a  leaf. 

Generally  instinct  and  intelligence  work 
in  harmony  and  the  former  is  lost  in  the 
shadow  of  the  latter.  To  believe  that  intelli- 
gence can  "go  it  alone,"  however,  is  quite 
another  matter.  Boiled  down  it  amounts 
to  this:  a  practical  impossibility.  Man 
still  remains  an  animal,  though  the  greater 
animal  by  reason  of  his  intelligence;  by 
reason  too  of  physical  aids  such  as  the  ability 
to  talk,  walk  and  use  his  hands  in  a  fashion 
possessed  of  no  other  creature.  Man,  stripped 
of  the  comforts  of  civilization  and  its  innumer- 
able utilities  drops  down  to  the  animal  stage 
again  and  becomes  more  than  ever  the 
instinct-governed.  The  life  of  civilized  man 
is  one  thing;  the  law  of  first  principles  is 
quite  another.  Back  of  man's  finery  and 
puritanical  code  of  ethics  abides  the  law  and 
instinct  of  the  brute.  Civilization  corrodes 
and  degenerates;  the  wild  state,  through 
selection  by  ruthlessness,  never! 

To  understand  the  difference  between 
reason  and  instinct  we  may  point  out  examples 
of  both;  and  here  are  two  instances  that 
should  court  no  further  illustration. 

There  had  been  shipped  on  a  Mississippi 
River  steamboat  a  box  with  a  glass  cover, 
containing  a  very  active  rattlesnake.  When- 
ever anyone  approached  the  box  the  serpent 
_would  strike  the  cover.  The  owner  of  the 
reptile  challenged  any  one  to  hold  his  finger  on 
the  glass  and  let  the  rattler  strike  at  it.  There 
was.no  danger,  and  it  seemed  an  easy  thing 
to  do.  First  one  and  then  another  tried  it, 
but  when  the  snake  gave  its  vicious  spring 
the  finger  was  invariably  drawn  back  with 
a  jerk.  Instinct  was  stronger  than  reason 
and  human  will  power  combined. 

Again:  A  young  man  in  Paris  had  lost 
his  last  sou  at  the  gambling  table,  which 
included  a  large  sum  belonging  to  his  employer. 
He  started  for  the  Seine  to  drown  himself. 
On  the  way  there  was  a  great  commotion, 
caused  by  the  escape  of  a  lion  from  a  strolling 
menagerie.  People  fled  in  all  directions. 
Instantly  the  man  who  was  seeking  death 
climbed  a  lamp-post  and  clung  to  the  top 
of  it,  trembling  in  every  limb.  When  the 
animal  was  captured  and  the  danger  was  over 
he  proceeded  to  the  river  and  plunged  in  and 
was  drowned. 

One  would  think  that  the  young  man, 
craving  death  and  at  that  very  time  approach- 
ing his  watery  grave  would  have  steeled  him- 
self to  look  any  death-dealing  danger  in  the 
face  with  a  cold,  grim,  reckless  smile  upon  his 
lips.    But  somewhere  in  his  makeup  abided 
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the  fear  of  wild  animals  coming  up  to  him 
from  the  days  when  his  ancestors  made  for 
the  nearest  tree  at  the  first  hint  of  a  wild 
creature's  approach,  and  clung  amid  the 
branches,  fear-stricken,  apprehensive  of  what 
might  happen.  The  evolution  that  eradi- 
cated our  tails  and  made  our  front-legs  into 
arms,  and  the  paws  into  hands  has  not  suc- 
ceeded in  eliminating  the  instinctive  fears 
that  are  preservatives  of  our  every  action. 
In  self-preservation  instinct  plays  its  strongest 
card.  What  experience  taught  the  ape-like 
ancestors  of  ours  millions  of  years  ago  we 
have  imbedded  in  our  very  bones,  part  and 
parcel  of  our  very  nature.  On  brute  instinct 
we  rely.  By  brute  instinct  and  not  intelli- 
gence we  survive.  Life  will  forever  be  a  mad 
struggle  for  existence,  a  survival  of  the  fittest. 

It  is  possible  that  we  undervalue  the  brain- 
power of  an  animal.  However,  if  we  ascribe 
a  reasoning  capacity  to  one  animal  it  devolves 
that  we  must  ascribe  some  degree  of  reasoning 
ability  to  all,  both  great  and  small.  That 
includes  the  lesser  life,  the  tiniest  elements, 
the  ants  for  instance.  There  can  be  no  doubt 
that  those  animals  constantly  in  contact  with 
man  and  the  methods  and  ways  of  intelli- 
gence take  upon  their  brain  cells  man's 
differentiating,  distinguistting  faculty.  Gen- 
eration after  generation  of  dogs,  always  in 
contact  with  man,  constantly  under  the 
teachership  of  man  produces  animals  of  which 
we  must  expect  much; — and  when  I  mention 
the  dog  I  must  say  that  its  degree  of  intelli- 
gence, if  intelligence  you  can  call  it;  is  an 
example  of  the  highest  you  may  expect  in  a 
civilized  state.  But  how  does  the  civiliza- 
tion-engendered dog  compare  with  the  fox 
and  the  wolf,  forced  to  daily  struggle  for  their 
existence  by  the  use  of  every  instinct  implanted 
in  it.  The  comparison  is  a  good  one  and 
all  must  admit  that  the  animals  in  the  wild 
state  may  be  looked  for  as  possessing  a  greater 
degree  of  reasoning  ability  than  ever  possible 
of  any  domestic  animal.  The  domestic 
animal  of  course  is  rarely  thrown  upon  his 
own  resources,  but  is  fed  and  cared  for  by 
man  therefore  has  no  need  to  use  either  its 
instinct  nor  its  possible  intelligence  so  far  as 
that  goes.  In  a  wild  state,  of  the  demand 
involving  constant  watchfulness  in  the  in- 
terest of  survival;  the  wild  animal  certainly 
neds  not  only  instinct  but  reasoning  power 
in  large  quantities.  And  this  is  the  more 
true  the  closer  the  animal  abides  to  civiliza- 
tion. 

Among  the  wild  animals  of  this  continent 
the  beaver  has  certainly  won  its  host  of 
admirers.    The  beaver  has  been  studied  from 


the  very  earliest  times  up  into  the  present. 
No  doubt  were  all  the  wiitings  about  the  life 
of  the  beaver  collected  they  would  fill  a  small- 
sized  library.  A  few  of  these  books  are 
worth  while, — A.  Radclyffe  Dugmore's  "Life 
of  the  Beaver,"  is  one  of  these.  It  aims  to 
tell  the  truth  about  the  beaver  as  seen  through 
the  eyes  of  a  modern,  his  vision  undimmed 
by  fairy  stories;  his  sole  object  the  pursuit  of 
the  truth.  Certainly  in  the  beaver  we  find 
evidence  of  a  reasoning  capacity  of  no  small 
order;  intelligence  if  you  wish;  unless  we  are 
permitted  to  designate  a  heightened  degree 
of  instinct  as  being  analogous  to  our  divine 
gift.  The  fact  that  so  many  thousand  fairy 
tales  have  been  told  about  the  beaver,  and  his 
marvelous  supposed  doings,  has  served  to 
brand  almost  everything  said  about  the 
creature  as  a  fake,  pure  and  simple.  All 
that  is  left  for  us  to  do  is  to  go  to  the  author- 
itative naturalist,  and  Dugmore  is  one  of 
these.  His  book  can  be  taken  as  substant- 
ially reliable. 

Whatever  will  lead  an  otherwise  truthful 
man  to  fake  wierd  tales  about  nature  and  the 
animals  found  therein  is  more  than  I  can 
understand.  A  well  known  sportsman  once 
made  a  farce  of  himself  by  writing  these 
supposed  observations  on  the  life  of  the  beaver 
They  are  too  good  to  miss  so  I  quote: 

"The  stream  at  this  point  was  a  series  of 
little  lakes,  and  about  two  hundred  yards 
below  I  could  hear  the  trip-hammer  and  pile- 
driver  thumping  away  as  each  beaver's  tail 
came  down  on  the  new  construction.  I  was 
soon  near  the  dam,  but  could  get  no  satis- 
factory point  of  observation.  A  few  yards 
ahead  of  me  stood  a  box-holder  tree  and  I 
began  to  crawl  toward  this  as  carefully  as  if 
I  were  stalking  a  band  of  deer.  The  bushes 
and  willows  covered  my  approach  and  pres- 
ently I  was  among  the  branches.  Carefully 
I  peered  out  from  the  green  foliage  and  what  a 
sight  met  my  gaze.  Seventy  or  eighty 
beavers  were  working  in  broad  daylight.  I 
was  eager  to  give  nry  entire  attention  to  what 
I  had  sought  after;  but  never  had  had  the 
pleasure  of  seeing  until  now.  The  dam  was 
nearly  one  hundred  yards  long,  about  six 
feet  wide  at  the  bottom  and  narrowed  to  two 
feet  at  the  top.  It  comprised  stones,  logs  and 
willow  branches  packed  together  so  firmly 
that  it  was  impossible  to  dislodge  any  portion 
of  the  structure.  I  first  sought  to  divide 
the  workmen  according  to  their  respective 
duties.  The  most  prominent  figure  was 
that  of  an  old  beaver,  gray  with  age  and  of 
enormous  size,  whose  function  seemed  to 
be  that  of  a  general  supervisor,  for  he  sat 
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apart  on  the  sand-bar.  <  My  attention  was 
next  attracted  to  some  very  large,  strong 
beavers  which  placed  in  position  material 
brought  forward  by  others.  I  was  curious 
to  know  how  these  carriers,  who  came  forward 
with  their  tails  loaded  down  with  mortar  ob- 
tained their  load.  The  master  mechanics 
with  their  tails  beat  this  mortar  into  position. 
I  peered  a  little  further  over  the  boughs  and 
saw  that  down  below  the  dam  close  to  the 
original  creek  bank  where  some  water  was 
creeping  forth  was  the  mortar  trough.  Some 
beavers  were  engaged  in  mixing  this  sticky 
clay  and  placing  it  on  other  beaver's  tails 
who,  in  turn,  went  straight  to  the  dam  with 
it.  I  could  scarcely  remain  silent  when  I  saw 
this  proceeding,  for  how  this  mud  was  moved 
had  always  been  a  mystery  to  me  as  it  takes 
tons  of  it  to  make  a  dam.  I  beheld  with 
delight  even  the  youngest  beavers  coming 
with  long  willow  twigs  in  their  mouths  to 
lay  beside  the  masters.  These  in  turn  took 
them,  cut  them  in  pieces  and  stuck  them  down 
by  rearing  upon  their  hind  legs,  holding  the 
twigs  fast  in  their  teeth  while  pushing  them 
firmly  into  the  dam.  As  soon  as  the  mortar 
was  taken  from  the  hod  carriers  it  was  stamped 
solidly  into  position  by  the  tails  of  thework- 
ers.  Such  precision  and  orderly  work  I  have 
seen  carried  out  except  by  the  bees  and  the 


red  ants  of  the  plains.  I  noticed  two  or  three 
times  that  the  youngsters  had  a  disposition 
to  play  between  loads.  The  masters  would 
then  thrust  out  their  necks  and  show  their 
teeth.  This  would  cause  them  to  scamper 
back  to  work." 

If  this  "observer"  had  said  that  the  sup- 
erintendent beaver  wore  "Never-Crack" 
overalls,  smoked  a  corn-cob  pipe;  if  he  had 
stated  that  when  the  twelve  o'clock  whistle 
blew,  all  the  hod  carriers  "downed  tools"  and 
brought  forth  their  dinner  pails;  if  he  had 
stated  that  the  mortar  mixers  chewed  tobacco 
he  would  not  have  deceived  his  readers  who 
would  then  have  known  beyond  a  doubt  that 
the  whole  narrative  was  a  commendable  bit 
of  satire. 

There  is  no  doubt  but  that,  combined  with 
industriousness  the  beaver  is  a  master-builder 
among  the  animals,  and  surely  if  there  be 
reasoning  ability  represented  in  the  wild 
estate  then  the  beaver  takes  the  foremost 
place.  Nevertheless  painstaking  naturalists, 
given  to  correct  and  therefore  invaluable  ob- 
servation, discounting  all  fashionable  stories, 
have  pjlaced  before  the  public  evidence  that 
the  beaver  often  makes  mistakes  or  falls  far 
short  of  his  professed  ability.  One  of  these 
incidents  recounted  by  a  well-known  pro- 
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fessor  will  go  to  prove  how  sadly  a  beaver 
misses  intelligent  action. 

Desiring  to  fell  some  trees  across  a  pond  a 
beaver  went  to  work  along  the  shore.  But 
instead  of  felling  the  trees  close  to  the  brink, 
first,  dropping  them  toward  the  pond,  that 
beaver  went  inland  and  started  gnawing  off 
trees.  He  severed  the  first  one;  it  sagged  to 
fall  and  got  caught  up  in  the  branches  of  the 
trees  that  lined  the  pond  and  remained  in 
that  position  at  a  slant  of  well  over  forty  five 
degrees.  Unable  to  get  the  tree  to  ground 
the  beaver  went  to  work  on  another;  gnawed 
that  through.  That  three  fell  and  also  got 
caught  up.  The  beaver  was  again  non-pluss- 
ed;  he  could  see  no  way  of  getting  those  trees 
down.  In  this  manner  he  gnawed  off  some 
ten,  fifteen  trees,  all  of  them  caught  up  in  the 
trees  bordering  the  pond.  In  despair  the 
beaver  gave  up  and  compromised  with  fail- 
ure by  gnawing  off  saplings  and  sticks  that 
could  be  cut  in  short  pieces  and  conveyed  by 
mouth  to  the  pond.  If  he  had  had  any  de- 
gree of  intelligence  that  beaver  would  have 
gnawed  off  the  trees  along  the  brink  of  the 
pond  that  held  up  the  severed  trees.  By 
doing  this  he  could  have  dropped  easily  enough 
the  trees  hung  up  behind. 

Lewis  H.  Morgan,  a  famous  sociologist 
published  a  book  on  the  beaver  in  the  year 
1867;  "The  American  Beaver  and  His  works." 

"The  final  chapter  in  this,"  writes  Dr. 
Charles  A.  Dewey,  "gives  Mr.  Morgan's 
views  on  the  mental  equipment  of  animals. 
Their  faculty  of  memory,  reason  or  judgment, 
imagination,the  will,  he  contends,  are  similar 
to  those  possessed  by  man,  differing  not  in 
kind  but  in  development,  strength  and  per- 
sistency. The  term  'instinct'  invented  to 
explain  the  intelligent  acts  of  animals  and  to 
maintain  a  fundamental  distinction  between 
their  mental  principle  and  that  of  the  human 
species  should  be  abandoned,  as  being  wholly 
incapable  of  interpreting  the  phenomena  of 
animal  intelligence.  These  conclusions  do 
not  tend  to  lower  the  personal  dignity  of 
man,  but  on  the  contrary  they  rather  serve 
to  distinguish  his  position.  His  great  sup- 
eriority is  abundantly  assured  by  the  bestow- 
ment  of  the  highest  structural  organization, 
of  the  fullest  mental  endowments  and  by  the 
possession  of  articular  speech.  ' 

That  is  true  and  very  clearly  put.  Never- 
theless the  high  grade  of  reasoning  ability  we 
are  the  natural  possessors  of,  so  far  surpasses 
any  degree  of  reason  that  an  animal  may 
possess  that  there  is  no  comparison.  We  may 
say  that  some  of  the  actions  of  animals  give 
evidence  of  reasoning  having  been  made  use 


of,  and  in  saying  that  we  assuredly'are  saying 
a  great  deal. 

In  depending  upon  his  intelligence  to  put 
him  on  the  right  track  to  safety  and  efficiency, 
if  you  will,  man  has  less  and  less  need  of 
certain  of  the  senses,  which  senses  never  for- 
sake the  wild  animal  constantly  on  a  look- 
out for  its  safety  .  We  have  little  or  no  use 
for  the  sense  of  smell;  some  people  are  able 
to  smell  only  pungent  fumes  and  decayed 
matter;  the  finer  scents  they  rarely  know. 
Will  time  and  evolution  take  from  us  the 
sense  of  smell,  since  it  is  hardly  neded  any 
more?  Perhaps.  On  the  other  hand  the 
sense  of  smell  with  the  animal  amounts  to 
one  of  the  wonders  in  this  world;  a  true  wonder, 
though  we  are  rarely  given  to  speculate  upon 
it.  The  faintest  scented  trail  in  the  grass  may 
be  followed  unerringly  by  the  extremely 
sensitive  animal  nose.  Through  that  organ 
he  is  given  to  understand  if  the  maker  of  the 
trail  is  his  friend  or  his  enemy.  Perhaps  as 
he  stuffs  long  and  deep  in  the  grass  his  mind 
is  busy,  intelligently  deciding  what  the  trail 
leads  him  to  believe  is  true.  Who  shall  say? 
The  fox  lifts  his  head  and  the  scent  from-  your 
body  is  carried  to  his  nose  across  a  half  mile 
or  even  a  mile  of  space.  A  few  whiffs  and 
he  can  tell  whether  or  not  he  is  in  danger; 
and  he  knows  the  animal  body  scent  from  the 
human  body  smell.  Is  not  all  this  wonderful? 
The  above  is  merely  a  trifling  glimpse  into 
a  comparison  of  one  of  our  senses  with  the 
same  sense  as  identified  in  the  animal. 

Likewise  is  the  eyesight  of  the  human 
being  very  inferior  to  that  of  the  animal. 
There  are  a  great  number  of  people  who  are 
unable  to  tell  one  color  from  another;  this  is 
known  generally  as  color-blindness.  To  some, 
oi  the  color-blind  there  are  but  two  colois. 
one,  black,  and  the  other  white.  Some  can 
tell  three  colors  at  a  glance,  some  four,  some 
five  and  some  can  instantly  tell  any  color  and 
shade  of  a  color  at  a  glance.  The  number  of 
the  latter  are  certainly  as  one  in  twenty. 
Keen  eyesight  is  a  demand  with  animals. 
The  more  harassed  an  animal  the  keener  his 
vision.  Thus  in  a  wild  state  the  use  of  the 
eyes  all  the  time,  as  a  means  to  self-preserva- 
tion is  a  demand.  The  Indians  and  Indian 
scouts  in  the  early  days  had  trained  their 
eyesight  from  infancy.  They  could  follow 
a  trail  through  the  grass  and  over  the  sod  that 
perhaps  not  one  person  out  of  one  hundred 
thousand  of  our  city  people  of  to-day  could 
even  partially  distinguish,  "peel"  their  eyes 
as  they  may.  The  eyesight  of  a  fish  for 
instance,  and  especially  that  of  the  brook 
trout,  is  the  very  highest  point  possible  of 
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truth  of  the  matter  is  that  the  trapper  who 
actually  makes  his  salt  at  trapping  must  daily 
exert  his  intelligence  in  a  manner  that  often 
surprises  himself.  Often  he  is  driven  to  his 
wits  end  in  devising  schemes  for  making  a 
fox  step  in  his  trap  or  overcoming  the  desires 
of  an  old  dog  mink  who  chooses  to  be  free 
and  has  not  lived  twelve,  fifteen  years  for 
nothing,  without  learning  a  great  deal.  If  I 
were  to  say  that  a  trapper  to  be  successful  in  his 
pursuit  near  to  civilization  must  possess  an 
inventive  genius  and  close  reasoning  equal 
to  that  of _  some  of  our  brainiest  mechanical 
sharps  I  am  not  saying  much  out  of  the  way. 
I  have  known  in  my  faded  and  gone  trapping 
days  an  old  timer  to  take  out  twenty  mink  in  a 
season  to  my  five  along  a  stretch  of  stream, 
four  miles  in  length.  Now  I  do  not  wish  to 
lower  my  own  dignity  in  the  least,  but  I  am 
stating  a  calm  fact.    The  mink  along  that 

stream  could  reason  or  use  their  instinct  in 

a  manner  that  was  beyond  me.    They  either 

reasoned  against  me  or  else  their  sense  of 

smell  and  sight  was  such  as  to  leave  no  room 

nor  wish  for  anything  further  in  that  line!!! 


attainment  in  a  wild  state.  The  fact  that 
trout  have  baffled  the  most  shrewd  and 
scientific  of  anglers  employing  all  the  arts  and 
crafts  assured  through  intelligence  is  enough 
to  prove  that  at  least,  when  driven  to  it  in 
the  name  of  self-preservation  (the  first  law  of 
life)  creatures  of  the  wild,  of  land  and  water, 
stand  in  liability  of  attaining  to  a  degree  of 
intelligence  probably  not  far  below  our  own 
though  differing  in  many  respects  as  regards 
environment  and  inequalities  mentally  and 
physically. 

The  most  active  opponent  of  the  theory 
that  animals  reason,  that  is,  possess  intelli-  „ 
gence  not  far  unlike  our  own,  is  the  man  who 
has  studied  nature,  the  animals  and  birds 
at  close  range;  on  the  other  hand  the  most 
fervently  sincere  believer  in  the  possibility  of 
animals  possessing  intelligence  is  the  trapper. 
If  you  would  ever  enjoy  an  evening  some  time 
take  up  the  subject  with  a  veteran  of  the 
trap-line  and  then  pop  the  question  of:  In- 
stinct vs  Reason;  as.  witnessed  in  animals. 
Your  average  person  is  of  the  belief  that  all 
a  trapper  has  to  do  is  to  set  a  trap  flat  in  a 
trail  and  something  will  step  in  it.  The 


Part  II. 
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How  to  connect  the  cord  to  the  bow-ends,  * 
will  be  asked.  Some  have  notches  in  both 
ends  and  slip  the  loose  loop  into  the  notch 
every  time  they  string  up.  and  then  when  they 
are  through  bend  the  bow  and  slip  the  loops 
out  of  the  notches.  However  as  I  have 
already  mentioned  that  with  both  loops  teose 
in  both  notches  there  is  obtained  a  vibration 
and  jar  that  is  hard  to  explain,  but  which  is 
easily  found  out  when  one  has  done  a  little 
shooting.  To  remedy  this  condition  the  loop 
at  the  lower  end  of  the  bow  may  be  slipped  into 
its  notch  and  then  fastened  there  with  a  cord 
wrapped  around  it,  merely,  it  should  be 
remembered,  so  that  it  will  not  leap  out  of  the 
notch.  Again  as  I  have  said  there  are  many 
who  believe  in  wrapping  the  lower  end  of  the 
bow  limb,  some  three  or  four  inches  up  from 
the  notch  very  tightly  with  cord.  The  idea 
is  that  the  vibration  will  loose  itself  in  this 
end  and  that  the  wound  end  better  absorbs 
it.  Any  way  you  look  at  it  the  loop  at  the 
lower  limb  should  be  firmly  fastened  to  the 
notch,  while  you  can  slip  the  top  loop  off  or 
on  at  ease  by  merely  bending  the  bow.  Again 
about  four  inches  of  each  end  of  the  bow-cord 
down  from  its  loop  should  be  reinforced  with 
cord  plaited  over  it.  This  will  also  help  as  a 
deadener  of  the  sharp  twang.  The  whole 
vibration  dies  down  in  the  ends  and  it  seems 
the  lower  end  receives  fully  two-thirds  of 
this  vibration.  _ 

Arrows  that  are  used  may  be  from  twenty- 
eight  to  thirty  inches  in  length.  An  arrow 
is  never  shot  straight  at  a  mark.  There  are 
many  who  have  never  given  any  thought  to 
the  matter  who  believe  this  to  be  the  case. 
„he  arrow,  as  a  rule,  must  be  shot  from  an 


angle  of  abou^  forty-five  degrees  elevation, 
all  depending  of  course  how  far  you  are  away 
from  the  object  you  are  shooting  at.  Thus 
we  have  it  that  when  the  arrow  has  reached 
the  apex  of  its  flight  it  will  be  half-way  be- 
tween you  and  the  target  as  a  matter  of  course. 
From  that  height  it  drops  just  as  it  rose,  and 
will,  if  your  shot  is  correct,  strike  the  target 
in  the  centre.  Now  then  placing  the  arrow 
across  the  bow  in  position  to  shoot,  the 
head  of  the  arrow  is  elevated  to  the  desired 
height.  Therefore  the  head  of  the  arrow  will 
be  in  your  direct  line  ot  vision,  while  the 
notched  end  of  the  arrow,  drawn  back  will 
be  under  your  chin  or  even  with  the  jaw, 
many  preferring  the  latter,  as  the  vision  is 
the  more  readily  controlled  and  ascertained. 
Experiment  shots  will  tell  you  how  far  each 
individual  pull  will  send  your  arrow  and  a 
shot  desired  farther  than  the  previous  ones 
will  be  judged  from  the  distance  they  attained. 
Also  by  experiment  shots  toward  your  target 
you  will  be  able  to  judge  the  elevation  and 
strength  of  the  pull  to  bring  the  arrow  to  the 
desired  place.  If  you  are  keen  on  calculation 
the  rudimentary  principles  of  the  game  will 
quickly  be  passed  over  and  the  real  work  will 
find  its  expression.  A  good  arrow  is  shaped 
with  care.  It  should  be  perfect,  smooth  and 
round  and  of  a  hardwood.  The  weight  of 
the  arrow  must  answer  to  the  bow:  a  heavy 
arrow  answers  to  a  heavy  bow  and  vice  versa. 
Therefore  a  heavy  arrow,  of,  say,  400  grains, 
meant  for  a  heavy  bow,  if  shot  from  a  light 
bow  means  no  more,  no  less  than  inaccuracy 
from  the  start. 

When  you  stand  in  position  to  shoot  you 
should  be  perfectly  firm  and  erect,  head 
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thrown  back  and 
mind  alive  to  the 
situation.  The 
length  of  the  pull 
and  the  gauging 
before  the  string 
is  released  is  short, 
therefore  the  cal- 
culation must  be 
swift  or  ascertained 
beforehand.  The 
whole  power  of 
your  body  is  direc- 
ted to  your  arms, 
the  left  one  espec- 
ially, which  bears 
the  full  strain, 
since  the  bow  must 
be  held  perfectly 
firm  at  the  grip 
and  must  not  turn 
and  twist.  This  is 
often  rather  hard 
on  a  person's  wrist; 
the  use  -of  a  lea- 
ther wrist  protec- 
tor will  not  only 
add  considerable 
strength    to  that 


FIG  IT 

In  position,  ready  to  shoot. 
Study  this  drawing. 


part  of 
but  will 
and  acy 
to  your 
grip 
the 


the  arm, 
brace  it 
firmness 
power  to 
In  shooting 
arrow  the 


mind  is  equally 
divided  between  the  "point  of  aim"  and 
the  left  arm;  the  communication  that 
everything  is  all  right  for  the  release  is  shifted 
to  the  fingers.  You  have  your  target  well 
lined  up  we  will  say;  it  being  a  four  foot  target 
at  thirty  yards.  As  the  arrow  is  drawn  back 
the  head  of  it  is  lined  up  with  some  object 
in  the  background-back  of  the  target.  Thus 
the  head  of  your  arrow  just  like  a  bead  on  a 
gun  is  lined  up,  but  where  the  gun  is  directed 
more  or  less  straight,  in  the  case  of  the  bow 
and  the  arrow  it  is  lined  up  as  to  aim,  to  some 


object  above  the  target.  In  Figure  III  is 
given  an  idea  how  to  arrange  your  shot  at  the 
target;  the  target  being  designated  by  the 
letter  Z.  Up  above  the  target  is  a  lump  of 
rock  which  is  designated  by  the  letter  V. 
Now  note  the  figure  with  the  bow.  He  has 
drawn  the  arrow  back  to  the  head  and  has 
lined  it  up  with  the  target  yet  aiming  directly 
at  the  lump  of  rock  above  the  target.  The 
line  Y  is  the  line  of  aim.  But  instead  of 
reaching  the  lump  of  rock,  V,  the  arrow 
falters  at  the  apex  of  its  career  and  slopes 
down  and  hits  the  target  instead  of  the  point 
aimed  at.  This  is  the  essential  thing  to 
understand  in  archery.  Find  some  point  to 
draw  your  aim  at,  above  the  object  you  wish  to 
hit,  and  if  your  point  of  aim  is  not  too  high  the 
target  should  be  hit.  If  the  point  of  aim 
is  below  the  correct  point  the  arrow  will 
fall  below  the  target.  Thus  in  Figure  III  if 
the  aim  is  lined  up  with  the  point  marked  X 
the  arrow  will  fall  below  the  target  instead 
of  hitting^it  in  the  given  centre. 

It  is  very  important  in  archery  that  you 
know  how  to  draw  back  the  arrow.  The 
amateur  will  seize  hold  of  the  string  on  the 
notched  arrow  and  draw  it  back  by  the  aid  of 
the  thumb  and  the  fore-finger  in  what  may  be 
termed  a  pinch.  This  is  wrong.  The  fore- 
finger and  the  long-finger  hook  onto  the 
bow-cord  with  the  arrow-end  between 
them  as  shown  in  A  of  Figure  I.  When  your 
aim  has  become  as  near  perfect  as  you  can 
get  it  you  slowly  straighten  out  the  finger 
allowing  the  cord  to  slip  off,  pausing  one  final 
moment,  with  the  cord  lying  on  the  two 
finger  tips.  Often  the  fingers  that  release 
the  string  and  the  arrow  do  not  slip  off  at  the 
same  time;  that  is  to  say  one  finger  tip  slips 
away  before  the  other.  The  result  will 
like  as  not  be  a  poor  shot.  This  is  a  point  to 
guard  against.  The  finger-tips  should  slip 
off  at  the  same  time.  With  a  little  practice 
you  will  soon  contrive  to  do  this  in  a  success- 
ful fashion.  'Xhe  amateur  will  complain 
that  his  finger-tips  seem  to  get  blood-stung 
in  drawing  the  arrow,  but  this  will  pass  as  the 
tips  grow  calloused;  in  time  you  will  discover 
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that  you  have  what  is  known  as  archery 
fingers.  Gloves  are  often  used  in  archery; 
at  least  it  is  a  good  idea  to  cut  the  fingers  off 
of  an  old  pair  of  gloves  and  use  these  on  the 
fingers  that  do  the  pulling  of  the  cord. 

While  in  hunting  small  game  the  blunt- 
headed  arrows  are  all  that  are  necessary,  for 
large  game  the  arrows  must  be  tipped  with 
sharp  triangles  of  tempered  steel,  often  an 
inch  and  a  half  long  and  one  inch  broad. 
These  are  held  in  place  at  the  tip  by  inserting 
them  in  a  slit  made  with  a  knife,  and  then 
the  end  below  the  triangle  is  very  closely  and 
tightly  bound  with  steel  wire. 

The  amateur  inevitably  makes  the  mistake 
of  creating  for  himself  arrows  of  soft  wood, 
like  pine,  for  instance.  These  are  practically 
useless.  Another  thing;  do  not  start  to  prac- 
tice up  on  arrow  shooting  until  you  have 
perfect  arrows.  The  large  sporting  goods 
establishments  handle  ready-made  arrows  and 
the  amateur  who  is  desirous  of  obtaining 
some  examples  to  fashion  after  should  obtain 
a  few  of  these.  Birch  dowels  are  excellent 
material  for  arrows,  and  the  wood  should 
be  from  a  straight-grained  piece.  It  is  care- 
fully trimmed  down  with  a  block-place,  and 
then  sand-papered.  These  arrows' should  be 
three  eighths  of  an  inch  in  diameter  and 
twenty-eight  inches  in  length.  Arrows  used 
on  small  game  are  made  blunt  in  the  end  and 
round-headed  screws  are  inserted.  Then 
they  are  tightly  bound  with  a  fine  grade  of 
wire. 

Personally  I  am  a  crank  about  the  feather- 
ing of  arrows  and  I  can  see  only  one  way  and 
that  is  the  method  taught  by  an  Indian  in  my 
youth.  In  the  first  place  never  try  to  feather 
an  arrow  with  feathers  whose  filaments  are 
upstanding,  or  outstanding — and  stiff.  If 
these  filaments  are  stiff  when  the  arrow  passes 
over  your  finger  going  out,- the  stiff  filaments 
do  not  yield  and  in  consequence  the  arrow 
is  thrown  up  and  out  of  place.  What  is  an 
idea  of  a  stiff,  outstanding  feather?  That  of 
an  old  turkey  for  instance.  What  is  an 
example  of  a  soft,  smooth,  easy — giving 
feather?    Try  that  of  the  goose. 
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1.  Showing  one  side  of  a 
feather  severed,  with  a  por- 
tion of  the  trunk. 

2.  A  sunken  slit  in  the 
arrow  to  receive  the  feather 
which  is  glued  into  the  slit. 

3.  The  completed  arrow* 


In  Fig.  IV  I  show  the  process  of  feathering 


an  arrow.  Note  in  (1)  we  have  one  side  of  a 
feather  with  its  filaments.  This  is  cut  down 
so  as  to  leave  part  of  the  trunk  of  the  feather 
adhering  to  the  filaments.  In  (2)  is  shown  the 
end  of  the  arrow  with  its  notch.  Now  down 
the  end  a  matter  of  an  inch  from  the  notch 
a  thin  slit  is  made  to  receive  the  feather  with 
its  portion  of  trunk.  This  is  made  deep 
enough  so  that  when  the  trunk  portion  is 
pressed  down  into  the  slit  it  will  lay  even 
with  the  wood.  (That  is  to  say  the  outer 
surface  on  which  the  filaments  are  attached 
will  lie  even  with  the  wood.)  Now  the  arrow 
is  reversed  and  a  slit  is  made  on  the  other 
side  like  this  one.  When  this  is  done  the 
inner  portion  of  the  trunk  of  each  feather  is 
coated  with  glue  and  is  pressed  into  each 
slit.  Note  the  nicks  at  the  end  of  each  slit 
ditched  in  from  the  side  of  the  arrow.  When 
the  feathers  are  in  place,  and  glued  down  they 
are  also  bound  in  with  slik  thread  into  these 
slits  or  nicks  cut  into  the  arrow  so  that  when 
completed  the  thread  lies  even  with  the  outer 
wood.  You  then  have  an  arrow  as  shown  in 
(3)  of  Fig.  IV.  Mistakes  are  generally  made 
when  tying  on  the  feathers  to  allow  the 
thread  to  stand  out  over  the  surface  of  the 
wood.  This  produces  a  ridge  and  when  the 
arrow  is  shot  over  the  finger  the  ridge  throws 
the  arrow  up.  Therefore  the  necessity  of 
cutting  the  nicks  so  as  to  sink  the  threads 
into  the  wood;  leaving  them  smooth  with  the 
surface  of  same.  When  the  arrow  is  com- 
pleted it  is  oiled  and  varnished  and  is  then 
ready  for  active  "service. 

Vi  will  be  noticed  in  (c)  of  Fig.  I,  one  of  the 
limbs  of  a  bow  from  one  end  to  the  centre. 
One  foot  down  from  the  centre  it  will  be  noted 
that  the  other  edge  of  the  bow  presents  a 
wider  surface  than  on  its  inner  edge,  as 
shown  more  fully  in  the  example  underneath, 
indicated  with  an  arrow  pointing  up.  This 
gradually  dwindles  until  toward  the  end  the 
limb  is  more  or  less  round  as  shown  below 
the  limb;  indicated  also  with  an  arrow. 
Judge  this  very  carefully.  The  idea  of  having 
the  wood  wider  on  the  outer  surface  down  from 
the  centre  on  either  limb  is  to  give  the  bow 
more  strength.  A  light  bow  of  strong  snappy 
wood  may  be  only  one  inch  through  at  the 
centre.  Stronger  bows  up  to  six  feet  should 
be  nearly  one  and  one  half  inches  through  at 
the  centre. 

To  aid  you  in  getting  a  firm  hold  on  the 
centre  of  the  bow  see  to  it  that  it  is  wound  at 
that  centre  with  wiremen's  or  electrician's 
tape;  a  matter  of  six  or  seven  inches  at  the 
direct  centre  will  be  plenty. 

In.  beginning  your  target  ^^^^^ 
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target  about  four  feet  in  diameter  and  set  it 
up  on  a  slant  instead  of  perpendicular  since 
the  arrow  falls  at  a  slant.  Make  a  bulls-eye 
to  it  and  two  other  rings.  Regulation  tar- 
gets may  be  made  of  oil-cloth  with  a  wood 
backing.  However  for  the  beginner  all  that 
4s  needed  is  the  tar-paper  target  painted 
white,  with  black  rings  out  from  the  bulls-eye. 
In  the  amateur  target  the  arrows  used  have 
no  sharp  barb  or  point,  consequently  they  do 
not  ld~dge  in  the  target  but  go  right  through, 
since  it  is  tar-paper  without  a  wooden  back- 
ing. Start  shooting  at  about  twenty  or 
twenty-five  yards  and  true  yourself  so  that 
you  understand  distinctly  the  puzzle  of  the 
"point  of  aim"  past  referred  to. 

One;  of  the  first  things  that  the  amateur 
has  to  overcome  in  the  game  of  arrow  shooting 
is  the  flinching  that  is  bound  at  first  to  be; 
the  releasing  of  the  arrow  before  time;  for 
if  the  arrow  is  "let"  before  time  the  result 
will  be  a  poor  shot.  Instead  of  thinkingjtoo 
much  on  what  your  hands  are  doing  concen- 
trate your  attention  on  the  head  ©f  the 
arrow  and  the  point  of  aim.    When  the  time 


comqs  let  the  bow-cord  slip  off  of  the  finger  tips 
easily,  both  finger  tips  slipping  at  the  same 
time.  Your  left  arm  holding  out  the  bow 
should  be  perfectly  rigid.  You  assume  the 
position  as  shown  in  Fig.  II;  which  will  tell  / 
you  more  about  the  "how"  of  drawing  the 
cord  than  any  amount  of  words  can.  There 
are  a  few  points  to  be  recognized  in  archery, 
and  when  these  are  recognized  and  gotten 
hold  of  mentally,  the  rest  will  follow  as  a 
matter  of  course. 

You  call  archery;  the  use  of  the  bow;  child's 
play.  You  are  very  much  mistaken.  If  you 
want  to  try  out  your  skill  in  a  manner  that 
no  rifle  or  revolver  can  possibly  prove  just 
get  you  a  good  bow  and  see  what  you  can  do 
toward  placing  an  arrow  through  a  target, 
(through  its  centre),  a  matter  of  thirty  or 
forty  yards  away.  Archery  is  certainly  no 
child's  play,  but  it  is  a  clean  sport  that  every 
growing  lad  should  master.  For  boys  from 
ten  to  eighteen,  and  from  eighteen  to  ninety 
there  can  hardly  be  found  an  equal  to  this 
as  a  concentration  riviter — in  fact  a  very 
builder  of  keenness. 


The  Fur  Markets 


THE  indications  all  point  towards  this 
coming  fur  season  being  as  profitable  as 
last  year's.  The  demand  for  furs  contin- 
ues strong,  the  supply  insufficient.  There  is  a 
vast  new  class  of  people  both  in  Europe  and 
America  who  now  possess  more  money  than 
ever  before,  and  most  of  these  are  demanding 
furs.  A  promising  feature  is  that  the  demand 
is  equally  strong  both  for  high-priced  furs 
and  also  for  the  cheaper  grades,  and  this 
demand  looks  likely  to  continue  for  some  time 
at  least.  At  the  same  time  the  market  will 
be  subject  to  fluctuations,  and  a  hard  winter, 
with  bad  times  in  the  labor  market  may  see 
values  closing  at  a  lower  figure  than  they 
opened  at. 

The  reports  of  the  fur  markets  of  America 
and  London  "by  Funsten  Bros.,  and  A.  &.  W. 


Nesbitt  that  follow  will  give  a  good  idea  o* 
present  conditions. 

Funsten  Bros.  Report 

Since  the  opening  days  of  the  recent  world 
war,  customers  in  a  good  many  lines  have 
undergone  marked  changes.  In  no  direction 
has  this-been  more  noticeable  than  in  furs. 
Through  custom,  furs  were  only  worn  in  the 
late  fall  and  winter  months,  and  their  use  in 
this  way  made  the  fur  business  a  seasonable 
one  of  relatively  short  duration.  With  the 
beginning,  however,  a  few  years  ago  of  our 
present  prosperous  times  in  America,  Dame 
Fashion  interfered  with  custom  in  calling  for 
the  use  of  furs  in  the  last  spring  and  summer 
months,  and  this  summer  use  of  furs  increased 
in  popularity  until  it  has  reached  startling 
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proportions  this  year — the  volume  of  opera- 
tions being  surprising.  It  has  placed  furs 
all  the  world  over  in  the  list  of  all  year  com- 
modities, with  every  indication  of  the  custom 
remaining  permanently. 

The  heavy  comsumption  of  furs  so  far  the 
present  summer  has  kept  manufacturers 
extremely  busy  and  created  such  a  big  de- 
mand for  goods  that  stocks  of  raw  furs  in  all 
parts  of  the  world  have  shrunk  decidedly,  and 
visible  supplies  in  the  face  of  the  world's 
enlarged  demand  are  unusually  small.  The 
results  of  such  activity  has  found  expression 
in  increased  prices  for  most  kinds  of  furs 
since  our  spring  sale.  With  the  entrance  also 
of  Central  Europe  (after  an  absence  of  four 
years)  into  the  fur  market,  of  which  they 
were  formerly  one  of  the  largest  consumers,  a 
further  advance  of  prices  on  practically  all 
furs  can  be  confidently  looked  for.  Big 
movements  of  holdings  have  been  made 
recently  in  all  markets.  The  demand  is  not 
confined  to  only  a  few  articles,  but  all  kinds 
are  wanted.  The  staples,  such  as  skunk, 
oppossum,  mink,  coon,  etc.,  are  apparently 
the  strongest,  with  heavy  enquiries  also  for 
practically  all  northern  goods.  Foxes,  good 
quality  wolves,  lynx,  fisher  and  the  like 
recently  have  been  enjoying  much  favor  at 
advanced  prices  and  give  promise  of  command- 
ing even  more  attention  for  the  balance  of 
the  season.  Foreign  furs  of  all  kinds,  arrivals 
of  which  in  this  country  have  not  been  as 
heavy  as  expected,  are  likewise  very  much  in 
demand.  In  fact,  no  article  is  neglected. 
All  classes  of  skins,  from  the  short  haired  to 
the  long  haired  kinds  are  meeting  with  ready 
sale  now.. 

St.  Louis,  July,  1919. 


London  Report — A.  &  W.  Nesbitt,  Ltd. 

The  London  fur  market  is  very  steady^ 


with  a  rising  tendency,  and  a  good  demand 
for  all  articles,  with  the  possible  exception  of 
fisher. 

Muskrat — Completely  sold  out.  Good  de- 
mand for  skins  suitable  tor  Seal  Dye,  also 
Natural,  with  some  enquiries  -  for  southern 

skins. 

Skunk — Excellent  demand  at  prices  10  per 
cent  to  15  per  cent,  higher  than  May.  Long 
Stripe  and  White  particularly  wanted.  This 
article  will  sell  well  in  October,  as  stocks  are 
small. 

Raccoon — No  stocks  on  hand.  Good  de- 
mand for  Centrals,  Northern  and  Eastern. 

Otter. — Good  demand  both  for  Natural  and 
Plucking.    Should  sell  well  at  May  values. 

Wolverine — Excellent  demand,  and  we 
strongly  advise  consignments  of  this  article. 

White  Fox — Selling  well  at  May  prices. 
Blue  Fox — Good  demand;  will  sell  at  very 
high  prices. 

Silver  Fox — Strong  demand.  Best  Silvers 
will  advance  on  last  prices. 

Cross  Fox. — Strong  demand.  Will  sell 
well. 

Mink — Excellent  demand  for  very  best 
skins  of  which  there  are  no  supplies;  medium 
and  low  grades  fairly  good  supplies  with 
rather  dull  market. 

Lynx— ^-Strong  demand  for  best  goods. 
Advise  consignments. 

Ermine — Excellent  demand  for  large  white 
skins;  medium  and  small  demand  not  quite  so 
good. 

Bear — Excellent  demand  for  black  and 
brown  bear.    Will  sell  well. 

The  following  articles  are  not  in  very  good 
demand:  Mink,  Central  and  Southwestern, 
Badger,  Fisher,  Grey  Fox  and  Southern 
Muskrat. 


A  Talk  from  New  Ontario 

Fred  A.  Clarke 


HAVING  been  requested  by  the  editor 
of  Along  the  Trap  Line  to  give  some  of 
my  experiences  in  this  part  of  the  north- 
ern wilds  I  will  say  what  I  have  to  say  not  as 
a  story  but  as  a  talk  about  this  trappers', 
hunters'  and  general  sportsmen's  paradise. 
At  least  that  is  what  it  would  be  if  it  wasn't 
for  the  billions  of  blackflies  and  mosquitos  in 
June,  July  and  August,  and  the  forty,  fifty 
and  sixty  below  in  December,  January  and 
February. 


However  last  winter  was  the  mildest  they 
have  had  yetTso  the  trappers  claim,  with  only 
about  one  third  of  the  usual  snowfall.  This 
was  easily  proven  by  stumps  sticking  up 
above  the  snow  that  had  been  cut  by  trappers 
and  teamsters  seasons  before, 

I  might  say  that  last  winter  was  a'poor  one 
for  the  trapper  as  there  was  too  much  water 
without  enough  severe  weather,  also  the  snow- 
shoe  rabbits  the  last  couple  of  seasons  have 
died  off  in  millions.    If  one  could  locate  a 
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district  where  rabbits  are  plentiful  there  one 
would  find  rich  pockets  of  fur  bearers. 

Some  trappers  don't  bother  cutting  a  trail 
especially  the  ones  that  haven't  a  dog  team; 
they  just  trim  the  branches  off  as  they  go 
along,  but  later  nearly  every  trip  they  have  to 
keep  cutting  as  the  snow  raises  them  up. 
I  consider  a  trap  line  along  any  of  the  num- 
erous rivers  to  be  the  best  as  it  is  nearly  im- 
possible to  pack  overland  especially  when  there 
is  no  snow  or  frozen  ground.  One  could  cut 
trails  into  the  dense  forest  after  the  freeze-up 
but  one  wants  to  be  in  and  ready  at  that  time. 

However  a  few  hundred  yards  in  from  eacj*- 
side  of  the  river  every  mile  or  so  would  be 
plenty.  Follow  the  river  down  stream  north 
until  it  empties  into  some  other  large  rivers. 
Here  make  your  main  cabin,  with  cabins  every 
eight  or  ten  miles  in  from  the  railside.  You 
can  explore  this  other  river  back  upstream  to 
the  railside  and  you  will  find  that  you  are 
ten  to  forty  miles  from  your  original  starting 
point  by  rail. 

Or  else  from  the  main  cabin  you  can  have 
three  large  circles  with  a  line  of  traps  back 
to  the  railside.  Another  plan  that  northern 
trappers  use  is  to  make  a  line  on*"  a  line  or 
chain  of  lakes,  setting  traps  on  the  portages 
and  narrows.  The  river  with  the  least  port- 
ages can  be  used  to  get  your  outfit  in  by 
canoe.  A  canoe  is  certainly  needed  unless 
you  want  to  stick  close  to  the  railside  and 
take  chances  of  getting  no  fur. 

A  real  trapper  would  go  in  about  the  first 
of  September,  get  his  cabins  built,his  outfit  in, 
wood  cut  and  piled,  cubby  houses  made, 
lynx,  fisher  and  marten  pens  made  and  baited 
if  possible. 

Lazy  trappers  and  Indians  have  traps  all 
along  the  railroad,  also  some  trappers  that 
are  afraid  of  the  timber  wolf. 

The  wolves  are  certainly  getting  more 
numerous  and  there  certainly  should  be  a 
larger  reward  offered  for  them.  At  present 
the  trapper  has  to  give  up  the  skintogetthe 
$20.  bounty.  From  the  railroad  in  a  few 
miles,  trappers  have  been  known  to  make 
from  one  hundred  to  five  hundred  dollars  with 
a  dozen  or  so  traps. 

I  might  say  the  muskegs  are  very  danger- 
ous and  in  numerous  large  tracts  inpassable, 
as  they  are  full  of  holes  covered  over  with 
moss.    (Enough  said.) 

A  large  canoe  is  better  than  a  small  one; 
the  best  size  is  about  seventeen  feet  at  least, 
either  wood  or  canvas. 

I  find  that  the  furbearers  are  easier  to  trap 
up  here  than  in  old  Ontario.  Even  the  fox 
is  not  so  foxy  before  the  snow  falls.  However 


very  lew  are  caught  after  a  foot  of  snow|has 
fallen  as  they  don't  seem  to  have  a  regular 
route  after  that. 

As  for  eats  the  main  thing  is  to  take  up 
plenty  of  lard  and  tea  also  a  heavy  list  of 
bacon.  Luxuries  such  as  prunes,  figs,  dates 
and  raisins  should  also  be  taken,  at  least  a 
couple  of  pounds  of  each. 

Most  northern  trappers  come  out  for  mail 
and  ship  their  fur  on  hand  every  month  so  it 
would  be  an  easy  matter  to  get  more  provisions 
in.  However,  it  would  pay  to  get  in  all  the 
heavy  stuff  before  the  freeze-up. 

Woollen  clothing  of  the  heaviest  kind,  with 
Mackinaw  coat  and  breeches  is  indispensable. 
For  cold  days  a  leather  or  wind  proof  vest 
would  also  be  good,  such  as  the  Comfort  Auto 
Robe  Co.  make.  For  your  feet  you  want 
wool  socks,  and  plenty  of  them.  For  cold 
freezing  weather  one  wants  moccasins,  and 
oil  tanned  moccasins  or  shoepacks  for  wet 
weather,  without  the  extra  sole  or  heel,  how- 
ever. The  pack  with  the  extra  sole  would  be 
good,  but  harder  on  the  snowshoes. 

The  snowshoes  for  this  country  should  be 
a  shoe  42  to  60  inches  in  length, twelve  inches 
wide  at  the  centre,  tapered  to  sharp  ends  at 
both  toe  and  heel.  The  front  end  of  the  shoe 
to  be  turned  up  from  four  to  five  inches. 
The  factory  made  shoe  with  the  round  bent 
forepart  makes  walking  very  difficult  and  tire- 
some, and  one  has  not  gone  far  until  it  seems 
as  if  one  were  lifting  up  fifty  pounds  at 
each  step  taken. 

The  warmest  moccasin  to  my  notion  is  the 
cowhide  topped  ones  with  moosehide  bot- 
toms. That  is  if  you  get  a  pair  about  five  or 
more  sizes  too  large,  then  soak  them  in  rain 
wrater  and  dry  at  the  stove,  then  repeat  and 
repeat  this  until  they  are  the  size  required,  but 
never  put  on  any  thing  that  is  tight  or  even 
snug  or  you'll  get  that  part  frozen. 

Hang  your  moccasins  outside  to  dry  in  the 
zero  weather,  and  always  keep  them  clean. 

Rubbers  in  any  shape  or  form  of  shoe  or 
boot  should  not  be  worn  except  before  the 
freeze-up  and  in  the  spring. 

One  will  not  have  any  difficulty  in  getting 
the  winter's  meat  as  moose  and  fish  are  very 
plentiful.  Most  streams  are  just  teeming 
with  the  speckled  beauties,  that  is  trout,  but 
they  are  out  of  season  when  the  trapper  goes 
in. 

Different  calibres  and  makes  of  rifles  are 
used  but  there  are  more  30-30s  and  32  specials 
used  than  all  the  rest  put  together.  (Yes, 
it  generally  takes  from  two  to  five  shots 
to  get  your  moose  with  them,  but  still  they 
are  the  favorites.) 
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If  you  happen  to  be  a  moneyed  man  and 
you  are  after  that  moose  with  a  fifty  seven 
inch  spread  better  take  along  a  .30-06,  .33 
or  a  .303  British  with  soft  nose  bullets.^  The 
longer  the  barrel  the  better  as  all  shots  will 
be  fired  from  the  guide's  canoe.  If  interested 
write  to  the  Canadian  National  Railways 
Sportsman's  Guide,  Cochrane,  asking  them 
for  their  booklet  Out  of  Doors.  I  will  say, 
if  you  don't  get  your  moose  just  blame  the 
guide,  or  say  that  your  rifle  is  bent  and  shot 
around  him. 

There  seems  to  be  a  difference  in  opinion 
as  regards  the  size  of  traps  used  for  each  ani- 
mal, such  as  the  No.  1  for  fox,  fisher  and  lynx. 
Having  lost  fox  and  fisher  out  of  No.  l's 
last  winter  I  say  never  again. 

The  No.  \  Y2  is  the  all-around  trap  as  beaver 
and  otter  are  out  of  season  for  five  more  years, 
though  they  are  plentiful  enough  to  warrant 
the  usual  permit  of  ten  to  my  way  of  thinking. 

Trappers  take  in  as  many  as  two  hundred 
traps,  but  considerably  less  are  sufficient,  as 
deadfalls  can  always  be  made  if  more  traps 
are  needed.  The  lynx  are  hardly  ever  trapped 
as  snares  are  cheaper,  easier  set  and  lighter  to 
carry. 

There  are  numbers  of  black  bear,  but  on 
figuring  things  up  they  come  something  like 
this.  The  No.  5  bear  trap  weighs  about  forty 
pounds.  Fasten  this  to  a  pole  ten  or  fifteen 
feet  long  and  weighing  from  forty  to  fifty 
pounds,  carry,  pull  or  shove  this  to  the 
setting  point,  build  your  pen  or  swing  your 
bait  up  so  that  Bruin  will  have  to  dance  to 
get  it,  and  now  suppose  the  bear  has  been 
caught  and  has  made  off  through  all  windfalls, 
swampjs  and  briars.  You  finally  come  face 
to  face  with  his  bearship  while  doing  a  hand 
and  knee  stunt  going  through  some  tangle, 
and  if  he  doesn't  get  you,  you  get  him.  Fol- 
lows a  nice  half  day  skinning  him,  then  you 
have  the  trap,  clog  and  bearskin  to  take  back 
to  the  setting  point.  Well,  if  you  are  still 
interested  in  bear  trapping  I  will  say  you  are 


not  lazy.    Better  only  take  along  one  trap 
the  first  season. 

Locating 

From  Cochrane  to  Hearst  there  is  a  vast 
amount  of  timbered  land  that  has  been  burnt 
over,  but  good  trapping  can  be  had  from  five 
to  twenty  miles  back  from  the  railroad. 
Beaver,  muskrat,  fox,  mink,  otter,  fisher  and 
marten  with  a  few  bear  and  skunk,  with 
moose  very  plentiful  around  and  back  in 
from  Hearst. 

Hearst  to  Grant  the  same,  except  very  few 
muskrats,  no  skunk,  and  black  bear  and  moose 
in  larger  numbers.  The  first  thirty  miles 
from  Hearst  west  is  pretty  well  trapped  out, 
but  in  north  should  be  good. 

Grant  to  Armstrong.  This  division  has  its 
share  of  rivers  and  lakes  with  game  and  fur 
plentiful,  but  trapped  by  the  Indians  near 
the  railroad.  However,  in  north  on  any 
river  would  be  good.  There  are  the  most 
wonderful  canoe  and  motor  boat  routes  up 
through  these  parts,  with  all  kinds  of  fur 
and  game. 

Now  Brother  Trappers  the  average  station 
is  two  miles  from  the  rivers  all  along  the  line, 
but  one  can  get  the  National  to  stop  and  put 
one's  outfit  off  at  the  rivers  by  arrangement. 

I  might  say  that  the  most  of  these  parts  have 
been  surveyed  and  a  six  foot  line  has  been 
chopped  out.  This  is  to  divide  the  forest  into 
townships.  Some  lines  are  six  miles  square, 
others  are  nine  miles  square.  These  trails 
are  good  for  dog  teams  after  deep  snow  has 
fallen.  We  also  have  on  this  division  the  - 
famous  Nagogami  River  which  is  only  about 
half  a  mile  from  the  Skunk  and  a  mile  from 
White  River.  These  are  all  fine  trout  streams 
and  are  ideal  for  the  moneyed  man  and  semi- 
poor  man  alike. 

If  there  is  any  question  that  is  not  fully 
tbuched  on  just  ask  the  Editor,  but  do  not 
ask  any  trapper  up  here  for  sets.  This  seems 
to  be  an  unwritten  law. 


The  Use  of  Scent 

H.  C.  Haddon 


HPO  many  beginners  in  the  trapping  game 
♦the  advertisements  of  some  of  the  manu- 
facturers of  scent  for  the  different  fur  bearing 
animals  read  like  the  prospectus  of  a  promised 
land.  According  to  some  of  these  modest 
claims  a  few  drops  of  this  wonderful  scent 
sprinkled  on  a  bush  or  twig  with  a  trap  set 


underneath  will  catch  the  most  cunning  fur 
bearer.  Most  of  the  larger  fur  houses  now 
carry  their  own  line  of  scents,  alll  equally 
wonderful  in  their  drawing  powers. 

Confronted  with  the  opportunity  of  spend- 
ing one  dollar  and  cleaning  up  every  fur 
bearer  in  his  section  the  amateur  will  usually 
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"come  across" — and  invariably,  judging  by 
his  results,  he  makes  up  his  mind  that  he 
has  been  stung. 

To  the  trapper  in  a  small  way  who  sets  out 
perhaps  a  dozen  or  two  traps  in  the  fall  and 
who  quits  when  the  snow  comes, scent  is  not  a 
necessity.  On  the  other  hand  the  man  who 
runs  a  long  line  in  the  depth  of  winter  and 
who  has  to  contend  with  frozen  bait  finds 
that  scent  is  indispensable.  Equally,  too, 
the  two  men  follow  entirely  different  methods 
of  trapping.  In  the  more  settled  districts, 
with  large  areas  under  cultivation  it  becomes 
necessary  to  rely  more  and  more  on  finding 
the  regular  feeding  grounds  of  the  animals 
required,  and  even  their  dens.  In  the  wilder- 
ness a  trap  is  but  rarely  set  for  one  individual 
animal.  Certain  essentials  are  necessary,  as 
water,  timber,  altitude  or  open  country. 
Given  these  and  tracks  or  other  indications 
of  fur  bearers  and  the  trapper  gets  to  work. 
The  traps  are  set  out  in  the  most  suitable 
places,  and  usually  remain  in  the  same  loca- 
tion all  winter.  One  trap  for  instance  might 
catch  three  foxes  during  the  season,  with  the 
probability  that  each  of  these  foxes  had 
travelled  anything  from  fifty  to  a  hundred 
miles  from  some  other  direction  before  they 
found  the  trap. 

The  boy  on  the  farm  sets  his  traps  for  one 
special  mink  or  skunk  that  he  knows  is  there, 
and  having  caught  it  often  pulls  up  his  traps 
until  he  finds  tracks  or  signs  of  another  fur 
bearer.  Between  these  two  examples  is  all 
the  wide  range  of  trapping  in  all  its  varia- 
tions. Both  amateur  and  professional  are 
deadly  anxious  to  get  the  best  results  from 
their  labors,  and  both  are  usually  willing  to  try- 
any  new  scheme  or  scent  that  will  increase 
their  catch. 

The  many  wild  claims  made  for  advertising 
purposes  by  some  of  the  less  reputable  scent 
manufacturers  have  had  the  result  of  dis- 
crediting the  manufactured  scents  in  the  eyes 
of  many  trappers.  In  attempting  to  estimate 
the  value  of  scents  as  a  whole  it  is  important 
firstly  to  get  a  clear  idea  of  what  scent  is  for. 

So  potent,  so  appealing  to  the  animal's 
appetite  or  sexual  instincts  that  no  bait  is 
needed?  Except  in  a  few  isolated  instances 
I  refuse  to  believe  it.  Coyotes,  foxes,  all  the 
members  of  the  dog  family  will  leave  their 
body  scent  on  a  rock  or  stump  or  post  or 
similar  place.  Find  such  a  place  where  a  coyote 
has  travelled  and  notice  the  interest*  your  dog 
takes  in  it.  Here  you  have  an  example  of 
what  can  be  done  with  scent.  Bait  would 
merely  arouse  suspicion.  A  little  wolf  or 
coyote  urine  used  as  scent  without  bait  would 


make  a  catch.  Substitute  some  other  scent 
and  a  catch  would  be  accidental. 

Except  in  a  few  cases  like  this  scent  is  not 
intended  to  be  used  without  bait.  In  very 
cold  weather  when  the  bait  is  frozen  it  gives 
off  very  little  odor  and  an  animal  can  pass  it 
by  within  a  few  feet  without  noticing  it. 
It  was  to  remedy  this  that  scents  were  intro- 
duced. Their  real  purpose  should  be  to 
give  to  the  bait  the  attraction  that  it  lost  by 
being  frozen.  When  asked  to  do  this,  scent 
will  be  found  a  tremendous  help  to  the  trapper. 
Simply  to  sprinkle  a  little  scent  on  a  rock  or 
bush  and  expect  to  draw  an  animal  for  several 
miles  is  to  waste  your  time  and  money. 

With  many  of  the  manufactured  lures  the 
trouble  is  that  the  scent  is  not  lasting.  It 
evaporates  too  quickly,  and  while  good 
results  might  be  obtained  if  it  could  be  re- 
newed every  two  or  three  days  yet  this  is  not 
of  much  help  to  a  man  that  only  gets  around 
this  line  every  week  or  ten  days. 

Undoubtedly  many  furbearers  are  caught 
every  year  with  the  aid  of  scent  and  it  would 
make  an  interesting  argument  to  know  how 
many  would  have  been  caught  at  the  same 
sets  if  the  scent  had  not  been  used.  Where 
the  weather  is  mild  and  the  bait  unfrozen 
I  venture,  to  think  that  the  scent  would  not 
justify  itself  as  an  investment. 

To  the.  professional  trapper  in  many  cases 
the  manufactured  lure  is  looked  on  as  fit  only 
for  the  amateur.  He  has  his  own  recipe  for 
medicine  and  will  back  it  against  any  of  your 
fancy  dope.  The  quaint  thing  is  that  often 
and  often  the  same  ingredients  constitute 
the  two  scents,  yours  at  a  dollar  per  small 
bottle,  his  at  one  third  the  price. 

Personally  I  always  use  some  sort  of  scent 
myself,  and  in  very  cold  weather  with  frozen 
bait  I  admit  that  it  is  of  very  considerable 
benefit.  At  other  times,  with  plenty  of 
fresh  bait  I  am  afraid  that  I  use  it  more 
out  of  superstition  than  for  any  other  reason. 
One  never  knows  and  it  might  easily  be  the 
means  of  catching  an  extra  piece  of  fur. 

Will  some  of  the  readers  express  their 
opinions  on  the  value  of  scent  as  they  have 
found  it?  The  discussion  should  add  to  our 
knowledge  on  the  subject. 

In  making  his  own  scent  at  home  the 
trapper  has  two  choices.  The  one  is  the  good 
old  fashioned  "stinkum,"  rotted  mice,  fish 
oil,  decayed  salmon,  or  something  similar, 
and  the  other  is  the  chemical  dope  that  is 
supposed  to  be  infallible. 

Looking  at  the  matter  from  an  impartial 
viewpoint  it  should  stand  to  reason  that  the 
base  on  which  you  build  your  scent  should 
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consist  of  something  to  appeal  to  the  animal's 
appetite.  With  many  of  the  manufactured 
scents  the  chief  ingredients  are  alcohol  or 
alcoholic  extracts  used  to  carry  the  other 
ingredients  in  solution.  After  being  exposed 
to  the  air  the  alcohol  evaporates,  and  that, 
in  my  opinion  is  one  of  the  chief  reasons  why 
these  scents  fail  to  be  as  successful  as  they 
should  be.  On  the  other  hand  a  good  old 
mixture  consisting  mainly  of  fish  oil  or  some 
odoriferous  invention  will  taint  up  the  sur- 
rounding atmosphere  for  several  days, and  even 
after  the  added  chemical  spell  binders  have 
disappeared  the  old  reliable  fish  oil  will  still 
be  on  the  job. 

Beaver  castor  is  about  the  most  attractive 
scent  for  lynx — in  fact  it  is  attractive  to  most 
animals,  and  a  small  percentage  of  it  figures 
in  most  of  the  manufactured  lures.  Oil  of 
rhodium  is  used  principally  for  otter.  Catnip, 
as  is  well  known,  has  a  strong  attraction  for 
cats.  Aniseed  is  perhaps  best  for  marten, 
though  it  is  also  more  or  less  attractive  to 
mink  and  weasels.    Sweet  fennell  is  often 


used  for  muskrats.  A  good  cheap  scent  that 
can  be  made  at  home  is  the  following.  This 
is  the  scent  that  I  use  myself,  and  I  have 
had  just  as  good  results  with  it  as  with  any 
of  the  manufactured  scents. 

Beaver  Castor,  1  ounce. 

Assafoetida  ^  ounce. 

Three  in  One  gun  oil,  a  fifteen  cent  bottle. 

Aniseed,  half  quantity  of  Three  in  Oae. 

Dissolve  the  assafoetida  in  alcohol,  add 
the  beaver  castor  and  mix  thoroughly.  Then 
add  the  aniseed  and  gun  oil,  and  fish  oil  up 
to  double  the  quantity  of  the  mixture.  This 
makes  a  cheap  scent,  and  you  can  use  plenty. 
In  using  it  a  piece  of  gunny  sack,  moss  or 
anything  spongy  that  will  hold  the  scent  is 
better  than  sloping  it  on  tn"e  bark  of  a  tree  or 
pouring  it  on  the  ground. 

Put  the  scent  as  close  to  the  bait  as  possible. 
While  some  of  the  odor  will  leave  within  a 
few  days  yet  the  smell  of  the  beaver  castor 
is  wonderfully  lasting,  and  if  you  get  any 
on  your  hands  or  clothes,  especially  the 
latter,  you  will  notice  it  for  weeks. 


On  Taniiing  Furs 

"Buckskin" 


BEING  a  regular  reader  of  Rod  and  Gun 
for  the  last  five  years  I  have  noticed 
from  time  to  time  that  several  brother 
sports  wish  to  know  how  to  tan  rabbits, 
woodchucks,  deer  and  other  hides,  also  wish 
to  know  how  to  make  buckskin.  Now  while 
these  questions  have  been  answered  by  one  or 
the  other  to  the  best,  I  have  no  doubt,  of  their 
knowledge,  yet  I  have  never  thought  much 
of  the  recipes  given,  having  noticed  that  the 
most  of  them  contain  either  alum  or  salt- 
petre, and  sometimes  both.  Now  there  is  no 
need  of  either  oi  these  minerals  being  used  at 
all,  in  fact  alum  is  only  used  as  a  last  resort, 
in  a  case  where  the  hair  comes  off  easily,  or  in 
other  words  has  started  to  slip.  Alum  will 
contract  or  thicken  up  the  hide  so  it  will 
help  to  hold  the  fur  or  hair.  Either  of  these 
minerals  will  harden  up  a  hide  or  pelt  so  that 
it  will  take  the  heart  out  of  a  man  trying  to 
make  a  soft  job  of  a  fairly  thick  hide,  who  is 
doing  the  job  at  home,  and  possibly  his  first 
attempt  as  well,  so  I  thought  I  would  give 
the  boys  the  best  that  I  have  on  the  subject. 
I  have  tried  at  least  ten  methods.  Now  the 
first  is  a  tan  suitable  for  any  piece  of  fur  you 
might  wish  to  make  up  to  wear,  or  any 
hide  you  might  like  to  make  into  a  robe  or 
mat. 


No..  1 — Salt,  two  pounds,  soft  water  one 
gallon,  sulphuric  acid  two  ounces.  First  take 
a  wooden  pail  or  tub  (not  metal)  and  put  in 
the  water  and  salt,  then  pour  in  the  acid  very 
slowly.  Now  take  some  bran  or  sawdust — 
bran  is  best — and  stir  in  as  much  as  will  make 
a  thick  paste.  Then  lay  your  skin  or  hide 
flat  on  the  floor  and  with  a  flat  stick,  lay  on 
the  paste,  about  half  an  inch  thick  and  leave 
in  a  warm  place  for  thirty  six  hours.  Be 
sure  to  get  every  part  of  the  hide  well  covered 
with  the  paste.  The  next  operation  is  to 
wash  the  hide  well  in  clean  water  having  a 
handful  of  sal  soda  (washing  soda)  in  it  to  kill 
any  acid  that  may  be  left  in  the  skin.  Then 
hang  up  and  when  nearly  dry  give  a  good 
scraping  with  a  steel  scraper  to  break  the 
fibres  and  finish  off  with  some  coarse  sand- 
paper. 

This  will  make  a  first  class  job,  and  this 
quantity  is  enough  for  any  hide  up  to  the  size 
of  a  deer  skin,  or  will  do  as  many  other  skins 
as  the  paste  will  cover.  All  fat  must  be 
removed  from  the  skin  previous  to  tanning, 
and  if  the  hide  or  skin  is  hard,  soak  till  soft 
before  applying  the  paste. 

No.  2. — This  is  the  white  man's  way  of 
making  buckskin  and  I  find  it  much  easier  than 
the  Indian  method.    First  take  the  hide  and 
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put  it  in  a  tub  with  enough  water  to  cover, 
then  put  in  a  shovel  full  of  wood  ashes  or  a 
chunk  of  lime  the  size  of  your  fist.  Leave 
hide  in  this  for  several  days  to  loosen  the 
hair,  which  takes  from  three  to  five  days  as  a 
rule.  Keep  trying  it,  and  when  loose  take 
the  hide  out,  throw  over  a  log  and  scrape  off 
the  hair.  Next  dissolve  about  two  pounds  of 
common  soap  in  two  gallons  of  water  (warm 
water)  put  in  the  hide  and  work  same  as  if 
you  were  washing  out  your  socks  and  keep 
pulling  and  wringing,  then  leave  in  to  soak 
for  two  days,  after  which  pull  and  work  till 
dry.  Next  give  it  a  coat  of  grease.  I  use  lard, 
but  almost  any  oil  as  coon,  bear  or 
ground  hog  oil  will  do,  or  even  butter.  Leave 
this  on  for  twenty-four  hours,  then  warm  up 
the  soap  suds  again,  adding  a  pound  more 
soap,  and  put  hide  in  for  another  two  days, 
then  pull  and  stretch  well  till  dry,  and  finally 
smoke  with  punky  hardwood  till  you  get  a 
nice  colour. 

This  will  make  first  class  buckskin  which 
can  be  used  for  any  purpose.  Now  boys 
this  is  not  given  by  a  regular  tanner,  but  by 
a  trapper  who  has  spent  many  a  winter  in 
the  north.  I  don't  need  to  tell  you  I  am  no 
writer,  but  I  may  come  again  and  tell  you 
how  I  caught  twenty-three  ermine  in  one 
night,  and  how  I  get  my  mink  when  it  is 
40  below,  and  a  foot  or  so  of  ice  on  the  creeks 
and  more  on  the  lakes,  and  not  a  track  to  be 
seen  all  winter,  also  how  I  can  catch  beaver 
and  fox,  a  few  ways  that  you  never,  or  very 
seldom  see  in  print,  ways  known  only  to  the 
old  trappers  of  the  north.  They  don't  carry 
the  line  of  dope  that  I  often  see  mentioned 
in  the  sporting  magazines,  and  don't  pay  out 
their  hard  earned  casfrto  the  druggist  thinking 
they  will  double  their  catch. 

Well  boys,  I  don't  know  it  all,  so  in  closing 
will  ask  a  question.    I  have  a  notion  of  getting 


an  autoloading  rifle.  Having  heard  the  35 
calibre  are  a  little  weak  I  fancy  the  351 .  Now 
I  would  like  to  hear  from  a  few  who  have 
used  them,  how  they  perform  on  bear  and 
moose,  also  have  the  opinion  of  the  editor 
on  this  gun,  which  make  you  prefer.  I  have  a 
notion  for  the  Winchester  myself.  I  have 
used  a  303  Savage  for  about  sixteen  years  and 
find  it  good  for  anything,  but  there  have 
been  times  when  I  have  wished  I  did  not  have 
to  stop  and  pump.  This  is  the  reason  for 
wanting  an  autoloading,  but  I  will  always 
retain  the  303  Savage.  You  can't  make  a 
mistake,  boys,  if  you  are  looking  for  a  deer 
gun  in  getting  a  303.  I  am  no  gun  crank. 
You  never  heard  of  a  gun  crank  using  the 
same  gun  for  sixteen  years.  He  would  have 
had  sixteen  rifles — am  I  right?  I  am  out  of 
the  trapping  game  this  winter,  but  will  be 
right  there  next  year. 


Edit.  Note — The  following  reply  has  been 
furnished  to  your  by  C.  S.  Landis,  editor  of 
the  Gun  and  Ammunition  department. 

"In  reply  to  the  query  of  Buckskin  I  would 
suggest  that  he  try  nothing  LESS  powerful 
than  the  .351  Winchester  and  that  it  would 
better  be  either  the  .35  Remington  Auto  or 
the  .401  Winchester  auto. 

The  two  latter  having  25  to  40  per  cent  more 
energy  at  100  yards  than  the  .351.  The  .401 
being  the  most  powerful  of  the  three.  Any  of 
the  three,  the  .351,  the  .35  Remington  or  the 
.401  should  be  good  killers  on  moose  and  bear 
at  not  over  150  to  200  yards.  Some  years  ago 
two  western  sportsmen  killed  5  Kadiak  bears 
in  about  as  many  seconds,  almost,  with  a  pair 
of  .35  Remington  autos. 

Undoubtedly  Buckskin  is  no  gun  crank  if 
he  used  any  gun  for  sixteen  years, even  a  303,but 
I  am  willing  to  wager  that  he  would  be  bad 
medicine  with  that  gun  after  using  it  that  long. 


Queries  and  Answers 


Query. — I  take  Rod  and  Gun  and  find  it 
very  interesting  and  I  always  look  at  the 
Queries  and  Answers,  but  I  cannot  seem  to 
strike  on  a  good  recipe  for  tanning  rabbit  skins 
and  also  squirrel  skins.  I  have  a  nice  number 
of  squirrel  skins  and  have  them  in  a  lot  of 
salt  but  on  looking  them  over  I  find  it  is  not 
doing  them  any  good. 

As  I  am  new  at  the  tanning  game  I  am 
asking  you  if  you  can  help  me,  and  I  will 
certainly  be  obliged  if  you  can  help  me  out. 
London,  Ont.  G.  A. 


Answer. — Generally  speaking  unless  you 
can  tan  a  skin  as  soon  as  removed  from  the 
animal  it  is  better  to  stretch  it  and  dry  it 
than  to  keep  it  in  salt.  In  these  pages  you 
will  find  a  very  interesting  article  on  tanning 
by  "Buckskin"  and  the  first  recipe  should 
solve  your  problem. 

Sulphuric  acid  (H2S04J  must  not  be  allowed 
to  come  in  contact  with  metal,  so  be  sure 
your  pail  and  the  stick  you  apply  the  paste 
with  are  made  of  wood. 

Also  watch  that  you  do  not  get  any  on 
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your  hands.     Trusting  you  will  meet  with 

success. 

H.C.H. 


Query. — I  am  using  sweet  apple  and  parsnip 
for  bait  and  have  been  reading  a  lot  of  sets 
for  muskfats,  but  do  not  seem  to  have  any 
luck  at  all.  The  other  day  I  was  on  the 
other  side  of  the  creek  and  was  keeping  my 
eyes  open  for  muskrat  holes  and  I  happened 
to  see  one,  and  as  was  to  be  expected  I  placed 
a  trap  there  in  the  very  entrance.  The  next 
morning  I  went  round  my  traps  and  when 
I  came  to  this  set  I  had  a  mink  instead  of  a 
muskrat.  It  was  only  a  young  one,  but  I 
got  $2.50  for  it.  Not  bad  for  a  start  I  thought, 
but  I  haven't  got  a  single  thing  since  then. 

I  am  placing  a  trap  now  and  then  on  a  log 
where  there  is  signs  of  a  rat  but  I  don't  seem 
to  get  anything  at  all.  If  there  is  anything 
you  could  tell  me  to  help  me  I  would  be  very 
much  obliged. 

London,  Ont.        ~  G.  A. 

Answer.— You  do  not  say  what  kind  of 
banks  the  stream  has.  If  they  are  fairly 
high  above  the  water  the  rat  holes  are  liable 
to  be  below  water  level.  Where  the  rats  live 
in  the  banks  they  are  bound  to  have  holes, 
and  at  the  entrance  of  these  holes  is  the 
easiest  and  best  place  to  make  a  catch. 

They  never  seem  to  take  very  well  to  bait, 
especially  where  the  natural  food  is  plentiful. 
You  might  try  changing  from  a  vegetable  to  a 
meat  bait,say  a  chunk  of  rabbit  or  squirrel, 
though  after  you  have  caught  a  rat  this  makes 
the  best  bait,  especially  if  you  open  the  musk 
sacks  at  the  root  of  the  tail.  Dig  out  a  little 
pocket  in  the  bank  on  a  level  with  the  water 
making  it  about  six  or  eight  inches  deep,  put 
the  meat  at  the  back  and  set  your  trap  at -the 
entrance  to  this  little  tunnel.    Rats  usually 


do  not  eat  meat,  but  they  will  often  go  up  to 
it  and  smell  it  and  this  is  all  that  is  needed. 
This  set  is  also  good  for  mink.  Then  if  the 
bank  is  flat  and  level  with  the  water  look 
carefully  and  see  if  you  can  find  the  trails 
that  the  rats  use  in  going  ashore.  They  are 
not  easy  to  describe  as  in  some  cases  there  is 
very  little  to  guide  you,  but  often  in  a  little 
bay  the  rats  will  come  ashore  to  feed  and 
after  a  time  or  two  they  will  make  a  regular 
trail.  Set  the  trap  in  the  water  where  they 
climb  out  onto  the  bank. 

Then,  too,  if  there  are  weed  patches  in  the 
stream  the  rats  will  go  there  to  feed  and  a 
trap  set  among  the  weeds  will  make  a  catch. 

The  log  set  is  usually  good,  but  be  sure 
that  it  isn't  a  hollow  log.  The  rats  may  be 
inside  the  log,  you  know,  especially  if  the 
hollow  end  is  in  the  water. 

If  the  creek  is  only  a  small  one  and  fairly 
shallow  try  putting  a  barricade  across  it, 
sticking  in  sticks  close  enough  together  so 
that  the  rats  cannot  pass  between  them,  and 
then  in  shallow  water  leave  openings  for  the 
rats  to  go  through  and  set  your  traps  there 
in  about  two  inches  of  water.  This  takes 
a  little  time,  but  if  you  pick  out  a  good  place 
and  make  a  good  job  of  it  every  mink  or  rat 
that  passes  up  and  down  the  creek  will  have 
to  go  through  your  openings. 

Another  set  that  can  be  tried  is  some  kind 
of  a  floating  platform, and  moor' it  out  where 
the  rats  feed,  as  near  a  patch  of  weeds.  Set 
your  trap  on  this  and  the  rat  will  get  caught 
when  it  comes  and  sits  on  the  platform. 
They  make  use  of  floating  logs  and  similar 
which  they  use  as  a  kind  of  a  feed  table  where 
they  bring  roots  and  grass  to  eat.  Trusting 
that  this  will  help  you. 

H.C.H. 


The  U.  S,  National  Matches 

C.  S.  Landis 


HPHE  National  Matches  were  held  during 
August  on  the  Navy  Rifle  Range  at 
Caldwell,  New  Jersey.  This  range  is  situate 
on  a  strip  of  river  bottom  land  almost  entirely 
encircled  by  the  Passaic  River. 

This  section  was  badly  flooded  a  week  or 
so  before  the  Matches  began  and  the  whole 
range  was  under  from  two  to  seven  feet  of 
water.  The  flood  stopped— construction  for 
quite  sometime  and  caused  an  almost  un- 
bearable number  of  mosquitoes  to  breed  all 
over  that  section  so  that  the  first  week  on  the 
range  consisted  of  an  almost  continual  battle 
with  the  Jersey  brand  of  "skeeters." 

The  application  of  oil  eliminated  this 
nuisance  somewhat  so  that  by  the  end  of  the 
second  week,  conditions  had  become  more 
comfortable,  and  the  contestants  were  getting 
more  sleep  at  night- than  was  possible  earlier 
in  the  week. 

Toward  the  end  of  this  series  of  the  N.R.A. 
Matches,  (the  Individual  Matches)  as  high  as 
1,500  men  were  entered  in  a  single  match 
which  will  give  our  readers'  an  idea  of  the 
scope  and  size  of  rifle  match  shooting  as  it 
now  exists  in  the  United  States. 

Due  to  the  lack  of  space  in  this  magazine, 
I  am  only  able  to  give  a  somewhat  brief  outline 
of  the  principal  matches  that  were  held  during 
this  series  of  individual  and  team  matches 
that  were  classed  under  the  general  head  of 
"The  National  Matches." 

The  Leech  Cup  Match 

The  Individual  Matches  opened  with  the 

Order        Name  Organization 

1.  Richard,  W.  H.,  ..W.R.A.  Co  

2.  Faragher,  2d  Lt.  U.S.M.C  

3.  Fawcett,  M.  A  Iowa  City.  Team  

4.  Costello,  I.  F.  Capt  Phil.  Scouts  


shooting  of  the  historic  Leech  Cup  Match. 
This  Match  was  started  in  a  fog  so  dense  that 
the  800  yard  targets  were  almost  indistin- 
guishable to  those  who  shot  in  the  first  and 
second  squads.  * 

The  800  yard  stage  was  held  the  first  day, 
the  900  the  second  and  the  1000  yard  stage 
the  third  day. 

This  match  lasted  for  three  days,  the  800 
yard  stage  on  the  second  day  and  the  1000 
yard  stage  on  the  third  day. 

During  the  first  day  the  contestants  en-/ 
countered  a  dense  fog  and  a  drizzling  rain. 
The  second  day  was  clear  and  fairly  calm 
while  the  third  day,  a  gusty  wind  swept  over 
the  1000  yard  range  and  made  shooting  con- 
ditions very  difficult  so  that  contestants  in 
this  match  encountered  practically  every 
kind  of  weather  conditions.  The  conditions 
they  encountered  depended  to  a  very  large 
extent  upon  the  squad  in  which  they  were 
entered  and  which  had  quite  a  bearing  upon 
the  final  result  of  the  scores,  as  the  conditions 
were  constantly  changing  particularly  so 
upon  the  first  and  third  days. 

The  match  was  won  by  W.  H.  Richard  of 
the  Winchester  Repeating  Arms  Company 
with  a  perfect  score  of  105.  The  conditions 
of  the  match  were  two  sighting  shots  and  seven 
shots  for  record  at  each  of  800,  900,  and  1000 
yards,  any  military  rifle,  any  ammunition 
allowed.  Captain  Richard  used  the  new 
Winchester  Match  ammunition  loaded  with  a 
200  grain  Spitzer  bullet.  The  high  scores  are 
as  follows : 


800 

900 

1000 

Total 

35 

35 

35 

105 

34 

34 

33 

101 

34 

32 

34 

100 

34 

34 

30 

98 

/ 
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The  N.  R.  A.  Individual  Pistol  Match 

This  match  opened  the  series  of  N.R.A. 
Matches.  Any  revolver  or  automatic  pistol 
firing  a  .38  Cal.  or  larger  cartridge  was  per- 
mitted. The  course  consisted  of  ten  shots 
slow  fire,  two  strings  of  five  shots  each  in 
twenty  seconds  and  two  strings  of  five  shots 


each  in  ten  second's  time  at  twenty-five  yards 
on  the  L  target. 

The  winner,  Mr.  Alfred  P.  Lane,  used  a  .45 
Cal.  Colt  automatic  pistol  and  shot  it  against 
the  best  target  revolvers.  His  score  being 
seven  points  higher  than  the  second  highest 
score. 

The  high  scores  are  as  follows: 

Slow    R.F.  R.F. 

Order    Name  Organization  Fire    20  s.     10  s.  Total 

1.  A.P.Lane  Norwalk  Rifle  Club  :    98       99       96  293 

2.  Bayles,H..A  Conn.  Civ.  Team   95       98       93  286 

3.  LeBoutellier,  T  Unattached   97       96       92  285 

4.  Wade,  J.  A  Wyo.  Civ.  Team   97       94       92  283 

5.  Bailey,  J.  S  Texas  Civ.  Team   99       92       92.  283 

6.  Ramee,P  Phil.  Scouts   98       98  283 

The  Members'  Match 


The  Members'  Match  consisted  of  two 
sighting  shots  and  10  shots  for  record  at  600 
yards.    Any  rifle,  any  sights  including  the 

Order    Name     .  Organization 

Kennedy,  C.  P  Cpl.,  U.S.M.C  

Hession,J.  W  N.Y.A.C  

McGarity,  R.  H...  D.  C.  Civ.  Team  

Wierzbrowski,  J.  S.  *...U.  S.  Navy 


1. 
2. 

3. 
4. 
5. 


telescope  and  any  ammunition  were  allowed- 
This  match  was  won  by  Corporal  CP..  Ken- 
nedy of  the  U.  S.  Marine  Corps,  who  made  45 
consecutive  bull's  eyes. 

The  first  five  scores  are  as  follows: 
Score 

 :  :   50 

  50 

 :   50 

  50 


Spooner,  L.  T.. 


1st.  Lt.,A.E.F.  Team   50 


Plus  35  Bulls 
Plus  11  Bulls 
Plus  7-  Bulls 
Plus  6  Bulls 
Plus    4  Bulls 


The  Marine  Corps  Match 

This  match  drew  500  competitors.  The 
course  consisted  of  two  sighting  shots  and 
20  shots  for  record  "at  600  and  at  1000  yards. 
Any  military  rifle  equipped  with  military 

Order    Name  Organization 

1.    Thompson,  C.  D.  Sgt.  U.S.M.C  

Zimmerman,  J.  L.,  1st  Lt.,  U.S.M.C  

Thompson,  G.  F.,  Sgt.U.S.M.C  

Faragher,  J.  J.,  2nd.  Lt.,  U.S.M.C  

Durham,  M.  W.  Sgt.  ..U.S.M.C  


sights  could  be  used  and  any  ammunition  was 
allowed.  The  U.S.  Marine  shots  took  the 
six  high  places,  in  this  event.  They  all  used 
the  Springfield  and  Special  Match  ammuni- 
tion loaded  by  the  U.S.  Cartridge  Company. 
The  scores  are  as  follows; 


2. 
3. 
4. 
5. 


600 

1000 

Total 

95 

98 

193 

97 

96 

193 

98 

94 

192 

95 

95 

190 

99 

91 

190 

Spectators  watching  the  close  of  the  National  team  match.    View  taken  at  the  centre  of  the  line. 
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Charles  Cottar's 
Surprise  at  the 
.250-3000  Savage 


I 


harder 


than 


S  anything  much 
the  rhinoceros? 

His  temper  is  bad,  his  skin  is  inches  thick, 
and  he  weighs  close  to  a  ton.  He  charges  on 
sight,  and  he  will  hunt  a  man  as  a  terrier  does 
a  rat. 

Mr.  Cotter  has  killed  a  number  of  charging 
rhino  with  his  little  .250-3000  Savage  rifle. 


[e  has  learned  to  expect  it  to  kill  them. 

But  when  he  killed  one  that  ran  away — killed  it  with  one  shot- — striking 
in  the  ham  and  ranging  clear  forward  through  the  lungs — at  175  yards — he  was 
really  surprised.    He  didn't  think  any  rifle  could  do  that. 

Mr.  Cottar  has  been  killing  leopard,  lion,  rhino,  hippo  and  elephant  with 
the  .250-3000  Savage  for  four  or  five  years.  He  has  found  it  the  most  generally 
useful  rifle  for  African  hunting. 

It  is  a  six-shot,  seven  pound,  lever  action  take-down  repeater,  with  checked 
extra-full  pistol-grip  stock  and  fore-arm  and  corrugated  steel  shot-gun  butt- 
plate  and  trigger.  It  has  the  lines,  beauty  and  feel  of  an  expensive  shot-gun. 
And  it  ["shoots  a  vicious  little  87  grain  Spitzer  point  bullet  3000  feet  a  second, 
straight  enough  to  make  possibles  on  the  300  yard  target  and  hard  enough  to 
penetrate  %  inch  boiler-plate — or  Mr.  Cottar's  rhino. 

Look  at  it — and  later  on  buy  it — at  your  dealer's  and  write  us  for  a  detailed 
description. 

Savage  Arms  Corporation 


Sharon,  Pa. 


Philadelphia,  Pa. 


feUTICA,  N.  Y. 
Detroit,  Mich. 

Executive  and  Export  Offices 
50  Church  Street,   New  York  City 

Manufacturers  of  Hi-Power  and  Small  Calibre 
Sporting  Rifles.  Automatic  Pistols  and  Ammunition 


.250-3000  Savage  Rifle,  take  down  model.  22-inch 
tapered  round  barrel  with  integral  sight  base. 
Checked  extra  full  pistol  grip  and  forearm,  checked 
trigger.  .Corrugated  steel  shot  gun  buttplate.  Com- 
mercial silver  bead  front  and  flat-topped  wind- 
gauge  sporting  rear  sights.    Weight  about  7  lbs. 
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The  Rapid  Fire  Match. 

This  match  called  for  ten  shots  kneeling 
and  ten  shots  sitting,  each  in  one  minute,  at 
the  "B"  target  having  a  20  inch  bull,  firing 
at  200  yards. 

Order    Name  Organization 


Sixteen  possible  scores  of  100  points  were 
made  in  this  match  which  ended  up  in  an 
exciting  shoot-off,  the  match  being  finally 
won  by  Corporal  R.  O.  Coulter  with  an 
unfinished  run  of  70  consecutive  bulls'  eyes. 

Scores  are  as  follows; 

Score  Bulls 


1.  Coulter,  R.O.,  Cpl.,  ...U.S.M.C   100  plus  50 

2.  Moore,  R.,Pvt  US.M.C     100  plus  49 

3.  Getty s,  C.  M.,  Civ.  Wyoming  Civilian  Team   100  plus  39 

4.  Spooner,  L.  S.,  1st.  Lt.  A.E.F.  Infantry   100  plus  19 

5.  Parsons,  G.  A.,  1st.  Lt.  U.S.  Cavalry   100  plus  9 

6.  Tupper,  J.  L.,  1st.  Lt.  U.S.  Infantry   100  plus  9 


The  Wimbledon  Cup  Match. 

This  historic  match  consisted  of  two  sight- 
ing shots  and  twenty  shots  for  record  at  1000 
yards.  Any  rifle,  any  sights  and  any  ammuni- 
tion were  allowed.  The  shooting  was  from 
the  prone  position  with  sling. 

This  is  the  most  important  individual  long 
range  match  held  in  America,  being  generally 
considered  the  long  range  championship. 
This  match  was  won  by  Mr.  John  W.  Hession 
of  the  Remington  Arms  U.M.C.  Corporation, 
shooting  a  Springfield  rifle  equipped  with  a 
special  30  inch  barrel  made  by  H.  M.  Pope, 
the  famous  barrel  maker.  This  rifle  was 
sighted  with  a  5-A  Winchester  telescope 
sight.  The  comb  of  the  stock  was  fitted  with 
a  wooden  insert  to  raise  the  comb  and  allow 

Order    Name  Organization 

1 .  Hession,  J.  W  New  York  Athletic  Club 

2.  Arnett,  Roscoe,  Capt.  U.S.M.C  ,  

3.  Stewart,  R.  R.,  Com... U.  S.  Navy  


the  stock  to  fit  the  face  of  the  shooter  when 
using  the  telescope  sight. 

Mr.  Hession  used  Remington  U.  M.  C.  180 
grain  match  ammunition  loaded  with  Hercules 
Hi.  Vel.  powder  in  winning  this  match.  Mr. 
Hession  placed  both  sighting  shots  in  the 
bull  and  stayed  in  until  the  tenth  shot 
which  was  a-  four.  He  then  scored  ten 
additional  bull's  eyes  for  a  total  of  99,  getting 
twenty-one  bulls  and  a  close  four  out  of 
twenty- two  shots  at  1000  yards,  a  most 
remarkable  performance. 

Rifle,  sights,  ammunition  and  shooter 
must  all  be  practically  perfect  to  do  such 
shooting. 

High  scores  are  as  follows : 

Score 

  99 

  98 

 r.:   98 


4.  Durham,  N.  W.,  Sgt.U.S.M.C   97 

5.  Raymond,  P  Conn.  Rifle  Team   97 


The  Presidents'  Match. 

The  President's  Match  consisted  of  20 
shots,  rapid  fire,  at  200  Yards,  20  shots  slow 
fire  at  500  yards  — 10  prone,  5  kneeling, 
and  5  sitting,  and  20  shots  prone  at  1,000 
yards. 

The  tricky  wind  that  played  over  the  1,000 

Order    Name  Organization 

1.  Rhine,  J.  B.,  Sgt  U.S.M.C  

2.  Phillips,  E.,  Sea  U.S.N  

3.  Newcomb,  E.  M.^  Civ  D.  C.  Civ  

4.  Dyer,  O.L.,  Sgt  13th.  Inf  

The  National  Individual  Match 

More  than  a'  thousand  riflemen  contested 
for  the  honor  of  winning  the  National  Indiv- 
idual Match.  This  match  began  on  Monday 
morning  August  25th  and  was  started  in  a 
drizzling  rain.  The  weather  conditions  mod- 
erated so  that  when  the  500  yards  stage  was 
shot,  conditions  were  much  better. 


Crawley,  T.  B.,  Sgt  A.E.F.  Team. 

Andrews,  J.  J.,  M.G.,  ..  .U.S.M.C  


yard  range,  a  feature  that  made  the  Caldwell 
1,000  yard  range  famous,  made  this  any- 
body's match  until  the  last  shot  was  fired  at 
1,000  yards.  The  weapons  used  were  Spring- 
fields  with  regular  sights  and  Frankford 
Arsenal  ammunition. 
The  scores  are  as  follows : 


200 

500 

1000 

Total 

98 

96 

95 

289 

97 

97 

94 

288 

97 

97 

94 

288 

100 

98 

90 

288 

^At  the  1,000  yard  range  those  riflemen 
who  were  on  the  right  of  the  line  had  a  strong 
puffy  wind  to  contend  with,  so  that  the  scores 
were  not  as  high  as  might  have  been  expected 
at  this  stage  of  the  race. 

This  match  consisted  of  20  shots  each  at 
200,  500  and  1,000  yards.  The  high  scores 
are  as  follows: 


200 

500 

1000 

Total 

99 

96 

94 

289 

98 

93 

95 

286 

99 

96 

.91 

286 

98 

94 

91 

283 

100 

94 

89 

283 
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How  will  you  make  up  that  hour? 


All  leading  hard- 
w  are ,  sporting 
goods,  and  drug 
stores  can  supply 
you.  Always  ask  for 
the  long  -lived, 
bright  -  burning 
Eveready  Tungsten 
Battery. 


Do  you  need  it  for  work  ? 
Do  you  want  it  for  play  ? 

THE  answer  to  the  ever-pressing  need 
for  more  hours  in  a  crowded  day  is 
Daylo — the  light  that  makes  daylight  sav- 
ing a  year  'round  actuality. 

Get  100%  value  out  of  your  precious  hours  of 
pleasure  and  profit.  Daylo  makes  you  master  of 
the  clock  by  making  night  as  safe  and  light  as  day. 

If  you  have  an  idle  "flashlight"  put  it  on  the  job 
now  with  a  new  Eveready  Tungsten  Battery — • 
there's  one  for  every  Daylo  or  flashlight. 


CANADIAN  NATIONAL  CARBON  COMPANY 

LIMITED 

Toronto,  Ontari 


633 


^  > 
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The  right  end  of  the  1000  yard  firing  line  at  Caldwell  during  the  shooting  at  that  stage  of  the 

National- team  match 

National  Team  Match  The  lack  of  space*  prevents  us  from  giving 

The  National  Team  Match  was  THE  the  results  in  the  many  other  matches  that 
MATCH  of  the  whole  series.  It  was  the  were  held  on  the  Military  Rifle  Range  and 
match  for  which  the  72  teams  had  made  the  'on  the  Pistol  Range  and  from  giving  a  com- 
plete description  of  the  activities  of  the  small 
bore  range  where  a  large  assortment  of 
matches  modeled  after  the  Military  matches 
were  held  at  the  50  and  100  yards  ranges. 

The  international  match  held  between 
Great  Britain  and  United  States  on  the  small 
bore  range  for  the  De  War  trophy  resulted  in 
very  keen  competition,  'teams  of  20  men 
each  contested  from  each  country.  *  Those 
from  Great  Britain  shooting  in  England  and 
the  American  team  shooting  on  the  Caldwell 
range.  Each  man  on  the  two  teams  fired  20 
shots  prone  slow  fire  at  50  yards  and  20  Shots 
prone  slow  fire  at  100  yards. 

The  American  team  won  by  quite  a  sub- 
stantial margin,  but  the  results  will  not  be 
given  here  as  I  do  not  have  the  names  and 
scores  of  the  members  of  the  English  team, 
which  for  some  reason  have  not  as  yet  been 
published  in  the  American  magazines. 

The  22  matches  held  a  very  considerable 
place  in  the  minds  of  the  riflemen  at  Caldwell, 
but  I  regret  that  I  do  not  have  the  space  in  this 
issue  to  give  a  complete  account  ol  them. 

I  trust  that  in  future  years  the  National 
Matches  may  be  so  arranged  that  they  will 
include  teams  from  Canada,  as  well  as  all  of  the 
various  states  so  that  National  matches  may 
be  not  only  National  Matches  but  all  Ameri- 
can Matches  as  well. 

I  would  like  to  call  the  attention  of  Cana- 


long  trip  to  the  Caldwell  range  coming  from 
as  far  west  as  California  and  Washington, 
and  as  far  south  as  from  Florida,  Texas^  and 
Arizona  and  other  tar  distant  points  all  over 
the  United  States. 

This  match  was  won  by  the  United  States 
Marine  Corps.  The  conditions  of  the  match 
called  for  20  shots  rapid  fire  at  200  yards,20 
shots  slow  fire  at  500  yards,  10  of  which  were 
from  the  prone  position,  5  kneeling  and  5  sitt- 
ing and  20  shots  prone  per  man  at  1,000  yards. 
Each  team  consisted  of  12  shooting  members 
all  of  whom  shot  through  this  course.  The  team 

totals  of  the  high  teams  are  as  follows : 

200    500  1,000  Agg. 

yds.    yds.  yds.  yds. 

R.F.    S.F.  S.F. 

U.S.M.C.                  1182    1125  1022  3329 

A.E.F.                        1168  1112  999  3279 

U.S.  Cav.                     1166  1110  996  3272 

U.S.  Infantry               1160  1107  978  3245 

U.S.  Navy                   1156  1102  966  3224 

Conn.  Civilian             1155  1091  970  3216 

Mass.  Civilian              1105  1098  987  3190 

Texas  Civilian            "1122  1074  982  3178 

D.C.  Civilian               1131  1084  952  3167 

Mo.  Civilian                1131  1093  941  3165 

Great  Lakes                1120  1065  966  3160 

Philippine  Scouts          1148  1074  921  3143 

Iowa  Civilian               1127  1068  942  3137 

Mich.  Civilian              1144  1049  943  3136 

New  York  Civ.             1099  1074  957  3130 

Arizona  Civ.                1141  1054  333  3128 

Wisconsin  Civ.             1141  1056  929  3126 

Presidio  of  S.F.             1077  1053  976  3106 

Pa.  Civilian                 1097  1055  949  3101 

Camp  Custer  R.O.T.C.  1122  1032  944  3098 
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DuPont 

Smokeless  Powders 

for  low-power  Sporting  and  Target  Rifles 


Sporting  Rifle  Powder  No.  80 
No.  1  Rifle  Smokeless 
Schuetzen 


For  proper  loads  and  other  data  write 

Rifle  Smokeless  Division 

E.  I.  du  Pont  de  Nemours  &  Company 

WILMINGTON,  DEL. 

U.  S.  A. 


589      STRAIGHT  RUN  589 


Fred  Gilbert  and  The  Parker  Single  Barrel  Trap  Gun 
Make  the  World's  Record  in  Competition 


589         WITHOUT  A  MISS  589 

Eventually  you  will  shoot  the  PARKER.    Why  not  now  ? 

Send  for  catalogue  and  free  booklet  about  20Jbore  guns. 

PARKER  BROS.,  MMs£eSun  Meriden,  Conn.,  U.S.A. 

New  York  Salesrooms  25  Murray  St. 
A.  W.  duBray,  Pacific  Coast  Agent,  P.  O.  Box  102,  San  Francisco 
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dian  riflemen  to  the  advisability  oi  an  organ- 
iztion  being  perfected  and  put  in  operation 
in  Canada  for  the  holding  of  a  series  of  Nation- 
al Matches,  the  possibilities  of  which  cannot 
be  over-estimated.  This  year's  meeting  diew 
possibly  2,000  contestants  or  three  times  the 
entrance  of  the  Grand  American  Handicap, 
which*  will  give  riflemen  an  idea  of  the  scope 
and  magnitude  which  has  now  been  attained 
by  the  so  called  National  Matches  in  the 
United  States. 

General  Observations  Concerning  the  Nat- 
ional Matches 

The  most  interesting  things  that  I  noticed 
at  the  National  Matches  this  year  were  the 
exhibits  of  Ordnance  and  the  sham  battles 
held  almost  every  night.  These  sham  battles 
consisted  of  machine  gun,  tank  and  infantry 
attacks  and  also  in  protective  barrages  put 
down  by  one-pounders,  machine  guns,  Stokes, 
trench  mortars  and  by  rifle  and  hand  grenades. 
Practically  every  device  used  in  trench  war- 
fare was  used.  The  display  of  verey  lights, 
sky  rockets,  phosphorus  bombs  and  illumin- 
ating bombs  of  various  kinds  were  very  inter- 
esting and  also  very  beautiful. 

These  sham  battles  were  staged  in  a  very 
realistic  manner  and  as  the  ground  on  which 
they  were  held  was  covered  with  a  mass  of 
tree  stumps  and  water  puddles,  the  whole 
setting  blended  together  to  make  a  very 
realistic  counterfeit  of  the  real  thing.  Sniping 
ranges  for  both  the  .22  and  for  the  .30  Spring- 
field were  provided  and  well  patronized  after 
the  contestants  discovered  that  they  were  in 
use.  Snipers'  posts  were  built  and  various 
figures  were  worked  from  protected  abut- 
ments. 

'  I  enjoyed  this    feature  of  the  National 


40  consecutive  shots  at  1000  yards  by  C.  S. 
Landis,  8/9-8/11-19  at  Caldwell,  N.  J.  Springfield 
rifle  and  150  grain  Frankford  Arsenal  ammunition. 


15  consecutive  shots  st  500  yards  by  C.  S.  Landis, 
8/15/19,  at  Caldwell,  N.  J.  Springfield  rifle  and 
150  grain  Frankford  Arsenal  ammunition. 

Matches  more  than  any  other,  in  fact  as 
much  as  all  of  the  others  combined,  and  was 
so  fortunate  as  to  make  fifth  high  score  on 
the  Sniping  range,  making  44  hits  out  oi 
50  shots  on  "head"  targets  exposed  at  diff- 
erent positions  for  intervals  of  three  seconds 
each  at  a  range  of  100  yards.  One  rifleman 
connected  with  the  range  missed  but  one  head 
in  50  shots. 

The  Pennsylvania  Team  with  which  I  was 
connected  had  quite  a  few  hunters  on  it  and 
we  pulled  down  2nd,  3rd  and  5th  places  on 
the  Sniping  range.  The  200  and  250  yard 
sniping  ranges  were  considerably  more  diffi-  \ 
cult.  The  main  trouble  was  to  gel  theHSpring- 
field  rifles  which  were  equipped  with  teles- 
copic sights  sighted  in  correctly.  The  editor 
had  one  run  of  5  hits  out  of  6  shots  at  head 
figures'  at  200  yards  but  had  his  usual  share 
oh  misses  also. 

The  rifle  and  pistol  ammunition  furnished 
the  shooters  was  of  splendid  quality.  Several 
targets  are  reproduced  herewith  that  will  give 
an  idea  of  its  excellence.  The  ammunition 
troubles,  of  last  year  were  conspicuous  by 
their  absence  which  was  very,  very  foitunate 
and  appreciated.  We  had  all  the  ammunition 
we  could  use  furnished  gratis  and  it  was  all 
fust  quality  150  grain  stuff  after  the  matches 
had  started.  If  you  speak  of  ammunition 
to  any  one  of  the  contestants  of  this  year's 
matches,  he  is  likely  to  close  one  eye  and 
smile  quite  contentedly.    There  is  a  reason.  v 

The  great  drawbacks  to  a  perfectly  success- 
ful shoot  this  year  were  the  almost  continuous 
rains  and  fogs  that  lasted  for  the  first  three 
weeks  in  August  and  to  the  abundance  of 
mosquitoes. 
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DIAMOND 


Pick  out  one  of  the  glorious,  radiant  Gophir  Gems, 
set  in  solid  14-kt.  gold,  and  get  it  on  a  5  days'  free 
trial.  Wear  it  to  the  ball — to  the  opera — on  the 
street — to  work — everywhere  for  5  full  days,  then 
decide  whether  you  wish  to  buy  or  not.  If  you  are  not 
fascinated  by  its  radiance — if  you  consider  its  splendor 
one  trifle  less  than  that  of  a  mined  diamond— send  it  back 
at  our  expense.  You  don't  pay  us  a  penny  for  the  trial. 
If  you  decide  to  keep  it,  pay  the  rock-bottom  price  (l-30th 
as  much  as  a  diamond  costs)  as  you  can  afford.  Terms  as 
low  as  3ic- a  day  ($1.00  a  month),  without  interest.  No 
red  tape.  Your  credit  is  good  with  the  Gophir  Diamond 
Co.   Send  coupon  for  new  jewelry  book. 

MARVFXLOUS  NEW  DISCOVERY 

A  problem  of  the  ages  has  been  solved.  Science  has  at 
last  produced  a  gem  of  dazzling  brilliance.  They  are 
called  Gophir  Gems,  and  resemble  mined  diamonds  so 
closely  that  many  people  of  wealth  are  preferring  them. 
Gophir  Gems  stand  fire  and  acid  tests  and  cut  glass.  Get 
one  on  trial  to-day.   Wear  it  before  you  decide  to  buy. 

SET  IN  SOLID  14-kt.  GOLD— Gophir  Gems 
Are  Not  Imitations. 

These  precious  gems  are  the  master  products  of  science— 
the  realization  ofthe  dreams  of  centuries.  They  are  never 
set  in  anything  but  solid  14-kt.  gold.  Write  for  the  new 
catalogue  and  see  the  exquisite  new  settings  for  yourself. 

SEND  THE  COUPON  For  New  Jewelry  Book. 

Put  your  name  and  address  in  the  coupon  on  a  letter  or  a 
post  card  and  send  to  us  at  once  for  the  big  new  book  of 
exquisite  Gophir  Gems.  Read  the  fascinating  story  of 
how  at  last  Science  has  conquered  Nature  and  has  pro- 
duced a  glorious,  radiant  gem,  whose  dazzling  brilliance 
is  actually  a  marvel  to  behold.  They  cost  but  l-30th  as 
much  as  diamonds,  and  wear  forever.  Do  not  delay  an 
instant.  Put  your  name  and  address  in  the  coupon  now— 
get  the  free  book  immediately  while  this  great  offer  lasts. 

THE  GOPHIR  DIAMOND  CO.,  OF  CANADA 

Dept.  VI,  140  Yonge  St,,  Toronto. 

Gentlemen — Send  me  your  new  Jewelry  Book  and  full 
particulars  of  your  Free  Trial,  easy  payment  plan. 


NAME  .... 
ADDRESS 


new  atorowo. 


■SpomsmanS  fwenit 

Odorless,  colorless,  clean  to  use, 
unaffected  by  climatic  changes, 
Nyoil  positively  keeps  rust 
away  from  firearms  and  fish- 
ing tackle  and  makes  itself  so 
generally  useful  as  to  become 
indispensable  to  tbe  outdoor  man. 
The  steady  growth  of  its  popularity 
?.mong  sportsmen  is  due  to  the 
satisfaction  obtained  from  its 
use.  Ask  your  dealer.  Large  handy 
can,  35c.  postpaid.  Trial  bottle  15c. 
Wm.  F.  Nye,  New  Bedford,  Mass. 
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P  Join  the  Parade  ^ 


Start  now  and  ship  every  skin  you  handle 
this  season  to  the  greatest  fur  house  in  the 
greatest  fur  market  in  the  world,  Abraham 
Fur  Co. ,  St.  Louis. 

You  are  about  to  start  the  greatest  fur 
season  in  the  history  of  the  fur  trade  —  you 
will  receive  the  highest  prices  for  your  furs 
ever  known  and  if  you  want  every  dollar 
coming  to  you  for  your  shipments,  send  them 
to  the  Abraham  Fur  Co.  We  have  cleaned 
out  all  of  our  old  supply,  lock,  stock  and 
barrel,  and  have  nothing  on  hand  but  money 
— millions  to  pay  for  furs. 


TRAPPERS 


Write  today  and  get  in  line  with  the 
most  successful  fur  institution  in  the 
world.    Our  tremendously  large  busi- 
ness was  built  on  a  policy  of  Fair  Grading 
and  Highest  Prices  to  the  Trapper,  and  to- 
day we  are  in  a  better  position  than  ever  to 
carry  out  this  "winning"  policy. 

Don't  ship  a  single  skin  to  any  other  fur 
house  before  you  have  carefully  investigated 
the  Abraham  Fur  Co.  of  St.  Louis. 

Order  an  Abraham  Smoke  Pump.  Holds 
the  world's  record  for  long  distance  smoking 
and  is  a  sure  winner. 

Price  Postpaid,  $2  Each 

CDCr  FUR  FACTS  AND  TRAP- 
r  if  EL  EL  PERS'  SUPPLY  CATALOG 

Greatest  trappers'  guide  ever  published, 
most  complete  catalog  of  trappers'  supplies. 
Send  for  a  copy  today  —  find  out  all  about  our 
new  line  of  traps.  You  can't  do  without 
them.  They  have  many  new  features  which 
no  other  traps  have.   Our  catalog  tells  you 

(T  j}   all  about  them.   Not  the  cheapest,  but  the 

  best.   Write  today— a  one  cent  post  card 

brings  you  one  dollar's  worth  of  fur  information.  Don't 
delay  — Write  today. 

Abraham  fur  % 

213-215  N.  Main  St.  Dept.  207 
"Ship  your  furs  to  Abraham" 
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Approximately  eighty  teams  of  17  men 
each  in  addition  to  hundreds  of  individual 
shooters  and  thousands  of  visitors  spent  from 
one  day  to  a  month  on  the  range.  The  com- 
petition was  the  keenest  I  have  ever  witnessed 
and  with  the  exception  of  occasional  trouble 
from  poor  marking  service  was  carried  off 
very  satisfactorily.  The  National  team 
match  being  a  hard  fought  affair  from  start 
to  finish,  a  very  few  points  separating  a 
dozen  teams  in  many  instances,  the  principal 
difference  being  among  the  first  dozen  teams 
and  the  last  dozen  or  so. 

Commercial  Row  was  quite  an  interesting 
place  and  was  visited  by  most  of  the  shooters 
during  the  evenings.  The  Winchester  Repeat- 
ing Arms  Company,  P.  J.  O'Hare,  The  Savage 
Arms  Company,  the  United  States  Cartridge 
Company,  The  Western  Cartridge  Company, 
The  Peters  Cartridge  Company,  Colt's,  the 
Remington  Arms — U.M.C.  Company  and  the 
Hercules  Powder  Company  all  having  ex- 
hibits on  Commercial  Row,  Among  the 
new  goods  of  interest  to  riflemen  on  exhibition 
and  for  sale  on  the  grounds  were  the  new 
Winchester  and  Savage  .22  Cal.  bolt  action 
rifles,  the  B.S.A.  Model  12  single  shot  .22 
Cal.  match  rifles,  the  new  Hercules  No.  300 
and  308  military  rifle  powders,  the  new  Win- 


chester match  ammunition  loaded  with  200 
grain  bullets.  The  special  180  grain  match 
ammunition  put  out  by  the  U.S.  Cartridge 
•Company  and  the  Remington  Arms  U.M.C. 
Co.  and  the  National  Match  edition  of  their 
score  book  and  their  .22  Cal.  cartridge  holders 
were  much  in  evidence. 

Among  the  sporting  writers  I  met  on  the 
grounds  *  were  Mr.  C.  G.  Williams,  Editor  of 
the  Guns  &  Ammunition  Department  of 
Outdoor  Life;  Mr.  Kendrick  Scofield,  Editor, 
Arms  and  the  Man;  Mr.  Edward  Cave  for- 
merly editor  of  Recreation;  Mr.  Henry 
WalterFry  of  Australia,  Mr.  E.  Newitt,  New 
York,  Mr.  J.  R.  Mattern  of  Pennsylvania, 
Lieut.  Col.  Townsend  Whelen,  Mr.  Van  Allen 
Lyman  of  Panama  Canal  Zone  and  many 
others. 

The- gun  crank  who  attended  the  National 
Matches  and  who  did  not  have  a  good  time 
in  spite  of  the  various  discomforts  with  all 
that  there  was  to  be  seen  and  do  and  with  all 
the  other  gun  cranks  that  were  there  to  meet 
and  talk  to,  was,  I  am  afraid,  a  rather  hard 
person  to  please. 

Here's  hoping  that  we  may  meet  at  the 
National  Matches  next  year,  that  we  have 
good  ammunition  and  that  it  doesn't  rain. 


Changing  the  Tune  of  the  35  Rimless 

J.  R.  Mattern 


WHEN  the  war  put  the  kibosh  on  the 
making  of  ammunition  for  hunting  and 
target  purposes,  we  were  using  35 
Remington  rifles  of  the  slide-action  denomin- 
ation, and  Marble  adapters  with  380  pistol 
ammunition  for  short  range.  It  was  a  handy 
combination,  accurate  and  powerful,  but  more 
than  a  little  expensive,  especially  when  a 
fellow  would  lose  one  or  two  of  the  adapters 
through  a  hole  in  his  pocket,  as  he  did  every 
now  and  then.  It  was  decided  to  get  reload- 
ing tools  and  make  short-range  ammunition. 

To  get  the  tools,  however,  proved  to  be 
impossible.  We  were  located  off  in  a  neck 
of  the  woods  where  shooting  supplies  were 
scarce,  though  were ,  fortunate  in  having  on 
hand  some  No.  80  powder  and  some  Lightn- 
ing, and  plenty  of  primers.  It  was  necessary 
to  devise  a  35  caliber  load  out  of  materials 
and  with  tools  available,  and  the  latter  con- 
sisted of  sizes  for  30-40,  45-70  and  38  S  &  W. 
Special. 

The  38  revolver  bullet  was  selected.    It  had 


a  sharp  front  shoulder  and  weighed  150  grains. 
Since  the  twist  of  this  rifle  is  one  turn  in  16 
inches  it  was  thought  the  bullet  did  not  need 
to  be  very  hard,  therefore  it  was  cast  about 
one  part  tin  to  twenty  parts  lead.  The 
Ideal  handbook  lists  the  gas  check  bullet  for 
the  35  Rimless  as  .358  in  diameter,  but  the 
factory  cartridges  with  metal  cased  bullets 
show.  359  diameter,  consequently  it  was 
judged  best  to  resize  the  revolver  bullet  at 
least  .360.  One  or  two  thousands  larger 
probably  would  have  been  better. 

The  load  was  tried  with  various  charges 
of  powder.  In  general  the  stiff er  ones  gave 
the  greater  accuracy — some  of  it  very  fine,  as 
the  targets  accompanying  this  will  show. 
Sixteen  to  18  grains  of  Lightning  or  15  grains 
of  No.  80  seemed  to  be  the  charge  that  worked 
best.  When  the  rifle  was  held  to  the  spot 
these  loads  could  be  depended  on  to  drift  that 
blunt  shouldered  bullet  right  there.  • 

One  five-shot  group  at  25  yards  measures 
an  inch  and  an  eighth.    One  group  at  50 


ROD  AND  GUN  IN  CANADA 


691 


1\ 


f 


EDMONTON 


\  PRINCE  ALBERT 


111  II//// 


/ 


VANCOUVER 

&  VICTORIA 


KAHLOOPS       ,  ,  rr^av  H&ti  trcsi r  m^^^vmvWPEQ 

SASKATOON 
CALGARY  REQINA  BRANDON 


COCHRANE 


CMARipmrowM 
Su**ffASfoeC_ 

QUEBEC     MONCTONW  SYDHEV 


FORT 
WIU.IAM 

XSrftut 


CKJLUTH 


1EA!-  ST.JOHH 


HAL/FAX 


'  Q        CI  w  «  ' 


7^7ie  line,  of  Transportation  0 
ihathuUds  andJSmds  a  Nation 

NOW  OPERATING 
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yards  measures  an  inch.  The 
elevation  of  the  sight  required 
by  these  loads  was  the  same 
for  25  and  50  yards,  and  at 
that  same  adjustment  the  full 
power  factory  ammunition 
shot  right  at  100  yards, 
making  an  ideal  combination. 
The  load  seemed  to  have  a 
lot  of  speed  and  power,  as 
shown  in  the  elevation  and  in 
the  penetration.  The  bullet 
plowed  through  three  inches 
of  dry  red-oak  and  seven 
inches  of  pine. 

The  shells  fired  with  full 
power  loads  always  were  ex- 
panded in  the  necks  too  much 
to  hold  these  .360  bullets  fric- 
tion tight.  Eventually  we  made 
a  muzzle  or  neck  sizing  die 
with  the  help  of  a  reamer,  but 
before  that  was  finished  we 
depended  on  crimping  the 
shells  into  the  forward  groove 
of  the  bullet  with  the  30 
caliber  double  adj  ustable  cham- 
ber of  the  Ideal  tool.  When 
this  chamber  was  set  just  so 
the  neck  encountered  the 
mouth  of  the  35  Rimless  shell 
it  would  turn  in  the  lips  of 
said  shell  properly,  though  it 
would  not  leave  much  of  the 
bullet  project.  After  getting 
the  resizer  into  operation,  all 
bullets  were  seated  friction 
tight,  just  deep  enough  to 
cover  all  grease  grooves. 

The  reduced  load  makes  a 
fine  squirrel  and  turkey  medi- 
cine. It  is  a  killer.  It  equals 
the  black  powder  32-40  in. 
power,  or  nearly  so,  and  it  is 
accurate,  clean,  pleasant  and 
cheap.  It  adds  to  the  use- 
fulness of  the  35  Rimless  cali- 
ber and  rifle. 


25  yards,  .35  Rem.  Reduced  load.     15  gr.  80-8,  Bullet  .369. 
July  7,  1919.    J.  R.  M. 


50  yards,  35  Rem.  Reduced  load.    J.  R.  Mattern,  July  7.  1919. 

15  gr.  No,  080  and  BulJct  .360 


The  Alberta  Provincial  Rifle  Meeting 

R.  H.  Davidson 


THE  fourteenth  Annual  prize  meeting  of 
the  Alberta  Pro\uncial  Rifle  Association 
held  August  5,  6,  7  and  8th.  was  brought 
to  a  successful  close  Friday  evening  August 


8th.  A  down  pour  of  rain  two  days  previous 
to  the  opening  day  gave  all  a  feeling  that  the 
meet  was  to  be  a  rubber  boot  and  rubber 
sheet  session.    However  the  morning  of  the 
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Send  For  This 
Great  Book 


Ifs  just  what  you've  been 
looking  for.  THE  ART  OF 
TRAPPING"  is  the  best  and 
most  complete  Trappers 
Guide  ever  published — prepared 
at  great  expense — by  experts.  It 
gives  a  complete  and  accurate  de- 
scription, pictures  and  tracks oi  the 
different  Fur-bearers  of  North  Am- 
erica; it  tells  when  and  where  to 
trap;  the  best  and  most  successful 
trapping  methods;  the  right  kind  of  baits  and 
scents;  the  sizes  of  trans  to  use;  the  correct  way 
of  skinning,  and  handling  the  different  pelts  to 
make  them  worth  the  most  money;  the  trapping 
laws  of  every  province 

"SHUBERT" 

will  send  this  great  book  FREE  to  any  one  interested 
in  trapping  or  collecting  Fur-bearers.  Just  sign  and 
mail  the  coupon  today. 

"THE  ART  OF  TRAPPING"  ia  NOT  a  supply  cata- 
log  but  a  real  Trapper's  Guide  containing  information 
of  inestimable  value  to  any  trapper.    It  will  guide  and 
help  the  experienced  trapper  and  teach  the  beginner  the 
art  of  successfully  trapping  the  North  American  Fur-bear- 
ers. No  trapper  or  Fur  collector  can  afford  to  be  without 
this  great  book.  Send  for  your  copy  at  once. 

B .  S  HUBERT, ltd. 

THE  LARGEST  HOUSE  IN  THE  WORLD  DEAUNG  EXCLUSIVELY  IN 

NORTH  AMERICAN  RAW  FURS 

324  DONALD  ST.,  WINNIPEG  ,  CANADA. 


SIGN  AND  MAIL   THIS   C  OU  PO/V  TODAY 


WITHOUT  OBLIGATION   SEND  ME 

THE  ART  OF  TRAPPING 


ame 


N 

Post  Offi 

Electoral 
District 


THE  BEST  AND^MOST  COMPLETE  TRAPPER'S  GUIDE  EVER  PUBLISHED 

and  lceep  me  posted  on  Raw  Fur  Market-  !0S 
Conditions  during  the  Fur  Season  of  1919-1920 


(PLEASE  PRINT  NAME) 


R.FD.  BoxN9 


□ft 
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Copyright  ,  C«naOA     !9l9.  A. ft  Sh-.b#  ft .  Lt  d . 
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5th  broke  clear  and  sunny  and  the  remaining 
three  days  could  only  be  described  as  "ideal." 
At  no  time  during  the  meet  was  the  weather 
squally  and  the  wind  although  tricky  and 
fishtail  at  times  and  never  in  the  same  direc- 
tion morning  and  afternoon  never  exceeded 
fifteen  miles  per  hour.  The  attendance  was 
not  up  to  the  standard  of  previous  meetings 
owing  to  getting  back  to  a  peace  basis  and 
some  of  the  regular  attenders  not  yet  home 
from  overseas.  The  entry  for  all  matches 
being  about  sixty.  All  members  are  grate- 
ful for  the  untiring  efforts  of  Lt.  Col.  Arm- 
strong to  make  the  meet  a  success  and  also 
for  the  way  range  officers  Major  Ferguson 
and  Mr.  McKenzie  handled  the  matches  on 
the  range.  Shooting  is  done  in  an  easterly 
direction.  A  low  range  of  hills  borders  on 
the  left  or  north  side  about  800  yards  away 
and  extends  directly  behind  the  targets  used 
as  a  back  stop.  On  the  right  is  the  Bow 
River  about  400  yards  away  with  a  nice 
growth  of  cottonwood  trees  lying  between  it 
and  the  range.  The  range  might  be  termed 
open  as  there  is  little  influence  by  these 
surroundings.  Twelve  targets  of  the  double 
revolving  type  makes  marking  very  rapid 
and  squadding  three  men  on  a  target  ac- 
comodates thirty  six  men  at  a  time.  The 
meeting  opens  with  the  Nursery  match  at  200 
and  500  yards,  7  shots  and  sighter  each  range 
open  to  tyros  only  and  closes  with  the  "Twa 
Freens"  match  at  1000  yards  shot  by  a  team 
of  two  friends  who  may  coach  each  other, 
5  shots  each,  no  sighter.  Aggregate  score  of 
the  two  to  count.  Space  will  not  permit 
giving  the  Extra  Series  results  only  to  say  this 
aggregate. was  won  by  Lt.  Alex  Martin  with  a 
score  of  121.  Grand  Aggregate  comprises 
following  matches  No.'s  2,  3,  5,  6,  7,  8,  and  9. 
The  Ottawa  aggregate  comprises  matches 
2  to  8  inclusive,  except  the  800  and  900 
yard  stage  of  No.  4  only  is  counted.  Grand 
Aggregate  H.P.S.  465.    Ottawa  Aggregate 

H.  P.S.  485.  The  McDonald  Rapid  fire 
match  open  to  Veterans  only  proved  very 
interesting.  Following  are  matches  by  num- 
ber and  name  and  the  winners  in  each — 

Nursery  Match 

I.  Forbes,  J.  Sgt.,  103  rd.,  68,  Doyle  Cup  and 
Cash  $8.00. 

2.    Davidson,  R.  H.,  Lethbridge,  67,  cash 
$7.00. 

3:    Wright,  M.  H..  Edmonton,  66,  cash  $6.00. 

4.  Townsend,  Insp.,  Edmonton,  66,  cash 
$5.00. 

5.  Snell,  A.  E.  Pte.,  103  rd.,  65,  cash  $5.00. 

6.  Merritt,  C.  R.  Lt.,  103rd.,  65,  cash  $4.00. 


Alberta  Match 

1.  A.  D.  Miles,  Pte.,  103rd.,  68,  cash  $12.00. 

2.  M.  H.  Wright,  Mr.,  Edmonton  R.  C,  68, 
cash  $10.00. 

3.  Brown,  S.  S.,  Edmonton  R.  C,  68,  cash 

$8.00. 

4.  Forbes,  J.  Sgt.,  103rd.,  68,  cash  $6.00. 

5.  S.  A.  Annand*  Lt.,  103rd.,  67,  cash  $4.00. 

6.  F.  W.  Fairn,  Capt.,  103rd.,  66,  cash  $4.00. 

7.  R.  Moffatt,  Pte.,  103rd.,  66,  cash  $4.00. 

8.  W.  Brankley,  Insp.,  Calgary  R.  C,  66, 
cash  $4.00. 

9.  C.  C.  Jackson,  Pte.,  103rd.,  66,  cash  $3.00. 

10.  Townsend,   Insp.,  Edmonton  R.  C,  65, 

cash  $3.00, 


1st  stage — City  of  Calgary 


1 

1 . 

Annand,  S.  A.  Lt.,  103rd.,  

101 

2. 

Sinclair,  Pte.,  103rd.,  

99 

3. 

Lunn,  P.  Sergt.,  103rd  

99 

4. 

Brankley,  W.  Insp.,  C.  R.  C  

98 

O. 

Bowen,  P.  E.  Lt.-Col.,  Edmonton 

98 

a 
o. 

Downie,  R.  Capt.,  103rd  

98 

7 

Forbes,  J.  Sergt.,  103rd  

96 

o 
o. 

A.  D.  Miles,  Pte.,  103rd.  

96 

Q 

Noel,  C.  F.  Pte.,  103rd.,  

96 

JLU. 

Martin,  A.  Lt.,  103rd.,   

96 

2nd  stage — City  of  Calgary 

l. 

Lunn,  P.  Sgt.,  195,  Gold  Medal  $25.00 

o 

Martin,  A.  Lt.,  195,  Silver  Medal.... 

20.00 

3. 

Sinclair,  J.  H.  Pte.,  192,  Bronze  Med.  15.00 

4. 

Carmichael,  A.  R.  Sgt.,  192,  

90.00 

5. 

Forbes,  J.,  Sgt.,  192,  

10.00 

D. 

Annand,  Lt.,  192,  

10.00 

7 

Moffatt,  R.,  Sgt.,  192,  

10.00 

Q 

o. 

Downie,  R.  Capt.,  192,  

8.00 

Wright,  M.  H.  Pte.,  Edmonton,  191 

8.00 

8. 

Downie,  R.  Capt.,  192,  

8.00 

10. 

Bowen,  P.  E.,  Lt.,  Edmonton,  191 

8.00 

Stokes  Match 

1. 

Lunn,  P.  Sgt.,  103rd  50 

$9.00 

2. 

Downie,  R.  Capt.,  103rd.,  50 

9.00 

Tie  shot  off,  won  by  Lunn. 

3. 

Jackson,  C.  C,  103rd.,  49 

5.50 

4. 

Annand,  S.  A.  Lt.,  103rd  49 

5.50 

5. 

Noel,  C.  F.  Pte.,  103rd  48 

5.00 

6. 

Wright,  M.  H.,  Edmonton  48 

5.00 

7. 

Sinclair,  Pte.,  103rd.,    48 

4.00 

8. 

Martin,  A.  Lt.,  103rd  48 

4.00 

9. 

Scott,  F.  Pte.,  103rd  48 

4.00 

10. 

Angear,  T.  Mr.,  Cal.  Rif.  Club  48 

4.00 

Payzant  Match 

1. 

Wright,  M.  H.  Mr.,  Edmonton,  49,  Rogers 

Cup  and  $12.00. 

2. 

Freeze,  I.  S.  Sgt.,  103rd  47 

io.oo 

3. 

Annand,  S.  A.  Lt.,  103rd.  46 

8.00 
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What  to  do 


Address 
it 

like 

thi 


TH,S  5/0e 


On  thebac 
write  thi 


YOUR 


OFf*cE 


and  by  return  ma 
you  will  receive  this  book' 


FUB  tfjoi0* 


1020  EDITION 


Contains  48  pages  and  cover 
illustrating  over  300  beautiful 
Fur  Garments,  all  genuine 
photographs  of  the  articles 
just  as  they  are  and  real 
people  wearing  them!  It 
shows  you  a  much  greater 
variety  than  you  can  see  in 
most  store's  and  will  save  you 
many  dollars.  Send  for  your 
copy  to-day— it  is  absolutely 
free. 
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4. 

Herring,  F.  W.  Capt.,  Cal.R.Club, 

46  6.00 

5. 

Noel,  G.  F.  Pte.,  103rd 

45 

6.00 

6. 

Forbes,  J.  Sgt.,  103rd 

 45 

5.00 

7. 

Martin,  A.  Lt.,  103rd., 

44 

5.00 

8. 

Fairn,  C.  W.  Capt.,  103rd 

-44 

5.00 

9. 

Angear,  T.  Mr.,  Cal.  Rif.  Club  44 

4.00 

10.  Hill,  A.  Pte.,  103rd  . 

44 

4.00 

Calgary  Brewery  Match 

1. 

Hill,  A.  Pte.,  103rd  

69 

$10.00 

2. 

Bowen,  P.  E.  Lt.-Col.,  Edmon.  69 

8.00 

3. 

Miles,  A.,  103rd.,  

68 

7.00 

4. 

McNaughton,  Didsbury 

66 

6.00 

5. 

Lunn,  P.  Sgt.,  103rd 

66 

6.00 

6. 

Hughes,  S.  J.,  C.  R.  C. 

66 

5.00 

7. 

Sinclair,  Pte.,  103rd.  

k  66 

5.00 

8. 

Moffat,  E.  Pte.,  103rd 

65 

4.00 

9. 

Chamberlain,  R.  W.  Sgt., 

103rd.  65  4.00 

10.  Brankley,  Insp.,  Calgary 

65 

4.00 

City  of  Edmonton  Match 

Cash 


1.  Davidson,  R.  H.,  Lethbridge.... 66  $15.00 

2.  Bowen,  P.  E.  Lt.-Col.,  Edmon.  65  12.00 

3.  Martin,  A.  Lt.,  103ra  .....64  10.00 

4.  Angear,  T.,  C.R.C  ..64  8.00 

5.  McCrae,  R.  Sgt.,  103rd...  64  8.00 

6.  Fairn,  C.  W.  Capt.,  103rd...  64  6.00 

7.  Freeze,  E.  S.  Sgt.,  103rd  63  6.00 

8.  Chamberlain,  R.  W.  Sgt.,  103rd.  63  6.00 


9. 

MacDonald,  J.A.  Sgt.,  Maj. 

C.  R.  C  

62 

5.00 

10.  Lunn,  P.  Sgt.,  C.  R.  C. 

62 

5.00 

Rutherford  Match 

1. 

Martin,  Lt.,  103rd.,  Lt.-Col.  May  Chal- 

lenge Trophy  and  cash  $10.00. 

2. 

Sinclair,  J.  H.  Pte.,  103rd. 

48 

8.00 

3. 

Esdale,  M.  Mr.,  Edmonton  

.46 

6.00 

4. 

Herring,  F.  W.  Capt.,  C.R.C.  . 

.45 

6.00 

5. 

Downie,  R.  Capt.,  103rd  

45 

5.00 

6. 

Baker,  W.  E.  Lt.,  C.R.C  

.45 

5.00 

7. 

Forbes,  J.  Sgt.,  103rd  

45 

4.00 

8. 

Miles,  A.  D.  Pte.,  103rd  

44 

4.00 

9. 

Annand,  S.  A.  Lt.,  103rd  

44 

3.00 

10.  Bowen,  Lt.-Gpl.,  Edmonton  . 

.44 

3.00 

Grand  Aggregate 

1.  Annand,  S.  A.  Lt.,  103rd.,  429,  A.R.A. 
Gold  Medal  and  cash  $10.00. 

2.  Bowen,  P.  E.,  Lt.-Col.,  Edmonton,  427, 
A.R.A.  Silver  Medal  and  cash  $9.00. 

3.  Miles,  A.  D.  Pte.,  103rd.,  426,  A.R.A. 
Bronze  Medal  and  cash  $8.00. 

4.  Lunn,  P.  Sgt.,  103rd.,  425,  cash  $8.00 

5.  Sinclair,  J.  C.  Sgt.,  103rd.,  424,  cash  7.00 

6.  t  Forbes,  J.  Sgt.,  103rd.,  423,  cash  *  7.0Q" 

7.  Downie,  R.  Capt.,  103rd.,  421  cash..  6.00 

8.  Martin,  A.  Lt.,  103rd.,  417,  cash   6.00 


9.    Brankley,  W.  Insp.,  C.R.C,  417,  cash  5.00 


10.  Noel,  C.  F.  Pte.,  103rd.,  416,  cash  ..  5.00 

Highest  Twenty  Competitors  in  the 
Ottawa  Aggregate 

1.  Gowen,  P.  E.  Lt.-Col.,  Edmonton   451 

2.  Annand,  S.  A.  Lt.,  103rd  .'   451 

3.  Lunn,  P.  Sgt.,  103rd   448 

4.  Wright,  M.  H.  Lt.,  Edmonton   446 

5.  Forbes,  J.  Sgt.,  103rd   443 

6.  Miles,  A.  D.  Pte.,  103rd   442 

7.  Brankley,  W.  Insp.,  Cal.  R.  Club   440 

8.  Noel,  C.  F.  Pte.,  103rd   440 

9.  Downie,' H.  Capt.,  103rd   439 

10.  Sinclair,  J.  H.  Pte.,  103rd    439 

The  above  form  the  provincial  Team  for 

Ottawa. 

Waiting  Men 

11.  Martin,  A.  Lt.,  103rd   438 

12.  Fairn,  C.  W.  Capt.,  103rd   438 

13.  >  Moffat,  R.  Pte.,  103rd   437 

14.  Herring,  F.  W.  Capt.,  Cal.  R.  Club  ..  432 

15.  McNaughton,  A.,  Didsbury   431 

16.  Brown,  S.  S.  Sgt..  Edmonton   430 

17.  Davidson,  R.  R.,  Lethbridge   429 

18.  Freeze,  I.  S.  Sgt.,  103rd.   429 

19.  Chamberlain,  R.  W.  Sgt.,  103rd   428 

20.  Carmichael,  A.  R.  Sgt.,  103rd   427 

Twa'  Freens  Match 

1st 

A.  McNaughton,  Didsbury  22  Trophy 


Davidson,  R.  H.,  Lethbridge..  . 23 


45.  Two  gold 

medals. 

Macdonald  Match — Veterans  Only 

1.  Angus  M.  Sgt.,  31st.  Batt.,  hits  7,  Mac- 
Donald  Trophy  and  cash  $8.00. 

2.  Downie,  R.  Capt.,  31st.  Batt.,  hits  6,  cash 
$6.00. 

3.  Cooper,  F.  B.  Capt.,  56th.  Batt.,  hits  5, 
cash  $5.00. 

4.  Wright,  M.  H.,  Pte.,  202nd.  Batt.,  hits 
5,  cash  $5.00. 

Walker  Trophy 


1st    103rd  Team 

Fairn,  C.  W.  Capt   93 

Martin,  A.  Lt   96 

Sinclair,  Pte.....   99 

Chamberlain,  R.  Sgt   94 

382 

Walker  Trophy  and  cash  S7.2 ). 
2nd  Calgary  Rifle  Club 

Herring,  F.  W.  Capt   96 

Baker,  W.  E.  Lt   91  . 
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FREE  TO  MEN  j 

Manly  Vigor — Something  New  j 


Here  is  a  little  free  pocket  compendium  in  book  form, 
illustrated  with  40  half-tone  photo  reproductions,  and  contain- 
ing 8,000  words  of  easy  advice  on  private  matters  which  I 
gladly  send  to  any  man  anywhere  in  the  world  absolutely  free 
of  charge,  and  enclosed  in  a  perfectly  plain,  sealed  envelope,  so 
it  is  received  by  you  like  an  ordinary  private  letter.  I  take  all 
this  special  precaution  in  sending  my  free  book  because,  where 
the  health  is  concerned,  and  especially  with  reference  to  de- 
bility and  nerve  weaknesses,  people  everywhere  prefer  to  keep 
.the  matter  entirely  to  themselves.  For  this  reason  I  seal  the 
envelope  and  prepay  full  letter  postage.  I  have  thus  mailed 
over  a  million  of  the  books  to  men  all  oyer  the  world  who 
requested  them. 

You,  reader,  will  like  this  little  book  immensely,  and  can 
grasp  the  full  meaning  of  its  special  advice  from  one  or  two 
careful  readings.  It  contains  a  great  deal  of  heretofore  un 
published  information  of  interest  to  all  men,  young  or  elderly, 
single  or  married,  and  may  easily  be  of  value  to  you  throughout 
your  entire  lifetime. 

In  one  part  of  the  book  I  describe  my  little  mechanical 
VITALIZER,  which  was  invented  by  me  to  assist  men  to 
regain  lost  vigor.  However,  you  are  not  to  think  of  getting 
this  VITALIZER  at  the  present  time,  but  first  send  for  the 
advice  book  and  read  up  on  the  subject  of  self-preservation 
without  drugs. 

Please  use  the  coupon  below  and  the  book  will  come  to  you 
free,  sealed,  by  return  mail. 

SANDEN,  Publisher. 

Reader,  did  you  ever  stop  to  consider  that.it  is  not  looks 
which  make  the  real  man?  Nor  is  it  necessarily  a  large  man 
who  wields  the  most  power  in  his  community.  However, 
whether  big  or  small,  young  or  elderly,  we  invariably 
find  that  vigorous,  manly  manhood  stands  behind  all 
of  the  world's  greatest  achievements  and  successes. 
In  this  respect,  I  give  it  as  my  honest  opinion,  based 
upon  over  30  years'  experience,  that  no  man  need  lose 
hope  of  himself  restoring  his  full  manly  power,  if  he 
but  be  willing  to  make  a  fair,  square  effort,  and  will 
lead  a  decent,  manly  life,  free  from  excesses  and  free 
from  dissipations.  My  free  book  gives  you  all  the 
desired  information.  According  to  my  belief,  lost 
manly  strength  is  no  real  organic  disease  in  itself,  and, 
for  that  reason,  should  easily  respond  to  any  mode  of 
treatment  which  puts  new  vital  force  into  the  weakened 
nerves  and  blood. 

The  little  VITALIZER  mentioned  above  was  de- 
signed by  me  to  render  natural  aid  to  the  man  who 
really  WANTS  to  get  strong,  and  who  is  willing  to 
make  a  reasonable  effort  to  regain  his  manly  vigor.  To 
the  man  who  persists  in  living  an  unnatural  life  of 
excess  and  dissipation,  no  hope  can  be  offered,  but  for 
the  other  kind  there  is  every  hope  and  encouragement, 
because  in  regulating  his  habits  he  has  taken  the  first 
grand  and  necessary  step,  which  prepares  the  way  for 
the  action  of  any  natural  treatment  which  may  resupply 
his  body  with  the  FORCE  which  it  has  been  drained  of. 


Manly  Men  Are  Always  in  the  Game. 

With  respect  to  my  VITALIZER,  you  simply  buckle 
it  on  your  body  when  you  go  to  bed.  Thus,  while 
you  sleep,  it  sends  a  great,  mysterious  power  (which  I 
call  VIGOR)  into  your  blood,  nerves,  organs  and 
muscles  while  you  sleep.  Men  have  said  it  takes  pain 
or  weakness  out  of  the  back  from  one  application; 
that  60  to  90  day's  use  is  sufficient  to  restore  normal, 
manly  strength. 

With  special  attachments,  which  carry  the  FORCE 
to  any  parts  of  the  body,  my  VITALIZER  is  used  by 
women  as  well  as  men,  for  rheumatism,  kidney,  liver, 
stomach,  bladder  disorders,  etc.,  and  I  have  had  some 
most  remarkable  testimony  in  respect  to  its  almost 
miraculous  effects  in  individual  cases,  where  every 
known  treatment  had  failed. 

Therefore,  first  get  the  free  book  of  general  advice 
to  men,  whieh  also  describes  my  VITALIZER.  Then 
if  in  the  future  you  feel  you  would  like  to  use  one  of 
these  little  appliances  in  your  own  case.  I  will  make 
some  special  proposition  whereby  you  may  have  one 
to  wear.  If  you  happen  to  live  in  or  near  this  city.I 
would  be  pleased  to  have  you  call.  Otherwise,  just 
use  the  coupon  and  get  the  free  book  by  return  mail. 
Office  hours,  9  to  6.  g 


BOOK,   8,000  WORDS  IFREE 


and 


Remember  ,1  will  send  you,  as  stated  above,  my  little  book  or  pocket  compendium,  containing  40  illustrations 
8,000  words  of  private  advice  free,  sealed,  by  mail. 

This  book  is  meant  to  point  out  to  men  certain  errors  which  are  being  committed  all  over  the  world  to-day  by 
those  who  do  not  realize  the  harm  resulting.  It  gives,  in  a  condensed  form,  and  in  easy  language,  the  truths  that 
I  hav  e  learned  from  years  upon  years  of  experience.  It  deals  with  vigor  and  manly  power  as  against  weakness  and 
debili  ty .  One  part  of  the  book  describes  my  little  VITALIZER  so  all  information  is  complete  in  this  one  volume. 
Please  write  or  call  to-day.    Satisfaction  guaranteed  in  every  case. 


R.  G.  SANDEN  CO.,  140  Yonge  St.,  Toronto  Ont., 


Dear  Sirs — Please  forward  me  your  Book,  as  advertised,  free, 
sealed. 


Name. 
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MacDonald,  J.  A.  Sgt.-Maj   95 

Brankley,  W.  Insp   98 

380 

Cash  $4.00 
3rd  19th  Dragoons   372 

Calgary  Brewery  Team  Match 
103rd  Regiment  Team 

Miles,  A.  D.  Pte   68 

Lunn,  P.  Sergt   66 

Downie,  R.  Capt   65 

Forbes,  J.  Sergt   63 


Total  262 
Trophy  and  cash  $3.00 

2nd 

19th  Dragoons.  Edmonton 

Bowen,  P.  E.  Lt.-Col   63 

Brown,  S.  S.  Sergt   69 

Wright,  W.  H.  Mr   61 

Saidler,  J.  Pte   60 

Total  253 

Cash  $2.00. 

3  Calgary  Rifle  Club   246 

4  103rd  Team   241 

City  of  Edmonton  Team  Match 

1st    103rd  Teairi 

Noel,  C.  F.  Pte   58 

Martin,  A.  Lt   64 


Freeze,  I.  S.  Sgt   63 

Chamberlain,  R.  W.  Sgt   63 

?$P!  -      V-  — » 

248 

Reid  Trophy. 

2nd    103rd  Team   242 

3rd     103rd  D.  Coy   236  * 

4th    19th  Dragoons  Edmonton   235 

5th     Capt  Fairn'sTeam   232 

Fifth  Regiment  Match 

1st    19th  Dragoons  Edmonton 

Dowen,  P.  E.  Lt.-Col   91 

Wright,  H.  Pte   91 

Saidler,  J.  Pte  92 

Brown,  S.  S.  Sgt   90 


364 

Trophy,  Martin  Cups  and  $24.00. 
2nd    Fairn  Team  (103rd  ) 

Fairn,  C.  W.  Capt  89 

Martin,  A.  Lt   95 

Lunn,  P.  Sgt  *   89 

Annand,  S.  A.  Lt   87 

360 

Cash  $16.00 

3rd    103rd  Team   353 

4th    Calgary  Rifle  Club   353 

5th    103  rd  Team   335 

Cash  $12.00. 
Cash  $10.00 
Cash  $8.00. 


An  Accurate  Method  of  Adjusting  Smith  &  Wesson  Target 

Revolver  Sights 

E.  G.  Brewer 

(Reprinted  from  Arms  and  the  Man) 


HOW  often  have  you  heard  a  beginner 
in  the  revolver-shooting  game  ask  how 
much  he  should  move  the  wind  gauge 
or  elevation  screw  to  bring  his  group  in  the 
vicinity  of  the  bull?  Nearly  all  shooters 
guess  and  try  for  another  group.  Perhaps 
they  have  guessed  correctly,  more  likely  not. 

A  better  and  more  accurate  way  is  to  use 
the  screws  as  micrometers  by  determining 
the  number  of  threads  to  the  inch,  and  then 
by  a  simple  calculation  the  distance  the  point 
of  impact  is  moved,  by  one  turn  or  a  fraction  of 
a  turn,  at  any  range,  is  easily  found. 

The  table  that  follows  is  calculated  on  a 
basis  of  42  threads  to  the  inch  for  the  elevation 
screw,  and  48  threads  to  the  inch  for  the  wind- 


gauge  screws  of  Smith  &  Wesson  revolvers 
having  sight  radius  of  7  and  8  inches. 

As  an  example  of  how  this  table  can  be  used 
to  advantage: 

We  will  suppose  you  have  been  using  your 
revolver  at  20  yards  all  winter,  but  now  want 
to  shoot  at  50  yards  outside,  perhaps  with 
heavier  charges.  You  choose  a  calm  day 
with  good  light  and  shoot  for  a  group,  holding 
carefully  and  calling  each  shot.  Let  us  assume 
that  the  center  of  the  point  of  impact  of  your 
group  is.  4  inches  low  and  4  inches  right  (or 
le^t.)  Now  consult  the  table  and  you  find 
that,  if  the  gun  you  are  using  has  an  8-inch 
sight  radius,  that  three-quarters  of  a  turn  of 
the  elevation  screw  (turned  in  the  proper 
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FINE  PURE  WOOL 

For  the  Man  Who  Is  Out  of  Doors 


Anyone  who  is  much  out  of  doors— 
the  soldier,  the  -sportsman,  the  lumber- 
man, the  engineer,  the  prospector,  the 
miner— will  find  Jaeger  Pure  Wool  Gar- 
ments wonderfully  comfortable  and  dur- 
able for  outdoor  life. 

Here  are  some  useful  garments: — Sleeping 
bags,  blankets,  travelling  rugs,  sleeping  caps, 
colic  bands,  chest  protectors*  underwear,  hosiery, 
shirts,  pyjamas,  stockings,  sweaters,  cardigans, 
spencers,  knitted  waistcoats,  ulsters,  caps,  gloves, 
etc. 


A  FULLY  ILLUSTRATED 
CATALOGUE  WILL  BE 
SENT  FREE  ON  APPLICA- 
TION. 


DR.  JAEGER  s^%Z^Uenco- LIMITED 

Toronto  Montreal    „  Winnipeg 

British  "founded  1883", 


 tB 

Hunt  This  Fall  in 

Real  Haunts  of  Red  Deer 


The  "Highlands  of  Ontario" 

Maganetawan  River,  French  River,  Muskoka,  Georgian  Bay, 
Lake  of  Bays,  Timagami,  Northern  Ontaio 
and  Other  Famous  Regions. 


0 


Write  to  any  Agent,  Grand  Trunk  System,  for  "Playgrounds" 
Booklet,  giving  Game  Laws,  etc.,  or  to 


t 


J.  Quinlan 
Bonaventure  Station 
Montreal 


C.  E.  Horning 
Union  Station 
Toronto 
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direction  to  elevate  the  back  sight)  will  give  yards  without  firing  another  shot,  which  is  a 

you  exactly  4  inches  elevation  at  50  yards.  consideration  these  days  of  high  prices. 

i  The  wind-gauge  screws  are  each  moved  one  The  greatest  value   these   tables  have, 

complete  turn,  which  gives  you  4.7  inches,  however,  is  the  confidence  it  gives  you  when 

-or  near  enough  to  the  4^  inches  wanted.  making  sight  changes,  as  they  entirely  elim- 

Your  gun  is  now  accurately  sighted  for  50  inate  all  guess  work. 

S.  &  W.  TARGET  SIGHT  ADJUSTMENT 
Sight  Distance  point  of  impact  moved  for 

Elevation 
(Screw  42  threads  to  1  inch) 

Windage 
(Screws  have  48  threads  to 
1  inch) 


Radius 

Range 

M  turn 

14  turn 

%  turn 

1  turn 

7  in. 

20  yds. 

.61  in. 

1.22  in. 

1.84  in. 

2.45  in. 

7  " 

50  44 

1.53  " 

3.06  " 

4.6  " 

6.13  44 

8  " 

20  " 

.53  44 

1.07  44 

1.61  44 

2.14  44 

8  " 

50  44 

1.33  44 

2.67  44 

4.0  44 

5.35  44 

7  44 

20  44 

.53  44 

1.07  44 

1.61  44 

2.14  44 

7  44 

50  44 

1.34  44 

2.68  44 

4.1  44 

5.36  44 

8  44 

20  44 

.47  44 

.94  " 

1.41  44 

1.88  44 

8  44 

50  44 

1.17  44 

2.35  44 

3.52  44 

4.7  4t 

Queries  and  Answers 


The  .303  and  .33  Compared 

"Editor,  Guns  and  Ammunition  Dept. 

I  wish  some  information  on  the  .303  Sav- 
age and  the  .33  Winchester  Model  1886. 
Which' is  the  better  deer  and  moose  gun? 

Will  the  Savage  .303  solid  frame  feather- 
weight with  20  inch  barrel  shoot  as  well  and  as 
accurately  as  the  regular  Model  1899  Savage 
rifle  26  inch  barrel  solid  frame? 

I  am  going  to  get  a  featherweight  if  it  is  as 
good  as  the  regular  rifle. 

Would  a  King  No.  23  rear  sight  be  good 
for  it  for  hunting?  For  front*  sights  would 
you  advise  a  King  No.  4.,  or  No.  43,  or  a 
Sheard  No.  7? 

Can  the  Winchester  Model  1886  be  bought 
anywhere  in  Canada? 

Tusket  Falls,  Nova  Scotia,    Russell  Raynard. 

Reply — In  reply  to  your  enquiry,  there  is 
very  little  difference  in  power  between  the 
.303  Savage  and  the  .33  Winchester.  Both 
of  these  rifles  are  splendid  moose  and  deer 
rifles. 

I  do  not  have  the  King  catalog  handy  as  I 
reply  to  this,  but  either  a  medium  size  gold 
or  ivory  bead  front  sight  and  a  No.  6  rear 
sight  or  one  very  similar  to  the  No.  6  with 
the  white  diamond  to  the  rear  makes  a  most 
excellent  combination  for  a  hunting  rifle. 

You  should  have  no  trouble  in  purchasing  a 
.33  Winchester  in  Canada.  Try  one  of  the 
firms  that  advertise  in  Rod  and  Gun  or  write 
to  the  Winchester  Repeating  Arms  Company, 
New  Haven,  Connecticut,  U.S.A.  for  the 
names  of  Winchester  dealers  in  your  locality. 
Which  rifle  to  choose  depends  mostly  upon 
whether  you  prefer  a  hammerless  or  hammer 
rifle. — Editor.  ^ 


Various  Questions 

Editor,  Guns  and  Ammunition  Dept. 

I  would  like  a  little  information  concerning 
my  firearms.  I  have  three  guns,  a  12  gauge 
double  barrel  hammerless  L.  C.  Smith  shot- 
gun, a  .22  Autoloading  Remington  rifle  and 
a  Model  1892  Winchester  .25-20  Carbine. 
What  I  want  to  Jsnow  is  what  you  think  of 
the  .22  Auto  Remington  as  a  target  rifle. 
I  have  done  fairly  good  shooting  with  this 
rifle.  Would  the  Lyman  rear  sight  better 
my  shooting  any?  If  so,  what  sight  would  I 
get  for  this  gun? 

In  reloading  the  .25-20  cartridges  what  pow- 
der and  size  of  load  would  Fuse  to  get  a  med- 
ium range  load?  (I  mean  a  shorter  range 
load  than  the  regular  factory  load).  What 
powder  and  size  of  load  would  I  use  to  get  the 
same  velocity  as  the  factory  loaded  shell. 

Is  it  safe  to  use  the  .25-20  Winchester 
high  velocity  cartridge  in  this  Model  1892 
Carbine?  x 

Could  you  tell  me  where  I  could  get  re- 
loading tools  for  this  cartridge  and  also  a 
name  of  a  good  book  in  which  I  could  find 
general  information  concerning  these  guns 
I  have. 

St.  Louis,  Mo.  J.  A.  Downer. 

Reply —  In  reply  to  your  inquiry,  the 
.22  Autoloading  Remington  will  make  you  a 
very  nice  little  weapon  for  general  shooting. 

The  Lyman  rear  sight  will  certainly  add  to 
the  accuracy  that  you  will  secure  with  this 
rifle.  Write  to  the  Lyman  Gun  Sight  Corpor- 
ation, Middlefield,  Connecticut,  for  a  catalog. 

In  reloading  for  the  .25-20  Winchester  to 
obtain  a  reduced  load,  I  would  suggest  that 
you  use  a  77  grain  bullet  No.  25720  and  about 
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Manufacturers  to 

Ml  MAJESTY 
KING  GEORGE  V. 


THE  GREAT 
ENGLISH  FIELD 
says,  "  We  must 
never  forget  that  it 
is  to  HARD  Y 
Bros,  of  Alnwick  we 
owe  the  supremacy 
we  have  achieved  as 
Rod  makers. 


Hardy's  The  Great  British  Specialists 

In  "Pakkona"  Regd.  Split  Bamboo  Fishing  Rods 


THE  "DE  LUXE"  ROD,  made  of  Steel -hard  "PALAKONA"  is  Hardy's  latest 
design  in  single-handed  rods  for  wet  or  dry  fly  fishing. 

IT  is  the  product  of  the  largest,  and  best  equipped  factory,  supervised  by  the 
champion  Professional  Fly  Casters  and  Anglers  in  Europe,  "Hardy's."  Don't 
forget  that  as  Wages  in  Great  Britain  are  75%  less  than  in  America  we  can 
give  greater  value  in  high  class  hand  work.  All  our  rods  are  hand  made  by  ex- 
perts whose  lives  have  been  spent  at  this  work,  for  which  50  GOLD  MEDALS 
have  been  awarded.  Length  9-ft.,  weight  5K  ozs.;  9-ft.  6-ins.,  weight  554  pzs.; 
10-ft.f  weight  6  ozs.   All  fitted  with  Hardy's  patent  screw  grip  reel  fittings. 

DRY  FLIES — As  made  by  us  for  the  late  F.  M.  Halford 
Esq.,  for  whom  we  also  made  rods,  etc. 

CUT  CASTS — The  Angle-American  tapered  mist  color 
No.  1  medium,  No.  2  fine,  as  made  for  Mr.  Halford. 

Stout  to  4X  Ditto,  Ditto  to  3X,  Stout  Lake  to  fine,  Ditto- 
to  medium,  Ex-stout  to  MEDIUM,  Ex-stout  to  stout,  6  ft. 

We  will  be  pleased  to  quote  prices  on  receipt  of  inquiry. 

Hardy  Bros.,Manufactory  Alnwick,  England 


NORTHERN 
ONTARIO 

This  vast  new  land  of  promise  is  one  degree 
South  of  Winnipeg,  and  is  big  enough  to  include 
the  six  New  England  and  four  Middle  States  of 
the  American  Union.' 

Aside  from  its  immense  resources  in  timber,  mineral,  waterpower,  fish,  game  and  scenery,  NORTHERN 
ONTARIO  contains  millions  of  acres  of  fertile,  arable  land  fit  for  mixed  farming  which  may  be  had  by 
returned  soldiers  and  sailors  in  160  acre  blocks  free;  to  others,  18  years  and  over,  5Q  cents  per  acre. 

Already  there  are  thousands  of  miles  of  colonization  roads  and  steam  railways  spreading  like  a  spider's 
web  over  a  huge  part  of  that  immense  forest-robed  territory.  ' 

For  free  descriptive  literature,  write 
MACDONELL,  Director  of  Colonization,  Parliament  Buildings,  TORONTO,  CANADA 
G.  H.  FERGUSON,  Minister  of  Lands,  Forests  and  Mines. 


H.  A. 


KEEP  YOUR  GUN  CLEAN! 


HOPPE'S 

NITRO  POWDER  SOLVENT 
No.  9 

( Trade  Mark  Registered) 
A  liquid  not  made  with  acids;  thoroughly 
removes  the  residue  of  any  high  power 
powder,  including  black  powder — prevents 
rusting  in  any  climate — removes  metal 
fouling  and  leading.  Nitro  Powder  Sol- 
vent has  been  put  to  the  test  at  National 
Hille  Ranges;  used  by  U.  S.  Riflemen; 
endorsed  by  prominent  sportsmen;  never 
fails  to  do  all  claimed  for  it.  Sold  by 
dealers  in  guns  and  at  Hardware  dealers. 


FRANK  A.  HOPPE,  2314  N.  8TH  ST., PHILADELPHIA, PA. 


Genuine  Diamonds 

$1,  $2,  $3,  Weekly 

Save  money  on  your  Diamonds 
by  buying  from  us^  We  are 
Diamond  Importers.  Terms, 
$1,  $2  or  $3  Weekly.  We 
guarantee  you  every  advantage 
in  Price  and  Quality. 

Write  to-day  for  Catalogue,  it  is  free. 

We  send  Diamonds  to  any  part  of  Canada  forins  >eetion 
at  our  expense.  Payments  may  be  made  Weekly  or 
Monthly. 

JACOBS  BROS.,  Diamond  Importers 
15  Toronto  Arcade    -    -    Toronto,  Canada 


702 


ROD  AND  GUN  IN  CANADA 


15  grains  ot  black  powder  or  the  same  bullet 
and  5  grains  of  Hercules  Unique  or  7  grains 
of  DuPont  Schuetzen. 

You  should  clean  your  rifle  with  a  good 
nitro  cleaning  fluid  when  using  smokeless 
powder. 

It  is  perfectly  safe  to  use  the  .25-20  Win- 
chester high  vloccity  cartridge  in  the  Model 
1892  Carbine. 

You  can  secure  reloading  tools  for  your 
.25-20  Winchester  from  the  Ideal  Manu- 
facturing Company,  New  Haven,  Conn. 
You  could  obtain  information  concerning 
the  guns  that  you  own  from  the  catalogues  of 
the  firms  that  manufacture  these  weapons. 

Editor. 


Fitting  the  .303  Barrel 

Editor  Guns  and  Ammunition  Dept. 
>L}1  am  looking  for  a  new  gun  and  want  to 
know  a  few  things  before  buying.  The 
cartridge  I  would  like  to  have  is  a  .303  British 
if  I  can  get  a  rifle  to  suit  me  as  I  have  1,000 
empty  shells  which  I  want  to  load. 

I  was  wondering  if  I  could  get  a  good 
barrel  made  to  fit  a  Springfield  action.  Do 
you  know  where  I  could  obtain  one?  I  wrote 
Mr.  Neider  but  he  could  not  supply  it  so  I 
thought  perhaps  you  could. 

v  What  do  you  think  of  a  Ross  action  as 
used  jn  the  militia? 

I  intend  making  a  stock  myself  as  I  cannot 
buy  one  to  suit  me  and  can  do  the  trick  my- 
self. What  size  bullet  moulds  would  you 
get  for  shooting  at  50  ft.  and  50  to  100  yds? 

Which  would  be  the  best  reloading  tool 
Newton  or  Ideal? 

Ii  you  were  getting  a  Springfield  made  what 
would  you  use  for  a  rear  sight,  a  Lyman  No. 
48  or  one  to  go  on  the  end  of  the  bolt? 

Does  the  No.  48  look  quite  clumsy  when 
mounted? 

Where  could  I  get  a  Springfield  action? 
Neider  will  make  a  barrel  for  $20.  How 
should  it  be  chambered  when  one  expects 
to  reload  and  possibly  use  different  makes  of 
ammunition? 

What  is  the  price  of  primers  for  the  .30- 
1906? 

Which  would  you  buy  a  Newton  powder 
scale  or  an  Ideal  Powder  measure? 

What  extras  would  I  need  for  the  Ideal 
tool  for  the  .303  using  two  or  three  different 
bullets? 

J^.  Can  one  ease  the  trigger  pull  of  the  Spring- 
field to  suit  him  and  how  is  it  done? 

I  realize  that  I  have  asked  you  a  lot  of 
questions  but  I  want  a  real  gun  but  don't 


want  to  pay  more  than  about  $55  or  S60  for 
the  barrel  and  sights  antion.dac 
Granite  Hill, 

Lower  Southampton,  R.F.D.  2. 

New  Brunswick,        R.  T.  Morrison. 

Reply — I  hardly  know  how  to  answer  your 
inquiry  concerning  the  .303  Ross  barrel. 
The  Winchester  Repeating  Arms  Company 
make  barrels  for  the  .303  British  cartridge 
but  whether  Niedner  could  fit  one  to  a  Spring- 
field action  is  more  than  I  can  answer. 

I  would  prefer  the  Newton  Scales  to  the 
Ideal  Powder  Measure  for  reloading  full 
charges. 

A.  W.  Peterson,  DenVer,  Colorado,  would 
probably  be  able  to  fit  a  .303  barrel  to  a 
Springfield  action  but  th6"  express  charges 
from  your  home  would  be  considerable. 
Your  main  trouble  would  very  likely  be  in 
securing  a  Springfield  action. 

The  No.  48  Lyman  rear  sight  does  not  look 
clumsy  on  the  Springfield  rifle  and  I  like  it 
very  much. 

In  securing  a  new  barrel  for  a  Springfield 
action  you  should  have  it  chambered  for  the 
150  grain  bullet  and  then  you  can  use  any  ol 
them  in  it. 

Primers  for  the  .30-1906  will  cost  you  about 
$3  per  thousand.  You  can  secure  a  Newton 
scale  or  an  Ideal  powder  measure  from  any  of 
the  dealers  who  advertise  in  our  magazine. 

To  seat  bullets  in  the  .303  cartridge  you 
will  need  an  extra  bullet  seating  chamber  for 
each  one  of  the  styles  of  bullets. 

You  can  ease  up  the  trigger  pull  of  a  Spring- 
field rifle  by  grinding  off  the  lower  edge  of  the 
cocking  piece  that  is  attached  to  the  bolt. 
You  can  do  this  with  an  oil  stone.  It  is  a 
very  simple  operation. 

If  I  were  you  I  would  use  the  .30-1906 
catridge  unless  you  can  secure  bullets  for 
the  .303  very  cheaply. 

Editor. 


The  .303  Ross 
Editor,  Guns  and  Ammunition  Dept. 
I  have  a  .303  Ross  Special  match  rifle  sup- 
posed to  give  about  2800  f.s.  velocity,  while 
the  sporting  model  is  only  rated  at  1800  to 
2000. 

Will  the  regular  Remington  loads  work  in 
either  rifle  and  would  the  quicker  twist  of 
the  match  rifle  cause  it  to  shoot  harder  than 
the  other  using  the  same  amminution  or 
would  it  require  heavier  loads  for  better 
results. 

Very    truly  yours, 
Athabasca,  Alta,  I.  M.  Hanley. 
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What  PRESERVO-treated  Canvas 

Will  Give  You 


I#~you  spend  much  time  in  the  open,  hunt- 
ing, fishing,  and  camping  you  undoubtedly 
use  canvas  a  number  of  ways. 

Primarily  you  are  interested  in  the  weather 
protection  that  you  get  from  the  canvas  you 
use,  yet  economy  and  wearing  qualities  are 
also  essential  considerations.  . 

PRESERVO-treated  canvas  will  give  you 
tents  that  really  shed  every  drop  of  water; 
ground  covers  that  will  not  absorb  moisture  and 
that  are  waterproof  and  vermin-proof;  pack- 
saddles  that  keep  soft  and  pliable;  canvas 
wearing  apparel  that  is  warm,  comfortable 
and  actually  waterproof;  duffle  bags  that  wear 
twice  as  long  as  those  of  plain  canvas  and 
supply  covers  that  provide  real  weather  pro- 
tections. 


For  PRESERVO-treated  canvas  is  really 
waterproof,  mildew-proof  and  rot-proof. 
Moreover,  PRESERVO  keeps  the  fabric  soft 
and  pliable.  Canvas  so  treated  will  wear  at 
least  twice  as  long  as  plain  canvas.  Best  of 
all,  PRESERVO  is  inexpensive  and  easily 
applied  to  new  or  old  canvas. 

Insist  on  PRESERVO 

While  there  are  other  methods  of  water- 
proofing canvas,  there  is  only  one  PRE- 
SERVO. In  fact,  PRESERVO  has  given 
such  universal  satisfaction  that  it  is  recog- 
nizedas  the  standard  soft  finish  waterproofing 
forxranvas.  Almost  any  canvas  goods  dealer 
can  supply  you  with  PRESERVO-treated 
canvas  or  with  the  liquid  PRESERVO.  Write 
for  our  special  book  for  campers  and  sports- 
men. 


ROBESON  PRESERVO  COMPANY 

419  White  Block,  Port  Huron,  Mich. 
Eastern  Branch:  357  Western  Ave.,  Boston,  Mass. 
Canadian  Branch:  Sarnia,  Ont. 
The  Hunter-Johnson  Co.,  209  California  St.,  San  Francisco,  Cal. 
Distributors  for  the  Pacific  Coast 


PRESERVO  is  furnished  in 
one  gallon  and  five-gallon 
cans.-  Also  in  55-gallon  steel 
agitator  drums. 


Waterproofr 
and  Rwerve?  Canvas 
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Reply — In  reply  to  your  inquiry  you  can 
use  either  of  the  .303.  British  cartridges  in 
your  .303  Ross. 

Your  rifle  will  require  different  sightings 
for  each  load. 

The  Spitzer  bullet  cartridge  will  naturally 
shoot  higher  at  long  range  and  have  a  flatter 
trajectory. 

Very  truly  yours, 
Editor. 


Reloading  Information 

Editor,  Guns  and  Ammunition  Dept. 

I  am  seeking  a  little  information  concerning 
reloading.  I  wrote  the  Ideal  Manufacturing 
Company  asking  them  for  their  hand  book 
and  mentioned  .303  and  .32  Remington 
reloading  tools.  They  are  out  of  their  hand- 
books but  hope  to  be  able  to  send  me  one  soon. 

I  have  never  done  an}r  reloading  so  would 
ask  you  to  advise  me  as  to  the  outfit  I  will 
require  for  both  calibers  mentioned. 

What  kind  of  powder  and  how  to  keep  it 
in  small  quantities  as  I  would  not  require  a 
great  deal? 

What  composition  of  material  for  bullets 
and  about  the  jacketing  of  them? 

How  often  is  it  safe  to  reload  a  cartridge, 
if  for  hunting?  A  broken  shell  in  th^cJi am- 
ber at  a  critical  moment  is  not  desirable,  to 
say  the  least. 

The  following  is  a  list  of  tools  mentioned 


by  the  Ideal  Manufacturing  Company. 
No.  10  tool  with  double  adjustable 

chamber  .32  Rem   $4.00 

Separate  bullet  mould  .32  Rem   2.00 

Gas  checks   1.65 

No.  6  tool  with  mould  attached  .303 

Savage   4.00 

No.  3  tool  without  mould  attached, 

double    adjustable    chamber,  .303 

Savage   4.00 

Separate  bullet  mould  .303  Savage   2.00 

Muzzle  sizer  for  any  one  caliber  65 

Shell  resizing  tool  for  any  one  caliber        -  2.65 

Dipper  65 

Melting  pot  65 

Melting  pot  holder  65 


^Hoping  that  you  can  advise  me  about  the 
above,  I  am, 

McVittie  via  Sudbury,.    /    J.  S.  McVittie. 
Ontario. 

Reply — In  reply  to  your  inquiry  of  July 
4th,  I  would  suggest  that  you  use  the  Ideal 
bullet  308292  for  the  .303  Savage  and  22 
grfins  of  Hercules  Lightning  Powder  or  Du 
Pont  No.  21.  For  the  Remington  Auto  use 
Ideal  bullet  321317  and  24  grains  of  Hercules 
Lightning  Powder  or  DuPont  No.  21.  You 


should  have  the  following  tools  for  proper 
reloading:  an  Ideal  melting  pot,  dipper  and 
stove  lid,  and  Ideal  powder  measure  No.  5 
with  a  .30  Cal.  drop  tube.  You  will  need  a 
bullet  resizing  chamber  for  each  of  these  bullets. 
This  is  -  the  most  important  thing  about 
the  whole  tool  as  each  bullet  must  be  resized  or 
it  is  not  likely  to  prove  accurate.  You  will 
need  the  proper  reloading  tool  with  double 
adjustable  chamber  for  each  cartridge.""  Or- 
der each  tool  for  the  proper  bullet  that  I 
mention. 

The  Ideal  gas  checks  are  small  cups  that 
fit  onto  the  bases  of  the  bullets.  These 
enable  you  to  use  slightly  higher  velocities 
than  would  otherwise  be  practicable.  Cast 
your  bullets  of  nine  parts  lead  and  one  part 
tin.  Aftercasting  the  bullets  each  bullet  is 
dipped  into  melted  lubricant  and  a  copper 
gas  check  fitted  onto  it's  base  and  then  it  is 
forced  through  the  bullet  resizing  chamber 
which  resizes  the  bullet  to  its  proper  size 
and  removes  the  surplus  grease. 

Always  resize  the  bullets  base  first  so  that 
all  irregularities  are  left  at  the  nose  of  the 
bullet. 

Your  powder  will  come,  in  one  •  pound 
canisters  which  you  can  keep  as  easily  as  you 
%ould  keep  any  other  commodity.  The  full 
length  shell  resizing  tool  is  quite  an  advantage. 
You  can  reload  your  shells  until  they  crack 
at  the  neck.  I  have  reloaded  thousands  of 
rounds  of  ammunition  and  never  had  a  shell 
to  break  off  at  the  neck,  and  I  would  not 
expect  that  you  would  have  this  trouble  if 
you  do  not  attempt  to  reload  any  shells  that 
have  been  cracked  at  the  neck.  A  great  deal 
of  this  supposed  trouble  about  shells  breaking 
off  in  the  .rifle  chamber  is  purely  imagination 
on  the  part  of  some  people  who  have  never 
reloaded  ammunition. 

There  is  only  one  "safety  first"  rule  in 
using  reloaded  ammunition  and  that  Is, 
"never  use  a  heavier  powder  charge  than  is 
recommended."  Be  very  careful  not  to 
load  any  cartiidges  that  you  /have  forgotten 
to  fill  with  the  proper  powder  charge. — 

Editor. 


The  .303  Lee-Enfield 

Editor,  Guns  and  Ammunition  Dept. 

What  has  happened  to  the  Rod  &  Gun 
Mechanics  Department?    Just  lately  I  had 
a  chance  to  look  over  my  back  copies  and  I 
notice  that  that  department  is  conspicuous 
by  its  absence. 

I  would  be  very  sorry  to  hear  that  youhave 
dropped  it  because  I  think  it  would  be  one 
of  the  best  parts  of  the  magazine,  with  _the 


ROD  AND  GUN  IN  CANADA 


705 


The  three  words  that 
tell  the  whole  ^lory  of 
a  perf edt  cup  of  coffee, 
from  plantation  to 
breakfast  table-  

"Seal  Brand"  Coffee. 

In       1  and  2  pound  tins.   Whole — ground — pulverized — also 
fine  ground  for  Percolators.   Never  sold  in  bulk.  187 

CHASE  Sc  SANBORN,  MONTREAL. 


1 


Gives  you  a  feeling  of  real  comfort  and 
the  assurance  of  perfect  protection  while 
exercising.  Opening  beneath,.  Patent 
flap  A.  Small  amount  of  material  be- 
tween thighs  C.  Perfect  pouch  B.  Welt- 
bound  webbing.  Can  be  cleaned  by 
boiling  without  injury  to  rubber.  Fits 
perfectly.  Can't  rub  or  chafe.  Finest 
quality  elastic  webbing.  Ask  your  dealer, 
and  if  he  will  not  supply  you  with 
MIZPAH  JOCK  No.  44,  send  us  $1.25 
stamps  and  waist  measurement  and  we  will  send  by  mail. 

The  Walter  F.  Ware  Co.  Dept.  c,  Phila.,Pa. 
Makers  of  the  Celebrated  Sanito  Suspensory  No.  50 


DECOYS 
THAT 
REALLY 
DECOY. 

"PREMIER"  MALLARD.  Reg.  U.  S.  Patent  Office 

On  your  hunting  trip  take  along  Mason's  Decoys — 
perfect  in  shape  and  coloring.  They  bring  down  the 
game  everytime. 

ASK  FOR  MASON'S  AND  GET  MASON'S. 

We  manufacture  all  species — Crow,  Duck,  Swan, 
Snipe  and  Geese — in  several  grades. 

Write  for  Illustrated  Catalogue — Free. 

Mason's  Decoy  Factory 

590  Mtlford  and  P.  M.  R.  R.  Detroit,  Mich. 


ITHACA 
WINS 

J.  B.  FLOYD, 
born  in  Ken- 
tucky,  fol- 
lowed the 
Stars  and 
Stripes  to  the 
I    Orient  and 
w  o  n  t  h  e 
champion- 
ship of  the 
J  Philippine 
Islands  with 
a  borrowed 
ITHACA. 

Any  man  can 
break  more  targets 
with  an  ITHACA 
single. 

Single  barrel  trap  guns 
$64.34  and  up. 

Double  guns,  $41.00 
and  up. 

Catalog  FREE. 
Address  Box  13 

ITHACA  GUN  CO. 
Ithaca,  N.  Y. 


706 


ROD  AND  GUN  IN  CANADA 


exception  of  the  Guns  &  Ammunition  Depart- 
ment. 

I  suppose,  it  being  July  already,  the  com- 
petition for  the  best  collection  of  kinks  has 
closed.  I  would  be  very  glad  to  hear  who  the 
winner  of  that  splendid  prize  is. 

Now  for  the  Questions: 

1.  What  effect,  if  any,  would  the  shorten- 
ing of  the  stock  of  a  shotgun  have  on  the 
shooting? 

2.  I  have  a  .303  Lee-Enfield  service 
model,  I  think,  with  a  sporting  stock.  I 
would  like  to  get  as  much  information  about 
it  as  possible,  as  to  shooting,  sights,  reloading, 
etc. 

3.  What  is  the  best  cartridge  to  use  in 
connection  with  a  Maxim  Silencer,  .22  Win- 
chester 1906. 

Toronto,  Ont.  David  A.  Schemnitz. 

Reply — The  Mechanics  Department  was 
re-opened  in  September  issue.  The  winner 
of  the  oil  painting  was  Mr.  J.  Ward,  whose 
kink  appeared  in  February  issue. 

Shortening  the  stock  of  a  shot  gun  would 
probably  cause  it  to  shoot  lower.  If  it  did 
not  cause  it  to  shoot  lower,  it  would  not  have 
any  effect  upon  its  shooting.  This  difference, 
d  any,  would  be  most  noticeable  with  a  gun 
that  was  unusually  long  in  the  stock,  and 
which  was  later  shortened  to  the  normal 
length. 

I  have  not  personally  used  the  .303  Lee- 
Enfield.  There^is  an  article  concerning  this 
rifle  in  the  October  issue.  This  article  is 
written  by  Mr.  Alfred  B.  Geikie,  formerly 
editor  of  this  department,  who  used  this  rifle 
in  France.  From  what  I  have  heard  from 
other  experienced  riflemen,  I  should  judge 
that  this  rifle  was  a  good  war  rifle,  but  nothing 
extra  as  a  target  rifle. 

The  .303  cartridge  is  a  very  good  cartridge 
to  reload  and  I  believe  you  would  have  very 
good  success  in  reloading  for  the  .303  Lee- 
Enfield. 

I  fired  approximately  500  shots  from  the 
U.  S.  model  1917,  which  is  sort  of  a  hybrid 
between  the  Lee-Enfield  and  the  Springfield, 
and  which  does  not  reflect  very  much  credit 
upon  either  of  them. 

You  will  secure  the  most  accurate  results  by 
using  the  .22  caliber  long  rifle  cartridge  in 
the  model  1906  Winchester  when  it  is  equip- 
ped with  a  Maxim  Silencer,  but  you  will 
hear  a  very  slight  report.  In  using  the 
short  cartridge  you  do  not  hear  any  report, 
but  it  is  not  as  accurate  as  the  other  except 
in  a  rifle  chambered  especially  for  it. 

Editor. 


Selecting  a  Rifle  for  Moose 

Editor,  Guns  and  Ammunition  Dept. 

I  shall  be  greatly  obliged  if  you  will  en- 
lighten me  on  a  few  points  regarding  rifles. 
I  want  the  best  possible  rifle  for  moose 
hunting  solely,  not  an  "all  round"  rifle.  I 
have  used  several  rifles  of  .45  calibre  shooting 
heavy  bullets  at  moderate  velocities,  and  at 
present  have  a  9  m.m.  Mauser  shooting  a  280 
grain  bullet.  I  am  quite  satisfied  with  these 
rifles  so  far  as  ability  to  kill  quickly  and  hum- 
anly is  concerned,  but  the  trajectories  leave 
much  to  be  desired.  I  have  come  to  the 
conclusion,  after  having  done  considerable 
moose  hunting,  that  a  rifle  is  reliable  and 
efficient  just  so  far  as  one  may  shoot  without 
elevating  the  sights,  or  in  other  words,  to  the 
limit  of  the  "point  blank"  range,  owing  to  the 
difficulty  of  correctly  judging  distances  in  the 
woods,  the  waste  of  time,  and  the  fact  that 
one's  attention  is  given  to  the  rifle  at  a  time 
when  the  eyes  should  not  be  removed  from 
the  game.  My  ideal  would  be  a  rifle  capable 
of  keei  ing  the  group  within  an  8  inch  circle 
shooting  at  ranges  varying  from  50  to  200 
yards,  without  sight  adjustment.  Are  any 
of  the  cartridges  of  the  3,000  feet  per  second 
class  capable  of  doing  this,  and  if  so,  are  they 
in  your  opinion  as  thoroughly  reliable  for 
this  class  of  game  as  the  larger  though  slower 
cartridges  of  the~.405  class? 

Have  always  regarded  these  light  weight 
.25  to  .30  calibre  rifles  of  extraordinarily  high 
velocity  as  the  carrying  of  a  tad  to  extremes, 
sacrificing  everything  to  flatness  of  trajectory. 
I  consider  the  type  of  rifle  of  which  the  .318 
Westley  Richards  shooting  a  250  grain  copper 
capped  bullet  at  about  2,500  ft.  sec,  is  a  good 
example,  as  about  the  most  powerful  and 
efficient  arm  of  medium  weight,  all  things 
considered.  Do  you  think  I  can  improve 
upon  it,  for  the  sport  mentioned,  by  any 
other  selection? 

N.  S.  Subscriber. 

Reply — In  reply  to  you  inquiry,  your  best 
rifle  for  moose  shooting  would  probably 
be  a  .30-1906  loaded  with  the  180  grain  Spitzer 
soft  point  bullet.  If  you  could  obtain  a 
Springfield  rifle  and  re-model  it  to  a  Sporting 
rifle  and  use  this  load,  it  would  suit  your 
purpose  admirably.  Your  best  choice  of  a 
commercial  rifle,  would  be  either  a  Newton 
chambered  for  the  ,30-1906  cartridge,  and 
using  the  same  load  or  the  172  grain  bullet, 
or  the  model  1895  Winchester,  using  a  similar 
load.  I  would  not  care  to  use  any  of  the  3000 
F.  S.  cartridges  for  moose  shooting,  as  I 
would  prefer  one  of  the  slightly  lower 
velocity  cartridges,  using  a  good  heavy  bullet. 
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A  Woodsman's  Canoe 

LIGHT,  capacious  yet  compact.    Strong,  durable,  capable  of  carrying  big  loads — 
That  is  the  kind  of  canoe  a  Forester  wants — and  that  is  a  description  of  a 

CHESTNUT  CANOE 

Indeed  it  is  the  ideal  craft  for  everyone — The  woodwork  is  of  the  toughest  cedar — 
It  is  covered  with  a  seamless  canvas,  in  turn  covered  with  an  absolutely  water-proofing 
preparation — It  is  leak-proof  and  weather-proof. 

The  pleasures  of  camping,  hunting  and  fishing  are  more  complete  when  your 
equipment  includes  a  Chestnut  Pleasure,  Sponson,  or  Cruiser,  Canoe.  You  get  every 
kind  of  service  and  pleasure  out  of  a  Chestnut  Canoe  including  every  comfort  and 
safety. 

CHESTNUT  CANOE  CO.,  Limited,  Box  445,  Fredericton,  N.  B. 


We  furnish  Knock  - 

Down  and  in 
various  stages  of 
completion, 

Launches, 

Cruisers, 

Auxiliary 
Yachts, 

Work -Boats, 

and  Hulls  for 
Outboard  Motors. 


Have  ready  for  shipment  finished  hulls  from 
16  ft.  to  28  ft.,  also  some  launches  complete 
with  engine  installed  ready  to  run. 


Robertson  Bros. 


Foot  of 
Bay  St. 


Hamilton 
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The  .318  Westley  Richards  should  be  the 
most  satisfactory  rifle  that  you  can  obtain 
from  the  standpoint  of  power  and  clean 
killing  qualities.  Its  disadvantages  being 
that  it  is  extremely  difficult  to  secure  cart- 
ridges for  this  rifle,  but  if  you  can  overcome 
that  difficulty,  it  would  prove  more  effective 
than  a  .30-1906.  It  would  not  be  as  com- 
fortable a  rifle  to  use,  due  to  its  considerably 
heavier  recoil.  Editor. 


Editor,  Guns  and  Ammunition  Dept. 

I  am  a  reader  of  your  delightful  magazine, 
Rod  and  Gun'.  I  wish  it  were  a  weekly  instead 
of  a  monthly  magazine.  I  have  read  the 
many  questions  and  answers  in  your  magazine 
and  have  seen  the  many  satisfactory  answers, 
so  have  decided  to  take  up  a  little  of  your  time 
by  asking  a  few  questions. 

Recently  I  bought  a  Stevens  Marksman 
.22  Cal.  long  rifle  which  I  find  to  be  a  perfect 
rifle.  The  front  sight  on  this  rifle  is  a  very' 
fine  one.    In  fact  it  is  too  fine  for  my  eyes. 

Could  you  suggest  a  sight  or  set  of  sights 
for  this  rifle  which  would  show  up  against 
any  back  ground,  where  I  could  get  them  and 
the  cost  of  them. 

I  also  have  a  .32  Cal.  Hopkins  and  Allen 
rifle.  Do  you  think  this  rifle  accurate  enough 
for  crows? 

Orangeville,  Ont.  N.R.F. 

Reply — In  reply  to  your  inquiry,  I  would 
suggest  that  you  purchase  a  medium  size 
gold  bead  front  sight  which  can  be  pur- 
chased from  the  Marble  Arms  and  Manu- 
facturing Co.,  Gladstone,  Michigan,  or  the 
Lyman  Gun  Sight  Corporation,  Middlefield, 
Connecticut.    The  D.   Pike   Company,  123 


King  St.  E.;  Hallam's,,  Hallam  Building,  or 
Lion  Sporting  Goods  Company,  429  Yonge  St. 
all  of  Toronto,  will  be  glad  to  secure  your 
order  for  these' sights. 

The  Hopkins  and  Allen  .32  Cal.  rifle  ought  to 
be  sufficiently  accurate  to  kill  crows  at  short 
range  but  it  is  not  as  accurate  as  some  of  the 
other  Calibers  of  small  bore  rifles. — Editor. 


The  7  M  M  Mauser 

Editor  Guns  and  Ammunition  Dept. 

I  have  a  7  mm,  German  Mauser  Sporting 
Rifle  and  have  not  used  it  much,  but  found 
it  to  be  good  for  the  time  it  was  used.  What 
is  your  opinion  of  tfiis  type  of  a  rifle?  What 
is  the  largest  game  one  would  be  safe  in 
killing  with  this  gun? 

This  rifle  is  in  fine  condition.  Do  you 
know  what  they  would  approximately  be 
worth  at  the  present  time. 

I  appreciate  tn"e  work  being  carried  on  in 
this  department  as  I  am  a-constant  reader  of 
Rod  and  Gun. 

Vancouver,  B.C.  K.  A.  Ross. 

Reply — In  reply  to  your  inquiry,  I  would 
consider  that  the  7  mm  Mauser  is  sufficiently 
powerful  to  be  used  on  any  Arnerican  game 
with  the  probable  exception  of  the  Kadiak 
bear,  but  it  is  rather  light  for  moose.  This  is 
quite  a  long  range  rifle  and  has  a  good  reputa- 
tion as  a  clean  killing  weapon. 

I  cannot  tell  you  how  much  this  rifle  is 
worth  as  it  depends  upon  its  condition  and 
upon  the  grade  of  the  rifle.  There  were 
several  grades  of  7  mm  rifles  manu- 
factured, ranging  irom  the  perfectly  plain 
military  rifle  to  the  fancy  sporting  rifle. 

Editor. 


REMEMBER  THESE  RULES 

The  New  Mexico  Game  Protective  As- 
sociation has  six  rules  which  all  sportsmen  in 
all  sections  should  read  and  follow.  They  are 
printed  below  and  each  one  is  worthy  of  care- 
ful thought: 

1.  Be  a  Real  Sportsman.  There  is  more 
honor  in  giving  the  game  a  square  deal  than 
in*getting  the  limit. 

2.  Make  Sure  It's  a  Buck.  If  you  can't 
see  his  horns — she  hasn't  any. 

3.  Help  Enforce  the  Game  Law.  Game 
and  fish  are  public  property  and  only  a  game- 
hog  will  take  more  than  his  fair  and  legal 


share.  Violations  should  be  reported  to  the 
nearest  Deputy  Warden,  Forest  Ranger,  or 
Game  Protective  Association. 

4.  Respect  the  Ranchman's  ^Property. 
He  regards  the  man  who  leaves  his  gates  open, 
cuts  his  fences,  chases  his  livestock  or  shoots 
near  dwellings,  as  an  outlaw.  Put  yourself 
in  his  place. 

5.  Be  careful  with  Your  Campfire  and 
Matches.  One  tree  will  make  a  million 
matches;  one  match  can  burn  a  million  trees. 

6.  _ Leave  a  Clean  Camp  and  a  Clean 
Record.  Unburied  garbage,  crippled  game, 
and  broken  laws  are  poor  monuments  for  a 
sportsman  to  leave  behind  him. 
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Newton  Arms  and  Ammunition  f 


Now  Made  and  Sold  bp 

j  THE  NEWTON  ARMS  CORPORATION 

WOOLWORTH  BUILDING,  NEW  YORK 

Successors  to  THE  NEWTON  ARMS  COMPANY,  Inc.  BUFFALO,  N.  Y. 
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NEWFOUNDLAND 

A  Country  of  Fish  and  Game.  A  Paradise  for  the  Camper  and  Angler.  Ideal  Canoe  Trips 

The  country  traversed  by  the  Reid  Newfoundland  Company's  system  is  exceedingly  rich  in  all  kinds  of  fish 
and  game.  All  along  the  route  of  the  Railway  are  streams  famous  for  their  SALMON  and  TROUT  fishing. 
Also  Caribou  barrens.  Americans  who  have  been  fishing  and  hunting  in  Newfoundland  say  there  is  no  other 
country  in  the  world  in  which  so  good  fishing  and  hunting  can  be  secured  and  with  such  ease  as  in  Newfound- 
land.   Information  together  with  illustrated  Booklet  and  Folder  cheerfully  forwarded  upon  application  to 

F  ifi.  PITTMAN,  General  Passenger  Agt.  Reld  Newfoundland  Company,  ST.  JOHN'S,  NEWFOUNDLAND 


HAND  CAST  BULLETS 

And  hand  loaded  shells  are  almost  invariably  used  by  expert  shooters. 
They  give  more  accurate  results  than  factory  loaded  ammunition  and 
the  saving  in  cost  is  considerable.  Write  to-day  and  send  us  the  name 
and  caliber  of  your  rifle  or  revolver. 


IDEAL  MANUFACTURING 

264  MEADOW  STREET 


COMPANY 

NEW  HAVEN,  CONN. 


15.4 


TELLS  HOW  FAR  YOU  WALK 

THE  AMERICAN  PEDOMETER 

Regulate 8  to  Step  and  Registers  Exact-  Dis- 
tancee  ;  Simple,  Accurate,  Durable. 

Indispensable  to  every  lov 
er  of  outdoor  sport  and  es- 
pecially to  those  who  love 
WALKING.   Instructive  be 
cause  of  value  in  determining 
distances;   a   necessary  ad- 
junct to  compass  and  as  use- 
ful to  SPORTSMEN.  It  fur- 
nishes the  true  solution  of 
many  a  disputed  question  of 
how  far  it  is  to  or  fiom  vari- 
ious  points.  Best  of 
all  it  is  a  wonder- 
ful health  promotor 
because  its  interest- 
ing notations  afford 
real    incentive  for 
WALKING.  Whe- 
ther you  walk  for 
health,  business  or 
pleasure— anywhere, 
everywhere.  the 
AMERICAN  Pedo- 
meter tells  the  whole 
story  of  just  how 
far  you  have  trav- 
elled. 

FULLY 
GUARANTEED 
One  Hundred  Mile 
Pedometer.     $2. 25 
Sold  by  all  'Dealers  or  Direct 

AMERICAN  PEDOMETER  COMPANY 

902  Chapel  St.,  New  Haven,  Conn. 
.  &  A.  GUNTHER  CO.      -      Toronto,  Canada 
Agents  for  the  Dominion  of  Canada 


Fishermen 

and 

Campers 


Quick  Relief 

From  the  many 
minor  accidents 
and  bruises  you 
receive  on  your 
vacation  is  afford- 
ed by 

Minard's 
Liniment 

Put  a  Bottle  In 
Your  Outfit 


Relation  of  Indians  to  Wild  Life  Conservation 


Duncan  Campbell  Scott 


(Deputy  Superintendent  General  of  Indian  Affairs) 
Address  delivered  before  the  Wild  Life  Conference,  Ottawa 


MR.  Chairman  and  Gentlemen:  It  would 
take  a  good  deal  of  time  to  deal  fully 
with  all  branches  of  the  subject  which 
you  have  allotted  to  me;  therefore,  I  will  only 
say  something  of  what  the  Department  of 
Indian  Affairs  is  actually  doing  to  conserve 
wild  life  by  endeavouring  to  induce  the 
Indians  to  obey  the  laws. 

We  should  have  a  good  deal  of  sympathy 
for  the  Indian.  He  is  the  original  fur  hunter 
of  the  country,  and,  when  he  was  alone  in  that 
industry,  he  had  everything  his  own  way. 
When  the  fur  traders  came,  everything  was 
changed,  and,  looking  back  over  the  old  days, 
and  reading  the  records  of  that  time,  one 
cannot  help  wonderiig  that  any  Indians  now 
remain  to  hunt  or  to  be  subject  to  restrictive 
regulations,  considering  the  stormy  period 
they  went  through  in  their  first  relations  with 
the  white  man.  The  Indians  were,  then 
debauched  by  liquor  supplied  to  them  by 
Government  employees,  military  officers  and 
fur  traders,  until  the  middle  of  the  last 
century — 1850  or  thereabouts — when  laws 
were  enacted,  providing  that  no  more  liquor 
should  be  given  to  Indians.  Then  a  halcyon 
period  for  the  Indian  set  in,  when  he  could  not 
get  whiskey  in  trade,  and  when  the  fur  trade 
was  in  the  hands  of  one  or  two  great  com- 
panies. The  fur-bearing  animals  were  care- 
fully conserved  by  the  companies  and  by  the 
Indians  themselves  in  their  own  interests. 
The  number  of  skins  to  be  taken  was  limited, 
and  the  trade  was  very  carefully  regulated. 
These  conditions  prevailed  until  the  independ- 


ent fur-trader  made  his  appearance  upon  the 
scene.  Now  the  trade  is  so  divided  and 
parcelled  out  between  hunters,  who  are  not 
Indians,  and  many  companies  and  individu- 
als, who  are  engaged  in  buying  furs, 
that  the  Indian  finds  it,  year  by  year, 
increasingly  difficult  to  support  himself 
and  make  way  midst  competition  and  the 
restrictive  regulations  which  he  is  expected  to 
recognize  and  obey. 

The  Provincial  Governments  are  attempt- 
ing to  deal  with  the  fur  trade  by  enacting 
restrictive  legislation,  and  the  Department 
of  Indian  Affairs  endeavours  to  induce  the 
Indians  to  obey  the  Provincial  laws.  That 
is  the  fixed  policy  of  the  Department.  As 
you  are  all  well  aware,  we  have  what  we  call 
Treaties  with  the  Indians.    These  Treaties 
are  really  cessions  of  land,  surrenders  of  large 
areas  of  Indian  lands  over  which  the  Indians 
had  usufructuary  title.    It  has  been  British 
policy  ever  since  the  year  1763  to  require  a 
surrender  of  these  titles  before  the  country 
was  thrown  open  for  settlement.    In  most  of 
the  Treaties,-  the  question  of  hunting  and 
fishing   was   mentioned.    I    will   read  the 
clause  which  is  inserted  in  these  Treaties: — 
"Her  Majesty  further  agrees  with  her 
said  Indians,  that  they,  the  said  Indians 
shall  have  right  to  pursue  their  avocations 
of  hunting  and  fishing  throughout  the  tract 
surrendered  as  hereinbefore  described,  sub- 
ject to  such  regulations  as  may  from  time 
to  time  be.  made  by  Her  Government  or 
Her  Dominion  of  Canada,  and  saving  and 
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We  wiffsend you* 


SAMPLFof 

Hallam's  Paste  ^ 

/MiimalBait  ^  h 


This  is  an  entirely  new  and  much  im- 
proved form  of  Animal  bait — it  is  made 
in  a  paste  form  and  put  up  in  tubes  (like 
tooth  paste.) 

While  possessing  all  the  excellent  quali- 
ties of  the  liquid  bait  it  lasts  longer  and  is 
unexcelled  for  attracting  all  flesh  eating 
animals,  such  as  Mink,  Fox,  Wolf,  Lynx 
Skunk,  etc. 

It  is  easy  to  carry,  economical  and  handy 
to  use,  (simply  squeeze  out  enough  for 
your  set  each  time)— not  affected  by  snow 
or  rain. 

You  can  have  a  FREE  sample  for  the 
asking  (enough  for  2  or  3  sets). 

/   We  will  also  send  you  Hallam's  Trappers'  and 
Sportsmen's  Supply  Catalogue,  48  pages,  (in  Eng- 
lish and  French)  showing  traps  of  all  kinds,  guns 
rifles,  ammunition,  fish  nets,  shoepacks  etc.,  at  verv 
moderate  prices.  . 

Hallam's  Raw  Fur  News  contains  latest,  in- 
formation on  Raw  Fur  prices  and  market  conditions 
sent  free  on  request 


^fiw      '    -  TORONTO 


WRITE  TO-DAY  SURE 

Address  in  full  as  below 


<-Aq 


'«Atv 


funt  mots. 


rimited 


Hallam's  Fur  Fashion  Book  1920 

^.■m        ^  ^  „  #   — -  Edition  Illustrating  300  beautiful 

341  Hall  am  BiaitdingvTORONTG,  fur  sarments  in  lalcst  style§- fre« 

THE  LARGEST  IN  OUR  UNE  IN  CANADA 


on  request. 


"Try  one 
on  the 
absolute 
guarantee 

of  the 
makers." 


'We  Stand 
back  off 
It." 


Have  shown  the  greatest  improvements  of  any  collars  ollered  to  the  trade  since  1879.  rherslit 
over  the  re-inforced  button-hole,  prevents  the  button  pressing  on  the  neck,  and  allows  freedom 
in  adjusting  tie.  The  Flexible  Tabs  prevent  breaking  at  the  front  fold.  Worn  by  sportsmen, 
automobile  owners,  merchants,  mechanics,  railway  employees,  and  in  fact.by  everybody  Sold 
by  the  best  dealers  in  every  city.    MADE  IN  CANADA,  by 


THE  PARSONS  &  PARSONS  CANADIAN  CO.  - 


-   HAMILTON,  CANADA 
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excepting  such  tracts  as  may  from  time  to 
time  be  required  or  taken  up  for  settle- 
ment, mining,  lumbering  or  other  pur- 
poses, by  Her  said  Government  of  the 
Dominion  ol  Canada,  or  by  any  of  the 
subjects  thereof  duly  authorized  therefore 
by  the  said  Government." 
While  allowing  the  Indians  this  privilege, 
these  Treaties,  for  the  most  part,  contained 
the  general  provision  that  the  Indians  shall 
be  loyal  subjects  of  His  Majesty  and  obey  the 
laws  passed  from  time  to  time  by  His  Maj- 
esty's Government. 

The  Indian  Act  contains  no  specific  legisla- 
tion on  the  subject  of  hunting  and  fishing, 
but   contains   the  following  clause,  which 
controls  the  application  to  Indians  of  Pro- 
vincial  laws   in   Manitoba,  Saskatchewan, 
Alberta  and  the  Northwest  Territories: — 
''The  Superintendent  General  may,  irom 
time  to  time,  by  public  notice,  declare  that, 
on  and  after  a  day  therein  named,  the  laws 
respecting  game  in  force  in  the  province  of 
Manitoba,  Saskatchewan  or  Alberta,  or 
the  Territories,  or  respecting  such  game  as 
is  specified  in  such  notice,  shall  apply  to 
Indians  within  the  said  province  or  Terri- 
tories, as  the  case  may  be,  or  to  Indians 
in  such  parts  thereof  as  to  him  seems 
expedient." 

From  time  to  time,  by  proclamation  we 
have  brought  Indians  under  the  provisions 
of  the  Provincial  Game  laws,  -and,  through 
correspondence  with  our  agents,  and,  through 


the  exercise  of  all  the  influence  we  can  bring 
to  bear  on  the  Indians  themselves,  we  are 
endeavouring  to  get  them  consistently  to 
obey  these  laws. 

We  have  not  had  much  trouble  with  the 
Provincial  Governments  on  the  question  of 
Indian  hunting.  Of  course,  we  sometimes 
get  exaggerated  reports  that  the  Indians  arc 
killing  all  the  moose  in  certain  districts,  but. 
when  we  investigate  them,  we  usually  find 
that  there  is  little  foundation  tor  the  reports. 

On  the  whole,  it  may  be  said  that  the  In~ 
dian  obeys  the  hunting  and  fishing  regulations 
equally  as  well  as  the  white  man.  The  Indian 
who  has  to  maintain  himself  on  his  hunting 
grounds  by  killing  animals  for  food  is  entitled 
to  a  measure  of  sympathy,  and  we  have  found 
that  the  Provincial  governments  are  willing 
to  recognize  his  exceptional  position  in  this 
regard.  The  Indians  who  are  difficult  to 
deal  with  areHhose  who  are  remote  from 
civilization,  living  in  aboriginal  conditions  and 
not  open  to  the  influences  of  civilization,  but 
this  class  is  fast  disappearing. 

I  repeat,  Mr.  Chairman,  that,  so  far  as  the 
Department  of  Indian  Affairs  is  concerned, 
our  fixed  policy  is  to  endeavour  to  induce  the 
Indians  to  obey  the  laws  passed  by  the 
Provincial  authorities  for  the  conservation 
of  wild  life  and  the  preservation  of  game, 
and  to  endeavour  also  to  mitigate  the  laws 
to  meet  any  special  conditions  that  surround 
the  present  mode  of  life  of  the  natives. 


Migratory  Bird  Law  Prosecutions 


THE  following  is  a  list  of  cases  that  have 
been  brought  to  court  by  officers  of  the 
Dominion  Parks  Branch  of  the  Depart- 
ment of  the  Interior.  It  is  intended  to 
publish  the  details  of  all  prosecutions  instituted 
by  the  Department  for  violations  of  this 
Act.  As  many  similar  cases  may  be 
brought  to  court,  by  private  individuals, 
bird  protection  societies  and  others,  it  is 
requested  that  any  person  knowing  of 
such  prosecutions,  will  report  them  to  the 
Dominion  Parks  Branch  for  record,  purposes. 

ST.  JOHN,  NEW  BRUNSWICK. 

Before  His  Honour,  J.  G.  Richie,  Police 
Magistrate  and  County  Court  Judge: — 

A  company  was  charged  with  having  in  its 
possession,  contrary  to  law,  gull  parts,  namely 
47  portions  of  breasts  of  Herring  and  Great 
Black  Backed  Gulls.  These  were  to  be  used 
for  millinery  purposes.    They  had  been  sold 


to  the  company  by  an  Indian  from  the  State 
of  Maine  who  probably  acted  as  agent  tor  the 
Indian  plumage  hunters  in  his  vicinity. 

The  company  entered  a  plea  of  guilty,  and 
a  fine  of  ten  dollars  ($10.00)  was  imposed. 

DIGBV,  NOVA  SCOTIA. 

Before  Magistrate  Taylor: — 
-The  defendant  was  charged  with  buying, 
selling  and  having  in  her  possession,  the  wings 
and  breasts  of  several  species  of  gulls.  There 
were  twenty-nine  portions  in  all.  The 
defendant  pleaded  guilty,  and  a  fine  of  ten 
dollars  and  costs,  amounting  in  all,  to  thirteen 
dollars  and  twenty-three  cents  ($13.23)  was 
imposed. 

The  bird  plumage  was  shipped  to  Nova 
Scotia  from  the  State  of  Maine,  and  the 
defendant  was  the  agent  for  a  resident  of 
New  York  State.  The  plumage  was  being 
sold  to  tourists  for  millinery  purposes.  The 
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Gillette 

Safety  Razor 

A  Shaving  Service  for  Everyman— Every  where 


zs 


Take  a  Gillette  Kit  Set  (No.  20) 

With  You— 

There  is  much  comfort  in  small  space  in  the  Gillette 
Kit  Set  No,  20.  Do  not  deny  yourself  the  certain 
luxury  of  a  Gillette  shave,  when  you  can  stow  away 
the  necessary  equipment  in  so  small  a  space. 

Whether  you  go  away  for  two  or  three  days'  hunting  or  as 
many  weeks,  you  will  appreciate  the  daily  five  minutes  with 
the  keenest  of  keen  edges. 

$5.00  is  the  price  and  to-day's  the  day  to  buy. 

MADE  IN  TTJMi  CANADA 


MARK 


KNOWN  THE 


WORLD  OVER 


The  Gillette^Safety  Razor  Co.  of  Canada,  Limited 

Montreal,  Canada 
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United  States  authorities  are  co-operating 
by  investigating  alleged  offences,  against  the 
United  States  Migratory  Bird  Treaty  Act, 
arising  out  of  this  case. 

SUMMERSIDE  P.E.I. 
Before  Magistrate  J.  E.  Wyatt,  K.C.: — 
The  defendant,  was  charged  with  buying, 
selling,  and  having  Brant  in  her  possession 
during  the  closed  season.  The  birds  were 
purchased  from  St.  Elinor's,  P.E.I.  Some 
were  served  on  the  hotel  table  during  June 


and  others  were  shipped  by  express. 

The  defendant  entered  a  plea  of  guilty,  and 
was  fined  ten  dollars  and  costs. 

ST  ELINOR'S.  P.EA. 

This  defendant  sold  the  brant  mentioned 
in  the  above  case  to  Summerside  defendant. 
As  the  sale  was  made  during  June,  which 
is  the  close  season,  action  was  taken  against 
him;  he  pleaded  guilty  and  was  fined  ten 
dollars  and  costs.  The  magistrate,  who 
heard  this  case,  was  J.  E.  Wyatt,  K.G. 


Conservation  of  Wild  Life 


THAT  Canada,  which  once  was  nothing 
but  a  vast  happy  hunting  ground  for 
the  Indian  and  teeming  with  game  and 
fur-bearing  animals,  has  now  become  a  country 
where  stringent  restrictions  are  often  necessary 
to  preserve  the  wild  life  from  actual  extinction, 
is  a  fact  of  which  the  seriousness  is  not  gener- 
ally appreciated.  The  condition  is  casually 
dismissed  as  being  due  to  the  spread  of  settle- 
ment and  civilization  and  as  therefore  in- 
evitable, even  if  regrettable  from  certain 
aspects. 

It  is  not  necessary,  however,  that  our  wild 
life  be  exterminated  and  there  are  many 
reasons  that  precautions  should  be  taken  to 
prevent  this.  Let  us  remember  that,  in  this 
respect,  we  are  trustees  for  posterity  in  a  very 
special  sense,  since  the  injury  we  may  do  will 
be  irreparable.  We  ought  also  to  recognize 
that  our  wild  life  constitutes  a  natural  re- 
source of  great  present  and  future  value. 

Game  is  still  a  necessity  for  food  purposes 
in  certain  frontier  districts  and  for  thousands 
of  Indians.  The  fur-bearing  animals  con- 
stitute a  resource  which,  in  the  last  fiscal  year 
before  the  outbreak  of  the  war,  provided 
exports  valued  at  $5,569,476,  while  even  in 
1916  the  exports  amounted  to  $4,778,337. 
In  addition  to^the  furs  exported,  large  quan- 
tities are  used  in  Canada  and  the  severity 
of  ouF winters  makes  it  certain  that  this  home 
demand  will  be  permanent.  Further,  it  will 
naturally  increase  with  the  growth  of  our 
population. 

Mankind  has  other  needs  also  than  food  to 
eat  and-  clothes  to  wear.  People  need  re- 
creation. There  is  no  healthier  form  of 
recreation  than  that  which  is  carried  on  with 
rod  or  gun  or  camera  along  the  streams,  in  the 


woods,  across  the  plains  or  among  the  mighty 
mountain  ranges.  The  -attraction  of  game, 
big  and  little,  is  one  of  the  most  powerful  lures 
that  leads  men  into  these  healthful  surround- 
ings. Canada  is  famous  as  a  sportsman's 
paradise.  She  must  not  lose  that  pre- 
eminence. Her  splendid  stretches  of  un- 
spoiled nature,  still  within  easy  reach  of  her 
largest  cities,  are  perhaps  the  greatest  ad- 
vantage she  possesses  over  older  lands. 

The  biggest  difficulty  in  the  way  of  wild 
life  conservation  is  wholesale  indiscriminate 
killing  for  commercial  purposes  or  even,  in 
some  cases,  from  pure  wanton  lust  of  slaughter. 
Much  complaint  has  been  made  that  certain 
tribes  of  Indians  are  the  greatest  sinners  in 
this  respect,  but  white  men  are  not  free  from 
blame.  If  this  ignorant  waste  is  stopped  in 
time  by  well-enforced  close  seasons,-  the  wild 
life  can  be  preserved  and  there  will  still  be 
enough  for  legitimate  taking.  New  Bruns- 
wick is  an  example  of  a  province  where  this 
has  been  done  and  where  the  number  *and 
value  of  the  game  has  actually  greatly  in- 
creased in  recent  years.  But  in  the  North- 
west the  big-horn  sheep  and  the  wapiti  and 
some  other  animals  are  as  much  in  danger  of 
extermination  as  the  buffalo  and  beaver.  It 
has,  therefore,  been  found  necessary  to  pro- 
hibit altogether,  for  an  indefinite  period,  the 
killing  of  certain  species. 

One  of  the  most  effective  methods  of  pre- 
serving at  least  a  nucleus  of  the  game  and 
other  wild  creatures  is  to  provide  sanctuaries 
within  which  they  shall  never  be  molested. 
This  has  already  been  done  in  the  Rocky 
Mountains,  Waterton  Lakes  and  Jasper  parks 
and  the  increase  of  wild  life-has  been  as- 
tonishing.— Conservation,  Ottawa. 


ROD  AND  GUN  IN  CANADA 


715 


jc  TRAPPERS  ^ 

The  1919  Edition  of 

HALLAM'S  Trappers  and 
Sportsman' s  Supply 
Catalogue 

is  just  out — 48  pages  illustrated,  larger  and  better 
than  ever — showing  traps,  animal  bait,  rifles,  shells, 
cartridges,  nets,  headlights  and  1001  other  articles 
of  interest  to  the*  trapper  and  sportsman — 

WRITE  FOR  YOUR  COPY  TO-DAY  * 

IT'S  FREE 


Soak  some  in  water 

this    is   a  test  to^  apply  to 
Hallam's  Paste  and  Scents 

squeeze  out  a  small  quantity  into 
water,  allow  it  to  remain  a  couple 
of  days  and  it  will  still  retain  its 
alluring  oder. — 

No  Liquid  Bait  can  stand  this  test. 
This  test  shows  exclusively  that 
Hallam's  Paste  Baits  and  Scent  are 
not  affected  by  rain  or  snow — 

They  are  unsurpassed  for  drawing 
animals  to  your  traps — 

$1.00  a  tube  or  6  tubes  for  $5.00 
postpaid  by  us — 

Hallam's  Liquid  Bait  if  desired, 
same  price — 


TRAPS 

for  all  animals  from  a  house  rat  to  a 
grizzly  bear — 

We  carry  in  stock  the  largest 
assortment  of  animal  traps  in  Can- 
ada— 

BLACK  SHELLS 

are  carried  in  stock  both  in  game  and 
trap  loads — also  metallic  ammunition 
in  all  standard  calibers — 

RIFLES 

The  hunting  season  is  near-order 
your  rifle  and  ammunition  at  once — 
there  is  a  shortage  and  some  will  be 
disappointed. 


Address  in  full  as  below 


JfoW  Hallam    955  Hallam  Building,  TORONTO 


.  J»  Limited 


Robert  Page  Lincoln 


I.  —THE  SUMMER  NOON.  . 

High  noon.    ...    no  murmur.    .    .    .  quietude! 

All  Nature  hushed — e'en  in  the  thicket, 

Silenced  the  piping  of  the  sleepy  cricket. 
From  mid-day's  tomb  dry  gusts  drop  down  to  brood 
Upon  the  turf — and  still  more  hotly  nude, 

The  great  sun  basks  deep  in  the  heaven's  blue. 

And  faint  at  first  yet  gathering  life  anew, 
A  choir  ina  the  grass  essays  an  interlude.  . 
The  moments  wear  away.    Again  that  stillness  falls, 

And  then  to  break  my  dreams  so  lightly  come, 
A  heat-crazed  gad-fly  circles  o'er  my  head, 

Then  whirrs  away  with  a  decreasing  hum.  .  .  . 
As  the  long  hour  wanes  the  shadows  lie  as  dead, — 

Only  one  bird  within  the  woodland  calls. 


II.— IN  THE  ORCHARD. 

Prone  on  the  shadowed  sod  I  now  have  lain, 

Full  a  long  hour  and  no  sound 

Has  risen  from  the  still  and  voiceless  ground — 
Still  are  the  trees,  the  grasses,  and  the  plain. 
Barely  a  breeze  has  life.    All  things  disdain, 

To  waken  and  to  stir — and  yet  around 

My  passive  form  small  whispering  sprites  abound; 
Faintly  the  cricket  chirrs  his  musing  strain.    .    .  . 
Through  leafy  covert  bathed  in  the  sun's  flood, 

Where  red-ripe  fruit  be-gem  the  bended  limbs, 
I  mark  a  hawk's  swift  flight  across  the  skies:  ^ 

Then  as  he  veers  away  my  vision  dims — 
I  softly  close  my  half  reluctant  eyes.  ... 

Seeming  to  hear  an  apple's  falling  thud. 
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Which 


are 


oin£  to  have 


$45  °r  $82 


.50 


TF  you  have  $100  in  the  Savings 
- A   Bank  it  will  pay  you  3  per  cent, 
interest,  or  in  fifteen  years,  $45.00. 

TF  you  take  that  money  out  of  the 
Savings  Bank  and  invest  it  in 
Victory  Bonds,  Canada  will  pay  you 
%XA  per  cent,  interest  on  it,  or  in  the 
same  time,  $82.50 

BUY 

Victory  Bonds 

and  get  more  interest 

Issued  by  Canada's  Victory  Loan  Committee  in  co-operation 
with  the  Minister  of  Finance  of  the  Dominion  of  Canada. 

SEE  OFFICIAL  PROSPECTUS  ON  ANOTHER  PAGE 


A  RELOADER 

"Chipmunk" 

September,  1918,  Rod  and  Gun  contained 
my  kink  about  an  auxiliary  barrel  for  a 
shotgun..  The  following  is  a  complete 
reloading  outfit  for  same.  Anyone  who 
wishes  to  find  out  any  more  about  the  chamber 
or  reloading  tools  etc.,  can  write  me. 

For  cutting  wads  a  piece  of  3-8  inch  gas 
pipe  will  do.  It  should  be  provided  with  a 
cap  for  hammering  and  should  be  plugged  up 


WADCUTTER  TOR  32-40  OR  3g-55 


leaving  about  1  inch  space  so  that  wads  won't 
go  up  too  far.  The  edge  should  be  ground  to 
a  cutting  edge.    For  wads  I  use  old  felt  hat. 

About  three  wads  should  be  used  above 
powder  and  two  above  shot. 

The  powder  load  should  never  be  the  full 
load  of  the  cartridge.  For  a  32-40  I  use  from 
15-25  grains  of  black,  or  Schultze  smokeless. 
For  a  38-55  I  use  from  20-35  grains.  25 
grains  in  32-40,  and  35  in  38-55  will  give  a 
load  that  will  surprise  you,  as  to  power. 

For  powder  measures  I  have  several  old 
shells  which  I  have  calibrated  to  hold  15  to 
35  grains  of  powder,  five  grains  at  a  time  i.e. 
15-20-25  etc. 
n>  As  to  shot,  I  never  weigh  it  out;  I  put  in 
just  enough,  so  that  when  I  put  the  two  wads 
over  it,  it  will  be  ?  bout  }/i  inch  from  top  of 


shell,  which  helps  to  keep  load  from  falling 
out.  For  a  shot  measure  I  also  use  an  old 
shell  (32  long  R.  F.  about  enough  for  average 
load.) 

For  a  de-capper  I  use  the  following  piece 
of  brass  turned  down  to  fit  inside  of  shell 
tightly.  It  is  composed  of  two  parts,  which 
screw  together,  drawn  separately  to  prevent 
confusion. 

With  this  tool  if  the  pin,  which  is  a  common 
steel  nail,  or  better  still  a  harder  piece  of 
steel,  gets  bent  or  blunt,  it^easily  can  be 
renewed,  just  unscrew  end  and  insert  new 


AUXILIARY  CHAMBER  WITH  SHELL 
INSERTED,  ORDINARY  DECAPPER. 


pin,  Also  if  pin  is  taken  out  it  is  used  as  a 
rammer  to  ram  down  the  wads,  and  also  to 
shove  out  tight  fired  shells. ' 

For  a  re-capper  I  use  an  ordinary  1 2  (or  16) 
gauge  Te-:apper,  '  with  which  everybody  is 
familiar  (price  is  10c).  I  insert  the  auxiliary 
chamber  in  it,  and  then  put  the  shell  in  it 
and  insert  primer  and  then  use  recapper  as 
I  would  for  a  12  gauge  shell. 


SHOULD  BE  ABOUT  i"  LONGER  THAN  AUXILIARY  CHAMBER 


L  . 


Of 


ROD  AND  GUN  IN  CANADA 


719 


n       mi       on— ph^— wm— n»     "  ««  


200  ONLY 

GILL  NETS 

33  ft.  Long 

Complete  with  Floats  and  Sinkers, 
4t}/2  inch  mesh,  28 3^  cord,  each 


$2.50 


delivered 


The  D.  PIKE  CO.  Limited 

TORONTO 
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HOTEL  ST.  JAMES 

Times  Square,  New  York  City 

Just  off  Broadway  at  109-113  W.  45th  St. 
3  Blocks  from  Grand  Central  Station. 

Conducted  by  a  Canadian. 

Much  favored 
by  women  trav- 
elling without 
escort. 

40  Theatres,  all 
principal  shops 
and  churches, 
3  to  5  minutes* 
walk. 


2  minutes  of 
all  subways,  %' 
roads,  surface 
cars,  bus  lines. 

All  Outside 
Rooms 

Hot  and  Cold 
Running  Water 
in  every  room. 
With  adjoining  bath  .  .  from  $1.50  up 
With  private  bath   .   .   .   from  $2.50  up 
Sitting  room,  bedroom,  bath,  from  85  up 

W.  JOHNSON  QUINN,  Mgr. 

Formerly  of  Hotel  Webster 


"A  Kermath 
Always  Runs" 

"America's  Standard 
Four   Cycle  Engine" 

The  Man  Who  Chooses  a  Kermath 
Engine  Selects  the  Motor  Used  by 
More  Than  Sixty  Per  Cent  of  the 
World's  Boat  Builders. 

There  is  a  moral  here  worth  consider- 
ing by  any  man  who  is  thinking  of  buying 
a  marine  engine. 

The  fact  that  the  Kermath  Engine 
is  standard  equipment  with  more  than 
sixty  percent  of  the  boat  builders  of  all 
the  world  is  a  significant  commentary 
on  its  real  value,  on  its  service. 

When  you  come  right  down  to  facts,  Service  is  what  you 
want  from  a  Marine  Engine — steady,  dependable  service 
that  takes  the  element  of  chance  out  of  a  day's  work  or 
pleasure  boating. 

Whether  for  work  boats  or  pleasure  — there  is  a  Kermath 
that  will  exactly  fit  your  need  10-12;  16-18;  and  20-25 
Horse-power — all  4  cylinders. 

Use  only  about  half  the  fuel  usually  required. 

Positive  starting  equipment;  Perfect  throttling — insur- 
ing definite  control. 

No  vibration — no  undue  wear  on  the  engine — insures 
long  life  and  freedom  from  repair  bills 

These  may  be  little  things  in  themselves — but  they  all 
add  to  the  sum  total  or  value  and  increase  the  satisfaction 
you  get  from  your  engine. 

The  boat  builder  or  dealer  who  features  the  Kermath  is 
a  man  worth  knowing.  You'll  find  him  an  expert  in  his 
line  and  you'll  find  he  has  an  expert's  knowledge  of  Marine 
Motors,  and  their  relative  value. 

varying  according  to  equipment. 

It  gives  Marine 


Prices  $380  to  $530- 


Write  for  our  very  interesting  circular. 
Engine  facts  that  are  worth  knowing. 


Crab 
98% 
Wcedless 


Heddon 

f  )^         Carter-Built  Reels 
Jim  Heddon  2-Piece  Rods 
Baby  Crab  and  Other  Minnows 

"AsK  the  Fish 
Jas.  Heddon's  Sons, 

Dowagiac,  Mich. 
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Enlist  Now 


THERE  are  thousands  ol  fine  young  men  in  this  Dominion  of  ours  who  feel  as  though 
they  will  never  cease  regretting  their  inability  to  have  been  "Over  There." 
There  is  another  fight  on  right  now  "Over  Here"  and  it  is  just  as  earnest  and  just 
as  fierce  a  conflict  as  the  one  waged  in  Flanders'  Fields. 

Victory  Loan  1919  is  marching  through  our  land  and  we  either  have  to  conquer 
it  with  our  dollars  or  it  will  surely  overwhelm  us  with  its  strength,  leaving  in  its  trail 
wounded  soldiers  who  can  never  be  restored  to  health  for  lack  of  funds,  and  great  fin- 
ancial embarrassment  from  which  it  will  take  the  country  years  to  recuperate. 

Young  men  who  wanted  to  be  "Over  There"  show  your  zeal  and  your  earnestness 
by  flinging  yourself  into  this  fight  "Over  Here"  with  all  your  might  and  main.  Win 
out  for  Victory  Loan  1919! 


Irish  Rifle  Association 


J.  W.  Smith 


WITH  the  exception  of  a  few  matches 
scheduled  for  October,  the  outdoor 
season  of  the  Irish  Rifle  Association  was 
concluded  with  the  last  Saturday's  shoot  in 
September.  The  usual  competition  extending 
throughout  the  summer  months  was  run 
by  the  Association,  and  proved  tcfbe  a  con- 
siderable factor  in  attracting  new  members, 
and  keeping  up -  the  attendance  to  a  record 
mark.  Each  competitor's  ten  best  scores  of 
the  available  sixteen  Saturdays  during  the 
four  months  were  taken  to  decide  the  winners 
of  the  competition,  and  valuable  prizes  were 
donated  by  Toronto  business  firms  and  citi- 
zens who  realize  the  importance  of  training 
civilians  to  shoot. 

This  year's  winner,  S.  Dean,  has  shown 
remarkable  proficiency  in  marksmanship, 
twice  making  the  fine  score  of  103  points,  and 
scoring  a  century  or  over  six  times.  He 
takes  the  Lowndes  Co.  prize  of  a  suit  of  clothes 
valued  at  sixty  dollars.  The  second  place, 
which  carries  with  it  the  Controller  Maguire 
donation,  was  won  by  W.  A.  Hawkins,  the 
well-known  rifleman,  who  has  shot  consistently 
well  throughout  the  season,  with  six  scores  of 
100  points  or  over,'  and  a  high  score  of  102 
points  on  September  20th.  He  was  very 
closely  pressed  by  G.  W.  Bull,  whose  ten 
scores  included  seven  centuries,  best  of  - 
which  was  102  on  July  26th.  Mr.  Bull 
captures  the  B.  W.  Essery  prize  of  a  gold 
watch.  Lieut  .-Col.  C.  A.  Elliott,  of  Bisley 
fame,  secured  the  fourth  place,  winning  the 
Manning  Cold  Storage  donation.  R.  Ed- 
mond  hails  from  Australia,  and  did  remarka- 
ably  well  to  work  up  to  fifth  place  after 
making  a  late  entry  into  the  competition, 


and  having  only  two  scores  to  throw  out. 
Mr.  Edmond  gets  the  gold  watch  presented 
by  Lieut.  Col.  Elliott.  The  prize  donated 
by  Capt.  J.  Phillips  goes  to  R.  W.  Campbell 
whose  steady  scoring  during  the  season  put 
him  in  the  sixth  glacei 

Scores  were  as  follows:  the  possible  being 
1050  points,  ranges  200,  500  and  600  yards, 
with  one  sighting  shot  at  each  range. 

1.  S.Dean.^   1005 

2.  W.  A.  Hawkins   999 

3.  G.  W.  BulL   998 

4.  Lt.-Col.  Elliott   988 

5.  R.  Edmond   982 

6.  R.W.Campbell   9§1 

7.  J.W.Smith   979 

8.  R.  Clarke   979 

9.  J.Lonsdale   979 

10.  W.Reid  ..   976 

11.  A.Emo   976 

12.  T.  W.  Younger   976 

13.  A.R.Humphreys....   974 

14.  R.  Oldfield   971 

15.  R.Storrar..  .,   970 

16.  G.Lambton   962 

It  is  only  fair  to  mention  that  many  of  the 

Association's  best  marksmen  are  not  included 
in  the  above  scores,  having  failed  to  register 
the  necessary  "  ten  scores.  For  instance 
W.  L.  Dymond  put  in  eight  scores, 
totalling  807  points,  with  seven  centuries.  The 
highest  score  of  the  season  was  made  by 
G.  G.  Brooks  on  Sept.  20th  when  he  dropped 
one  point  at  200  yards,  made  the  possible 
'at  500  and  600  yards,  with  a  total  of  104 
points.  There  are  also  several  other  first- 
class  riflemen,  who  are  members  of  the  Asso- 
ciation and  shoot  with  them  fairly  regularly. 
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A  HOCKEY P 

knows  Good 

SKATES. 


You  can  rely  on  a  Hockey  player's  judgment 
ttjWatch  him  with  his  STARR  skates  swing  off 
down  the  ice. 

,0.,See  him  swoop  down  on  the  puck,  stop  with  a 
jerk — he's  off  with  it,  running  down  on  his  toes — 
he  swerves,  he  dips,  he  flashes  in  front  of  the  goal. 

Zip! — he's  scored.    STARR  skates  deserve  part 
of  the  credit. 

He  has  perfect  confidence  in  STARR  SKATES;  he 
chose  them  because  they  are  exceptionally  light,  made 
of  finely  tempered  and  tested  steel  and  need  very  little 
sharpening. 

He  knows  that  no  matter  to  what  strain  he  puts 
them,  STARR  skates  won't  break. 

His  STARR  hockey  skates  are  extra  strong  because 
of  the  STARR  secret  process  of  tempering  and  quality 
of  steel  used  in  the  runners,  which  consequently  hold 
their  cutting  edge  longer. 

It  does  not  matter  whether  it's  natural 
or  artificial  ice,  STARR  SKATES  are  best. 

Best  for  hockey — Best  for  fun. 

•  Ask  your  dealer  to  show  you  STARR 
SKATES. 

Write  to-day  for  our  1919  Illustrated 
Catalogue. 

STARR  MFG.  CO.  *M  -m 

DARTMOUTH.  NOVA  SCOTIA 


YER 


Toronto  Branch:    122    Wellington  St.  West 


All  STARR  SKATES 
unconditionally 
guaranteed  —  if  they 
break,  take  them  back 
and  get  a  new  pair 
free.  ^ 
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Although  shooting  was  not  up  to  the  usual 
mark  during  the  early  part  of  the  season,  a 
great  improvement  was  shown  at  the  closing 
shoots.  Many  new  shots  have  shown  the 
benefit  of  their  training  with  the  I.R.A. 
High  scoring  was  the  feature  of  the  annual 
closed  shoot  on  Sept.  20th,  and  there  was  a 
long  list  of  centuries  on  the  following  Satur- 
day, Sept.  27th.  The  scores  on  these  two 
days  were: 

Sept.  20th,  Aggregate  Matclv  200,  500  and 
600  yards. 

200  500  600  Total 


G.  Brooks,  
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WfN.  Lonsdale  

32 

34 

34 

100 

W.  L.  Dymond  

32 

34 

34 

100 

J.  E.  Kennedy  

33 

34 

33 

100 

G.  W.  Bull  ,  

33 

34 

33 

100 

An  Afternoon  With  Mallards 

Yalnif 


IT  was  one  of  those  October  days  when  the 
tedious  routine  of  indoor  work  became 
more  and  more  irksome  as  the  hour  hand 
on  the  clock  continued  to  contradict  the . 
generally  accepted  statement  that  "time 
flies;"  the  call  of  the  open  was  so  strong,  so 
irresistible,  it  was  after  all  not  unnatural 
that  our  thoughts  persistently  turned  to  the 
thousands  of  mallards,  many  of  them  "five 
pounders,"  flying  all  day,  back  and  forth  be- 
tween the  stubble  fields  and  Leech  Lake — 
the  Saskatchewan  duck  hunters'  paradise, 
and  only— 15  miles  south  of  the  pretty  town  of 
Yorkton.  Yes  it  was  just  a  "natural  born" 
duck  day — dull,  cloudy  and  with  enough 
wind  to  make  it  easy-  for  those  fat  greenheads 
to  rise  from  the  water  as  they  responded  to 
the  lure  of  the  barley  stubble. 

"You  are  wanted  on  the  phone,"  was  the 
welcome  message  that  reached  my  ears  and 
in  response  to  my  "hello"  came  Dick's  con- 
fession. 

"I  can't  bear  to  think  of  all  those  mallards 
going  south  in  a  few  weeks." 

I  knew  that  the  spell  was  upon  him  and 
asked  what  time  we  would  start;  early  dinner 
was  suggested,  and  by  one  o'clock  we  were 
speeding  towards  the  famous  feeding  grounds, 
with  an  equipment  consisting  of  two  pump 
guns,  300  rounds  of  ammunition,  decoys, 
duck  calls,  shovel,  rope  and  two  game  bags 


that  were  not  to  return  empty At  a  distance 
of  quite  two  miles,  we  could  see  countless 
flocks  of  ducks  coming  into  the  fields — a 
sight  to  gladden  the  heart  of  any  sportsman. 
A  few  minutes  more  and  we  were  on  the  spot, 
the  ducks  leaving  before  we  got  within  range, 
we  expected  this  and  were  therefore  not- 
disappointed.  Dick  set  out  the  decoys  and 
made  a  start  on  the  pit  while  I  made  use  of 
the  rope  to  carry  a  hundred  weight  or  more  of 
freshly  threshed  straw  from  a  stack  about 
forty  rods  away;  together  we  completed  the 
digging  of  our  pit, — 2  y2  by  5  feet  and  4 
feet  deep,  with  a  seat  more  or  less  comfortable 
at  either  end;  the  straw,  we  scattered  over  the 
freshly  dug  earth  and  in  15  minutes  after 
we  had  stopped  our  car,  were  just  ready  for 
the  return  of  our  game,  when  a  pair  of  lone- 
scouts  came  sailing  in  upon  us;  Dick  got  his 
bird  with  the  first  shot,  but  mine  turned  just 
as  I  drew  upon  it  and  a  second  shot  was 
necessary  to  prevent  an  unfavorable  report 
being  carried  back  to  the  lake.  -  Then  away 
to  the  south,  a  flock  of  a  dozen  seemed  to 
be  coming  straight  towards  us, — all  the  while 
we  were  vigorously  using  our  duck  calls; 
when  within  100  yards  they  commenced  to 
circle  ''and  came  in  against  the  wind;  now 
easily  within  range  we  opened  fire  and  with 
three  shots  each  accounted  for  five  beauties. 
Nothing  being  in  sight  ,  we  gathered  up  our 


ROD  AND  GUN  IN  CANADA 


723 


NEW 


.280  Copper  Tube  Ross  Cartridges.    .256  Newton  Cartridges 


GOODS  We  expect  during  the  next  few  weeks,  SAVAGE  RIFLES,  all  calibres, 
TWf  NOW  IN  STOCK— REMINGTON  RIFLES,  Model  12A,  .22  calibre. 

1IM  Remington  Rifles,  Model  14a,  30  Calibre  k;  Remington  Rifles.  Model  10a 

£i  awyv  Remington  Pump  Guns,  12  Gauge 

STOCK    For  Your  Fa„  sll00ting  provide  YourSelf  With  Pike  Equipment 

THE  RELIABLE  SPORTING  GOODS  SHOP 

Get  ready  for  your  Hunting  and  Fall  Shoots.  Don't  wait  until 
you  need  your  supplies — Order  Now. 


123  King  St.  B.. 

"K^r"  TOHOHTO. 

FISHING  TACKLE,  SPORTING  GOODS  AND  BOAT  HARDWARE 


HOTEL 

VAN  RENSSELAER 

Eleventh  Street,  by  Fifth  Avenue 
NEW  YORK 
KNOTT  MANAGEMENT 

Situated  in  the  coolest  and  quietest  part  of  New 
York.    Directly  in  the  Washington  Square  Section. 
Near  the  terminus  of  the   popular  Fifth  Ave.  busses. 
The  town  residence  of  prominent  business  and  pro^ 
fessional  men  and  their  families. 
MINIMUM  RATES  BY  THE  DAY: 
Single  Room  (1  person)        -       .         $4.00  with  meals 

"  *       '         $2.00  without  meals 

Double  Room  (2  persons)     *       -         $7.00  w.th  meals 

*       *        $3.50  without  meals 
Special  weekly  rates  for  families. 
An  interesting  illustrated  booklet  sent  free. 

JOHN  HARRIS 

Manager 


Dents  Condition  Pills 


A  marvelous  tonic  for  'dogs  that  are  all  out  of  sorts,  run  down,  thin  and  unthrifty 
with  harsh  staring  coat,  materated  eyes  and  high  colored  urine.  There  is  nothing  to 
equal  them  for  distemper,  mange,  eczema  and  debilitating  diseases.  You  will  notice 
the  difference  after  a  few  doses.  At  druggists  or  by  mail,  fifty  cents.  The  Dent 
Medicine  Company,  Toronto,  Canada  and  Newburgh,  N.Y.  A  practical  treatise 
on  dogs  and  there  training,  160pp.  fully  illustrated  mailed  for  10c  to  all  customers. 
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game,  placing  them  among  the  decoys  with  a 
forked  stick  under  the  head  of  each,— for  a 
real  duck  is  always  the  best  decoy. 

"Look  yonder!    they're  coming!" 

And  tumbling  into  the  pit  we  had  barely 
time  to  fill  our  magazines  before  they  were 
within  range,  and  coming  straight  to  the 
decoys,  fully  a  hundred  of  them  and  every 
one  a  mallard;  our  'pumps'  began  to  speak  and 
this  time  eight  cartridges  accounted  for 
nine  birds, — my  second  shot  bringing  down 
two  unfortunates  that  happened  to  be  simul- 
taneously in  line  with  the  sights  on  my  gun. 

''Down,"  said  Dick,  "there's  one  coming 
straight  at  u?,  he's  going  over,  watch  me  drop 
him  in  your  hands." 

The  trigger  w  as  pressed  at  the  opportune 
moment  and  down  tumbled  Mr.  Greenhead. 

"Good  judgment,"  said  I. 

"Nicely  caught,"  said  Dick,  and  taking  the 
bird  from  my  hands  remarked,  "Such  a 
beauty,  he  weighs  5  pounds  if  he  weighs 
an  ounce." 

Then  we  decided  to  gather  up  our  birds, 
since  at  least  a  couple  of  them  were  far  too 
lively.  After  this,  for  ten  minutes  there 
was  not  a  duck  in  sight,  and  while  scanning 
the  horizon  for  any  sort  of  winged  movement 
we  observed,  two  miles  to  the  south-east,  a 
flock  of  geese;  soon  we  heard  their  "honk!" 
"honk!"  and  seeing  our  decoys  they  came 
straight  toward  us;  when  within  200  yards 
they  veered  off  slightly  to  the  south  and 
passed  us  at  75  or  80  yards,  "bang,  bang, 
bang,"  and  one  big  fellow  came  to  earth; 
it  was  a  long  shot  and  had  they  been  twenty- 
five  yards  nearer,  at  least  three  or  four  more 
would  have  been  spared  the  long  southward 
flight  a  few  weeks  later. 

Then  came  a  quiet  half-hour, — four  fellows 
with  black  overcoats,  that  might  be  seen  for 
miles  by  even  a  half-blind  duck,  located 
between  us  and  the  lake;they  shot  at  every- 
thing within  150  yards  getting 
nothing  but  succeeded  in  frightening  hundreds 
of  birds  that  consequently  refused  to  respond 
to  decoys  and  calls.  One  flock  came  within 
doubtful  range  and  we  each  wasted  three  or 
four  shells  trying  to  reach  them.  At  four 
o'clock  however,  our  black-coated  sports  (?) 
left  us  for  Yorkton,  in  response  to  the  per- 
sistent horn  tooting  of  their  chauffeur. 

For  the  next  hour  there  was  not  a  dull 
moment;  some  times  they  came  in  pairs,  but 
more  frequently  six  or  eight  were  lured  by  our 
decoys  to  the  fatal  spot.  Our  cleanest  shoot- 
ing however,  was,  after  the  wind  had  risen 
to  almost  a  gale,  when  seven  came  in  upon 
us,  flying  low  and  against  the  wind;  we  opened 


fire  at  about  40  yards  and  not  a  bird  escaped. 
Just  at  this  moment  we  heard  a  "quack," 
"quack,"  and  looking  around,  discovered 
that  one  of  the  ducks  that  I  had  dropped 
near  the  pit,  had  recovered  sufficiently  to 
attempt  a  "get  away."  Automatically  my 
gun  went  up,  and  five  shots  rang  out  in  quick 
succession,  but  nothing  could  stop  the  determ- 
ination of  that  bird  to  go  South. 

"What's  the  matter,"  said  Dick. 

"Blank  cartridges,"  said  I,  but  he  con- 
tinued to  rub  it  in  by  remarking  that  he 
really  expected  the  bird  to  succumb  any 
moment  from  "shell  shock." 

It  was  already  dusk  as  we  filled  in  our  pit; 
Dick  brought  the  car  while  I  took  up  the 
decoys  and  collected  the  game,  in  all  thirty- 
nine  mallards  and  one  goose.  After  every- 
thing was  loaded  we  sat  down  in  the  shelter  of 
the  car  and  while  eating  our  lunch  accounted 
for  most  of  the  misses  of  the  afternoon  and 
even  modesty  did  not  prevent  frequent  boast- 
ing of  long  and  difficult  shots.  As  we  speeded 
homeward  the  purring  of  our  engine  seemed 
to  spell  out  one  word  "satisfaction,"  and 
truly  it  was  a  great  afternoon,  but  only  one 
of  many  that  we  enjoyed  while  the  stubble 
shooting  lasted  in  the  fall  of  1919. 


A.  B.  SHUBERT,  LTD.  are  pleased  to 
announce  the  opening  of  their  Winnipeg  Fur 
House  at-  324  Donald  Street,  Winnipeg, 
Manitoba,  Canada.  "SHUBERT"  requires 
no  introduction  to  the  CANADIAN  FUR 
SHIPPER,  having  been  in  the  field  for  over 
thirty-six  years.  This  connection  in  CANA- 
DA is  for  the  sole  purpose  of  a  more  mutual 
relationship  betwen  the  "CANADIAN  FUR 
SHIPPER"  and  "SHUBERT"  and  CANA- 
DIAN FUR  SHIPPERS  are  kindly  requested 
to  address  all  inquiries  or  communications 
to  A.  B.  SHUBERT,  LTD. — 324  Donald 
Street,  Winnipeg,  Canada. 


ROD  AND  CREEL  IN  BRITISH  COLUMBIA 

With  the  above  title,  Mr.  A.  Bryan  Wil- 
liams Ex  Provincial  Game  Warden  ©f  Bri- 
tish Columbia  has  written  the  most  instruct- 
ive book  dealing  with  the  activities  of  rod  and 
creel  in  a"ny  one  Province  in  Canada.  Beau- 
tifully illustrated  and  printed, the  publishers, 
the  Progress  Publishing  Company,  Limited, 
of  Vancouver,  have  spared  no  effort  in  making 
the  book  not  only  useful  but  interesting  to 
the  fisherman  and  the  lover  of  the  o^ut-of- 
doors. 

None  of  the  details  of  the  Art  immortalized 
by  Walton  are  neglected  by  the  author,  who 
in  his  official  position  has  travelled  the 
Province  from  North  to  South  and  from  East 
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IF  YOU 

like  thousands  of  other  men,  wear, 
for  comfort  or  appearance  sake,  a 
TOUPEE,  you  owe  it  to  yourself 
and  your  friends  to  wear  one  scien- 
tifically made.  It  should  fit  perfect- 
ly, and  blend  naturally  with  'the 
hair  you  still  have  left.  Above  all, 
it  should  be  becoming,  and  in  every 
respect  suited  to  your  type  and 
expression.  The  Pember  Toupee  will 
fill  these  requirements.  ^Vrite: 

W.T.  PEMBER 

129  YONGE  STREET 
TORONTO 


JOINTED 
RIFLE  ROD 

The  clean  gun  is  the  sure  gun — the  gun  that 
lasts  for  ye^ars. 

Marble's  Jointed  Rifle  Rod  made  of  brass  with 
steel  joints — can't  wobble,  bend  or  break.  Strong- 
er than  a  one-piece  rod.  Swivel  in  end  section 
prevents  joints  unscrewing — gives  whirling  move- 
ment that  cleans  thoroughly.  Complete  with 
cloth  bag,  $1.10.    State  calibre. 

Solid  Rods  in  brass  and  steel  85  cents. 

MARBLE   ARMS  &  MFG.   CO.  j| 

581  Delta  Ave.,  Gladstone,  Mich. 


OPERATIONS 
UNNECESSARY 

HEPATOLA  removes  Gall  Stones,  cor- 
rects Appendicitis  in  24  hours  without  pain. 
Registered  under  Pure  Food  and  Drug  Act. 
$6.00 

SOLE  MANUFACTURER 

Mrs.  Geo.  S.  Almas 

230  4th  Ave.  S.       Saskatoon,  Sask. 

Box  1073 


I TBI* 
m  i 

The  B.S.A. 

MARTINI 

RIFLE 


No.  12  Model 


22  Bore 


Super  Accurate  Target 
Pattern.  Take-Down 

Fitted  with  No.  8  Peep  Back- 
sight and  No.  19  Combination 
Foresight.  Has  a  world-wide 
reputation  among  short  range 
match  riflemen.  Available  from 
Montreal  stock% 
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to  West,  fishing  in  all  of  the* famous  streams 
and  lakes  for  which  the  coast  is  noted.  He 
not  only  describes  all  species  of  the  finny 
tribe  but  also  tells  where  they  are  to  be  found 
and  the  approved  method  of  angling  for  them. 

The  value  of  *the  book  to  the  amateur 
fisherman  is  summed  up  in  the  closing  chapter 
of  the  Introduction  which  reads : 

"If  you  do  not  know  where  to  go,  or  how 
to  fish  or  what  rods  and  tackle  to  get,  this 
book  will  give  you  an  indication;  but  remem- 


ber that  from  a  book  alone  you  can  only  learn 
the  general  rules.  When  it  comes  to  the 
actual  fishing  itself,  'Your  hands  alone  the 
work  can  do.'  It  is  only  practice  combined 
with  perserverance  that  will  enable  you  to 
return  home  with  a  well-filled  creel." 

ROD  AND  CREEL  IN  BRITISH  COLUM- 
BIA should  be  ifrthe  hands  of  every  angler 
in  Canada  or  the  United  States  who  wishes  to 
keep  informed  of  the  latest  activities  of  the 
Canadian  angling  world. 


Canada's  Job  a  Sinecure  in  Comparison  With 

That  of  France 


IT  was  a  bright  sunny  afternoon,  the  little 
railway  station  in  St.  Pol  in  the  Pas.  De 
Calais,  France,  was  crowded  with  a  merry 
crowd  of  Imperial  and  Canadian  soldiers 
going  on  leave  to  Paris.  Here  and  there  a 
blue  uniformed  poilu  could  be  seen  lowering 
his  pack  on  to  the  benches  in  front  of  the 
station.  The  presence  of  a  lone  war  plane 
buzzing  in  the  cloudless  sky  was  the  only 
sign  of  war.  although  the  grim  monster  was 
raising  its  sinister  head  but  a  few  score 
kilometres  distant.  Everyone  was  happy — 
in  a  few  moments  the  south  bound  train 
would  disgorge  its  passengers  and  those 
waiting  at  the  station  would  climb  aboard 
bound  for  Amiens  and  Paris. 

A  train  rattled  into  the  station,  the 
crowd  cheered;  but  suddenly  as  the  passengers 
began  to  crowd  out  of  the  coaches  the  voices 
were  hushed.  Ambulance  men  were  lpading 
out  ill  clad  civilians  with  their  faces  swathed 
in  bandages— mostly  old  men  and  women 
with  a  sprinkling  of  tiny  children — but  all 
bound  in  bandages  of  nondescript  sorts.  A 
whisper  ran  through  the  hushed  throng^ 
"Itls  the  first  evacuation  of  the  mustard  gas 
cases  from  Armentieres."  Again  the  Hun 
had  gotten  in  his  dirty  work.  He  had  rained 
mustard  gas  shells  on  to  the  ruins  of  the  fine 
city  of  Armentieres  until  everything  was 
soaked  with  it.  It  was  a  new  gas  at  that  time, 
in  1917,  and  the  medical  men  did  not  know 


how  to  deal  wj^h  it.  The  Amiens  Express 
pulled  into  the  station  and  the  sorrow  stricken 
gas-blinded  civilians  were  loaded  into  the 
coaches,  the  subdued  soldiers  followed  and  the 
train  started  on  its  journey  of  mercy. 

That  was  in  1917,  long  before  the  Angel  of 
Peace  was  sighted  but  now  the  survivors  of 
the  war  go  back  to  their  own  city  of  Armen- 
tieres. They  are  maimed  and  crippled  but 
still  have  faith  in  their  country  and  its  ideals. 
They  have  visions  of  a  new  city  rising  in  the 
ruins  of  the  old;  they  see  the  new  France 
washed  in  the  blood  of  Sacrifice  uniting  to- 
gether to  aid  each  of  the  war  stricken  cities 
and  towns  and  the  citizens  have  fond  hopes 
of  a  speedy  realization  of  their  dreams.  And 
Armentieres  is  only  one  of  hundreds. 

Surely  if  a  nation,  that  has  suffered  as 
France  has'  suffered,  can  carry  on  with  a 
united  effort,  then  Canada  which  has  been 
spared  the  horrors  of  usage  as  a  battlefield 
can  at  least  do  likewise.  A  little  unity  at 
the  present  time  on  the  part  of  all  loyal 
citizens  will  soon  see  us  on  the  grand  highway 
of  success.  The  country  needs  financial  aid 
at  the  present  time  and  who  is  there  that 
will  not  put  his  best  effort  forward  at  this  hour 
of  need.  The  best  assistance  can  be  rendered 
at  the  present  time  by  supporting  the  1919 
Victory  Loan.  The  success  of  the  country 
depends  upon  the  success  of  the  Loan. 
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Here  is  the  Light 
for  Sportsmen 


Fastens  to  cap,  leaving  both  hands  free.  Can  be  switched 
on  or  off  instantly.  Gives  a  powerful,  penetrating  light  which 
wind  and  rain  will  not  extinguish.  Guaranteed  to  give  the 
usual  splendid  EVEREADY  service.  Handsomely  finished 
and  strongly  made. 


Price  with  5  cell  battery 
Price  with  3  cell  battery  -jpf 

ORDER  ONE  TODAY 


$7.25 
$6.40 


eVEREADy! 

oayldJ  spielman  agencies  REG'D 


45  St.  Alexander  St.     Fifty  other  models 

PMONTTRFAT  from  $1-00  to  $10.00 

ivi  urs  l  k&al,  Send  for  catalog 


Preserve  Your  Outing 


In  an  Oil 
Painting 


An  Ideal  Decoration  For 
Your  Den  or  Office. 


A 


ND  in  after  years,  you  and  your  friends 
will  take  great  delight  in  this  permanent 
reminder  of  that  pleasant  sojourn  you 
spent  in  the  Canadian  wilds — or  wherever  you 
went.  Your  camera  snap-shots  have  possibly 
not  done  your  trip  justice.  At  any  rate,  they 
missed  the  vivid  colorings  of  the  woods,  the 
sky  and  the  water. 

Rod  &  Guns  Artist  Can  Reproduce  Your  Trip  Trueto  life 

In  Oil,  Pen  and  Ink  Sketch,  or  Wash  Drawing. 

He  can  illustrate  that  incident  which  stands  out  prominently  in  your 
memory,  just  as  it  actually  happened — full  of  life  and  action. 

F.  V.  WILLIAMS 

You  know  his  work — you  see  it  every  month 
on  the  cover  of  this  magazine.  He  excels  in 
reproductions  of  Big  Game  Hunting,  Canoeing, 
Mountain  Climbing,  Fishing — any  and  all  of 
the  vast  number  of  subjects  offered  by  the 
great  Outdoors. 

Send  us  the  details  and  photos;  we'll  turn  them  over  to  the  artist.  He'll  work  for 
you  just  as  well  as  he  does  for  us.   And  the  price  will  be  moderate.    Address — 

ROD  AND  GUN  IN  CANADA 

WOODSTOCK,  ONTARIO 


Painter  of  the  Out-of-Doors,  Designer 
and  Producer  of  Rod  and  Gun's  Covers 

He  will  do  this,  either  from  descriptive  mat- 
ter furnished  by  the  sportsman,  or  from  his 
snap-shots,  or  better  still,  from  a  combina- 
tion of  both.  You'll  be  delighted  with  the 
result  and  number  the  picture  among  your 
Den's  treasured  articles. 


Condition  Your  Hunting  Dogs 

See  they  are*in  shape  before  season  opens;  Special  attention  should 
be  paicl  to  the  feet;  Food  also  calls  for  particular  care. 


See  they  are  in  shape  before  season  opens; 
Special  attention  should  be  paid  to  the  feet; 
Food  also  calls  for  particular  care. 

Care  should  be  given  the  hunting  dog,  and 
those  who  shoot  over  dogs-  will  benefit  by 
reading  what  follows  on  the  subject: 

Perhaps  he  has  not  been  hunted  before  this 
season;  it  may  be  that  he  is  just  off  the  chain, 
and  not  in  what  one  would  pronounce  field 
trail  condition.  His  muscles  are  flabby,  his 
flesh  is  soft  and  long  continued  work  will  not 
tire  him  for  the  day,  but  will  be  quite  apt  to 
incapacitate  him  for  the  next  day. 

Unless  old  and  steady  his  spirits  will  be 
exuberant,  as  well  as  those  of  his  master,  and 
on  this  account  he  will  be  deserving  of  quite 
as  much  forbearance  and  patience  on  his 
master's  part  as  his  master  will  require  of  his 
own  conscience. 

A  short  preparatory  run  where  there  is  no 
game  will  often  tone  down  a  dog  under  such 
conditions  and  fit  him  for  work. 

If  one  be  away  from  home  on  a  hunting 
expedition,  the  first  care  should  be  to  see 
that  the  dog  has  proper  quarters  for  the  night; 
and  the  care  of  him  should  not  be  delegated 
to  the  hotel  servant,  but  the  master  should  by 
personal  inspection  assure  himself  of  the 
comfort  and  proper  feeding  of  his  dog. 

For  hunting  a  dog  should  be  fed  very 
sparingly  in  the  morning.  Give  him  a  bite 
or  two  of  your  lunch  at  noon,  and  let  the  full 
meal  be  given  at  night  after  the  day's  work  is 
finished.  A*  dog  will  not  hunt  well  on  a  full 
stomach,  nor  will  his  food  digest  while  he  is 
working  in  the  field. 


If  you  have^a  brace  of  dogs  work  them 
alternately;,  let  one  do  the  hunting  while  the 
other  is  resting  at  heel.  Do  not  permit  a  dog 
to  lie  in  water  for  any  length  of  time  while 
afield;  though  an  occasional  plunge  will  do 
no  harm.  % 

The  first  care  upon  returning  at  night 
should  be  to  examine  your  dog  to  see  if  any 
harm  has  befallen  him.  A  Slight  hand  rub- 
bing all  over  will  discover  if  he  has  met  with 
any  accident  from  thorns  or  briers;  if  any  of 
these  are  found  they  cannot  be  removed  too 
quickly. 

Special  attention  should  be  given  to  the 
feet.  If  these  are  inflamed  and  have  the 
appearance,  of  being  made  tender  by  his  work, 
they  should  be  bathed  in  beef  brine,  which 
can  be  procured  from  any  butcher.  If  the 
skin  be  much  worn,  or  the  foot  wounded, 
vaseline  should  be  applied;  and  if  very  badly 
off,  the  dog  should  be  laid  up  until  in  con- 
dition again. 

Here,  as  elsewhere,  an  ounce  of  prevention 
is  worth  a  pound  of  cure.  Slight  attention 
paid  to  these  matters  will  insure  a  dog's  good 
condition  while  neglect  will  often  cost  dear. 

So  much  for  the  physical  well-being  of  our 
faithful  companions.  It  might  be  added  that 
their  efficiency  and  good  performance  will 
be  increased  if  they  have  a  good  example  in 
their  masters.  Nothing  is  more  conducive  to 
a  dog's  unsteadiness  and  flightiness  than  in- 
attention and  careless  hunting  of  the  human 
being  who  is  handling  him. 

No  man  who  cannot  control  himself  should 
attempt  to  control  a  dog. 
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COOEY  RIFLES 


22  CAL. 

The  " 


CANUCK" 


MODEL 

The  "ACE"  of  22  Calibre  Rifles 


MADE   IN   CANADA  by  the 

H.  W.  COOEY  MACHINE   &  ARMS  CO.,  TORONTO,  CAN. 


T 

tli 


RAPPERS 

The  name  SUHHERFIELD 

assures  you  of 
A  SQUARE  DEAL 


47  years  of  square  dealing  has 
earned  us  the  confidence  of 
trappers  all  over  America,  Canada 
and  Alaska. 

WE  CHARGE  NO  COMMISSION 

If  fair,  honest  grading,  prompt  returns, 
and  top  market  price  are  what  you  want, 
then  you  will  make  no  mistake  in  shipping 
to  the  old  reliable  house  of  Summerfield. 

Write  now  for  our  reliable  prices,  supply 
catalog  and  shipping  tags* 

Simon  Summorfield  6*  Co. 

tMt.J'IJ:JJIM:IIJJII-I?nTTt» 

Dept.  178  -,   ST.  LOUIS.  MO. 


TRAPPING  PROOF 

Here  it  is: 

It-  "Those  decoys  are  "Jake"  and  I  am  more  than 
satisfied  with  the  results.  Anyone  who  understands 
animals  or  trapping  can  see  directly  they  buy  the 
formulae,  they've  got  to  make  good;  they're  com- 
pounded perfectly."    (Name^pn  request.) 

That's  what  they  all  say  and  what  you'll  say  after 
you  try  them. 

Never  Fail  Decoys 

are  nature's  own  lures  for  fur-bearing  animals.  They 
are  the  result  of  Indian  and  white  trapper's  experience 
and  research,  and  as  such  have  been  used  exclusively 
by  them.  The  set  of  formulae  covers  all  animals; 
absolutely  guaranteed  to  increase  your  catch  when 
instructions  are  followed;  and  cost  but  $2.  Why 
hesitate? 

If  you  want  to  increase  your  catch  write  your  name 
plainly  on  this  ad.,  place  it  with  a  $2  bill  in  an  envelope 
and  address 

Robt.  G.  Hodgson      Raglan,  Ontario 


TRAPPERS 

"Sure  death"  capsules  will  kill  foxes,  mink,  skunks, 
etc.,  almost  instantly.  Write  for  full  information.  E.  T 
Sherman,  Dept.  15. 

Whitman,  Mass. 


OS 


WE  WANT  ALL  KINDS  OF  FURS 
FOX,  BEAR,  BEAVER,  LYNX, 
^pjgp.  MUSKRAT, 

MARTEN,MINK,E!f 

■  WEIL  PAYS  THE  MOST 


REMITS  QUICKEST.  PAYS  CASH.  Holds  ship- 
ments 5  days.  FURS  ARE  HIGH.  Catch  all  you 
can.  Send  for  FREE  ILLUSTRATED  TRAPPER'S 
GUIDE.  Make  big  money.  Frequent  PRICE  LISTS 
keep  you  posted.  TRAPS  AND  BAIT  the  kind  that 
increase  your  catch  at  wholesale  prices.  In  business 
half  a  century.  Ask  any  bank  about  us.  Originated 
sending  Price-lists  to  trappers.  Cash  for  Beef  Hides. 
Let  us  quote.  Known  wherever  furs  are  trapped 
as  the  Old  Square  Deal  House.  Valuable  PIPE  FREE 
with  each  fur  shipment. 

WEIL  BROS.  &  CO.  Everybody  Interested  Write 

"The  Old  Square  Deal  House" 
Box  72,  Fort  Wayne,  Ind.,  U.S.A. 
Capital  $1,000,000.  Paid. 


S 


0  L  V  0  L 

The  New  Powder  Sol- 
vent and  Cleaning:  Oil 


Adopted  by  the  United  States  Govern- 
ment and  the  leading  manufacturers  of 
high  power  rifles  and  machine  guns. 
Removes  the  residuum  of  smokeless  and 
black  powders  from  all  fire  arms.  The 
greatest  rust  eradicator  ever  offered  to 
the  shooting  public.  An  ideal  lubricant 
for  sensitive  mechanisms.  Three  ounce 
size,  25c,  Postage  10c.  extra.  Direct  by 
mail  if  your  dealer  hasn't  it. 

Manufactured  by 

Capt.  Basil  Middleton 

Culver,  Indiana,  U.S.A. 


Indoor  Toilet 

Convenient  —  Sanitary 


The  Comfort  Closet  for  Homes, 
Summer  Cottages  and  Camps. 
Entirely  odorless.  Scientifically  ven- 
tilated. Strong  chemicals  dissolve 
contents;  kills  all  germs.  Easily 
installed.  Convenient  to  move.  Con- 
tents disposed  of  easily  as  garbage. 
Prevents  fly  breedlnjpand  water 
contamination.  Provides  sanitary, 
odorless  toilet  in  home  protected  from 
cold  and  stormy  weather.  Only  closet 
with  porcelain  container.  Easily 
cleaned.    Approved  by  U.  S.  Health 

Bureau.  30  days' Free  Trial.  Agents  make  $60  to  $lO0 
weekly.  Exclusive  territory.  Ask  for  booklet  —  FREE. 
Comfort  Chemical  Closet  Co.,  soTl  Factories  Bldg.Joledo.O, 


1 


730 


ROD  AND  GUN  IN  CANADA 


Before  using  hounds  in  the  hunting  season 
they  should  be  given  plenty  of  exercise  and 
runs  over  country  roads  previous  to  the  season. 
Never  take  a  hound  to  the  woods,  for  the  real 
hunting,  without  first  seeing  that  his  feet  are 
in  good  shape,  long  nails  clipped  and  filed 
down. 

Whether  hound  or  spaniel,  dogs  used  in  the 
severe  weather  of  late  fall,  the  most  important 
thing  and  one  that  is  often  neglected  or  over- 
looked after  a  hard  day  in  rough  weather,  is 
proper  kenneling  of  the  dog  for  the  night. 
Such  a  faithful  servant,  one  without  whom  you 
could  not  enjoy  the  full  benefit  of  the  days' 
sport,  should  have  first  consideration.  Give 
him  a  snug  corner  in  the  cabin  or  tent  or  if  at 
a  permanent  hunting  lodge  make  him  a  dry, 
warm  kennel  outside  where  he  can  be  chained 
up. 

Ch.    Lynnfield  *  Salex,    (Wire-haired  fox 


Editor,  Rod  and  Gun: 

I  am  enclosing  a  photo  of  five  gray  Timber 
Wolves,  which  were  poisoned  by  Archie 
Brooks  in  the  Township  of  McConkey  last 
March,  about  eight  miles  from  Loring,  I 
might  say  that  Timber  Wolves  appear  to  be 
on  the  increase  in  this  part  of  Parry  Sound 
District.  Very  few  people  realize  how  many 
deer  a  single  wolf  can  destroy  in  one  winter 
or  season.  A  single  wolf  will  often  kill  dozens 
of  deer.  In  one  case  two  years  ago,  I  knew  of 
one  wolf  that  killed  fourteen  deer  in  two  weeks, 
in  a  swamp,  in  most  cases  the  deer  had  just 
been  bled. 

I  am  very  much  pleased  to  hear  that  our 
Provincial  Government  have,  or  are  about  to 
increase  the  wolf  bounty  from  twenty  to 
forty  dollars  per  head,  this  in  my  opinion  is 
the  only  way  to  destroy  this  pest,  and  the 
increase  in  bounty  will  be  some  inducement  to 
trappers  to  go  after  wolves,  as  at  twenty  dol- 


terrier)  owned  by  Daniel  E.  Lynn  of  Port 
Huron,  Mich.,  often  exhibited  in  Toronto, 
London,  Montreal  and  other  Canadian  shows, 
died  last  week. 


Lynnfield  Stormey,  smooth  fox  terrier 
bitch  that  went  from  puppies  to  reserve 
winners  at  Canadian  National  Exhibition 
Dog  show  at  Toronto  last  September,  has 
been  sold  by  Daniel  E.  Lynn  to  E.  H.  Ingwer- 
sen  of  Chicago,  who  owns  one  of  the  best 
strings  of  smooths  in  the  U.  S.  Stormey  also 
took  winners  at  London,  after  the  Toronto 
show. 


Mr.  Lynn  also  sold  Lynnfield  Sector,  wire- 
haired  fox  terrier  that  took  second  in  the 
puppies  classes  at  Toronto  last  September. 
One  of  the  largest  puppies  classes  of  year. 
Purchaser  is  Mr.  Vance  of  South  Bend. 


lars  it  did  not  pay,  as  a  man  often  spent  most 
of  the  season  without  results. 

Our  deer  appear  to  be  fairly  plentiful  at 
present  time,  a  large  number  were  taken  last 
fall,  but  it  did  not  appear  to  decrease  the 
general  numbers  to  be  seen  on  our  shores  of 
lakes  and  rivers  during  the  present  summer.  „ 

Partridge  are  agoing  to  be  very  plentiful' 
this  fall,  they  are  reported  to  be  seen  in  large 
flocks  at  present  time. 

Wd  have  very  few  ducks  in  this  section  on 
account  of  no  wild  rice,  or  other  duck  food. 

Fishing  has  not  been  as  good  as  usual, on. 
account  of  the  season  being  very  dry  and 
warm.  Usually  we  have  splendid  catches  pi 
Pickerel,  Pike,  Bass,  (three  kinds,  Black, 
small  Mouth,  Rock,  and  Silver,)  Maskinonge; 
and  Perch. 

Yours,  truly, 

E.  H.  Kelcey., 
Loring,  Ont.,  August  25th.,  19. 
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Military  Pattern 


postpaid 
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In  waterproof  khaki  canvas  case, 
1  complete  with  1 2  blades  and  mirror  1 
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]    The  D.  PIKE  CO.  Limited  | 

I  123  King  St.  E.  TORONTO  f 

I  I 

♦J*"""-  an— »«— .iiu^— in—  mi—,  nih— nil—  mi— -uu— -iiu— nn— - -mi— mi— 11  u— -  utjt 


WE  ARE  IN  THE   MARKET  AND  WILL 
x     PAY  HIGHEST  PRICES  FOR 

DEER  SKINS 

WRITE  FOR  PRICES. 
OUR  PRICE  LIST  OF 

RAW  FURS 

WILL  BE  FORWARDED  TO  YOU  FREE  ON 
REQUEST,  ALSO  CATALOG  OF  TRAPPERS' 
SUPPLIES. 

E.T.  CARTER  &  CO. 

93  FRONT  ST.  E.  TORONTO,  CAN. 


Champion 
Dog  Biscuit 


Feed  your  dog  a  balanced  ration  of  meat, 
wheat  and  cereals.    For  healthiest,  strongest 
condition  in  hot  or  cold  weather,  5  or  50  lb. 
containers— also  in  bags  for  kennels  or  park 
animals.   Send  for  Free  sample,  prices  and 
book — how  to  care  for  and  feed  your  dogs. 
CHAMPION  ANIMAL  FOOD  CO  MINNEAPOUS.  MINN, 

Dept.  H-11 


PRINCE  GEORGE 


TORONTO 


CANADA 


Magnificiently  Furnished.  Liberally  Conducted. 

Cuisine  unexcelled.  Courteous  and  Prompt  Service. 
European  Plan.    American  Plan. 

SAMUEL  H.  THOMPSON,  Proprietor 


The  Camper's  Own  Book 


This  is  that  BIG  little  book  of  the  open — America's  new 
outdoor  manual.  It  comes  to  you  bound  as  you  see  here.  It  is 
"woodsy"  from  cover  to  cover — stirred  by  lake-breezes  and 
redolent  of  pine.    It  is  endorsed  by  outdoor  men  everywhere. 

Authors  of  country-wide  repute  have,  with  their  enthusiasm 

and  familiar  knowledge,  aided  its  making.    Dan  Beard,  Emlyn 

ML  Gill,  Captain  Kenealy,  Oliver  Kemp,  Dr.  E,  H.  Forbrush — 

these  and  others  join  this  camp  fire  council.    They  say  iheir 

say  about  a  hundred  little  practical  details  that  hold  close  interest  for  you;  and  they 
■pin  a  yarn  or  two  by  the  way. 

"The  Camper's  Own  Book"  measures  8x5  %  inches  over  all.  It  is  a  goodly  gener- 
ous volume  with  over  200  pages  and  21  of  the  finest  illustrations  you've  ever  seen. 
Everybody  should  have  a  copy  who  believes  that  a  day  under  the  free  sky  makes  the 
pomp  of  emperors  ridiculous.    And  you're  one — you  know  you  are. 


PRICE  PER  VOLUME 

In  the  appropriate  green  T-cloth 

Post-paid 


$1.00 


W.  J.  TAYLOR,  Limited,  Publisher     -      -     Woodstock,  Ont. 


PORT  HOPE  SHOOT 

Port  Hope,  Sept.  18. — A  most  successful  clay  bird 
shoot  was  held  here  yesterday  afternoon,  43  entrants 
from  Toronto,  Oshawa,  Cobourg,  Belleville,  Peter- 
bora'  and  Port  Hope  participating. 

Mr.  C.  N.  Candee  of  Toronto  made  the  highest  score, 
§9  out  of  a  possible  100,  and  made  a  straight  run  of  83. 
He  won  the  hound  pup,  George  Dunk,  presented  by 
Mr.  Robert  C.  Smith;  also  the  silver  flower  stand 
presented  by  Senator  Mulholland-  T.  D.  McGaw  of 
Toronto  had  a  score  of  72  out  of  a  possible  of  75. 


Wm.  Hamilton,  Winnipeg 
Champion  Western  Canada 


C.  N.  Candee,  Toronto 


JORDAN  SHOOT 


Jordan  Station,  Sept.  11. — The  Jordan  Gmn  Club 
held  its  twelfth  annual  fruit  shoot  yesterday,  »»d  not- 
withstanding the  inclement  weather,  the  largest 
crowd  of  shooters  that  has  ever  been  at  Jordan  was 
present.  Shooters  from  Toronto,  Hamilton,  Tillson- 
burg,  Brantford,  Gait,  Dunnville,  Niagara  Falls  and 
many  other  points  were  on  hand  and  all  went  home 
with  a  liberal  supply  of  luscious  peaches  for  which  the 
Jordan  district  is  famous. 

Nelson  Long,  of  "Hamilton,  the  well-know*  pro- 
fessional, was  high  over  all  with  97  out  of  100.  W.  J. 
Marshall,  the  Gait  crack,  was  high  amateur,  witb  96 
out  of  100,  and  won  the  beautiful  trophy  donated  by 
the  American  Trapshooting*  association,  witk^wlnch 
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All  Canada  is  the  natural  home  of  the  "King 
of  Canada's  big  game,  but  New  Brunswick, 
Quebec,  Ontario  and  Manitoba  afford  the  best 
moose  hunting. 

There  are  two  methods  followed  in  moose 
hunting— "calling"  and  "still  hunting."  During 
the  rutting  season  the  first  method  is  the  one 
usually  followed,  but  there  is  more  satisfaction 
in  tracking.  Absolute  silence  is  the  one  great 
essential  in  still  hunting  and  stalking  must  be 
done  "up  wind." 

The  tracks  of  a  bull  moose  can  be  readily 
distinguished  from  those  of  the  cow.  The 
former  are  rounded  and  blunt— the  cow  s  long 
and  pointed. 

During  the  winter,~moose  gather  on  the  hard- 
wood ridges  between  cedar  and  spruce  swamps, 
through  which  they  make  beaten  lanes.  A  "yard 
sometimes  contains  twenty  to  forty  animals. 

Opinions  differ  as  to 
the  most  suitable  cart- 
ridge for  moose  hunting. 
Choose  one  with  shock- 
ing power  back  of  it  and 
be  sure  the  big  "D" 
trade-mark  is  on  the  box. 


is  always  dependable  for  moose  and  other  big  game. 
Users  of  30-30  rifles  should  look  for  the  yellow  label  on 
the  back  of  the  box— it  "insures  more  speed,  flatter 
trajectory  and  greater  shocking  power. 


Dominion  Cartridge  Co 

Limited 
Montreal,  Canada 
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the  Jordan  club  is  affiliated.  M.  Fletcher,  of  Hamilton 
and  H.  Newlands,  of  Gait,  tied'  for  second  high,  with 
04  out  of  100.    G.  Runchey,  of  Niagara  Falls;  D. 


1 — F.  M.  Troeh,  Vancouver,  Wash.  2 — John  Ebbetts,  Buffalo; 
W.  H.  Serger,  St.  Catherines.  3 — S.  G.  Vance,  Tillsonburg; 
F.  Hoseman,  Rochester;  H.  Pendegast.  Phoenix,  N.  Y. ;  F. 
Wright,  Buffalo;  J.  Jennings,  Toronto. 


Konkle,  of  Beamsville;  J.  Murphy,  of  Weston,  and  R 
Choate,  of  Brampton,  tied  with  03  out  of  100  for  third 
high.    The  scores  were  as  follows: 

Shot  at.  Broke 

E.Corby                                 100  88 

O.  J.  Pearson                           100  65 

G.  Runchey                             100  93 

George  Robbins                       100  81 

N.  Long,  Hamilton                   100  97 

W.Root                                  100  86 

A.J.Thomson                         100  84 

W.Frankland                          100  66 

N.Gillop                                 100  71 

-P.  Dealtry                               100  67 

H.  Burke                                 100  59 

G.  M.  Dunk  (pro.)                    100  85 

M.  E.  Fletcher,  Hamilton          100  94 

M.  E.  Goodale,  Hamilton           100  89 

A.  Glover,  Hamilton                 100  86 

D.  J.  Munro                             100  67 

Dr.  Ward                                100  73 

R.Smithers                             100  61 

J.  Crumb                                100  82 

J.  St-wart   100    '  63 

S.Vidakovic   .        100  73 

P.  Mather                                100  87 

J.Dennis                                100  77 

E.  Stewart                               100  79 

W.W.Livingstone                   100  81 

W.Elliott                               100  89 

A.  Notman                              100  78 

G.  Clatterbuck                        100  70 

W.Ashbury                             100  58 

R.Watt                                  100  86 

F.  Blackwell                            100  90 

F.  Edie                                   100  84 

F.  Thatcher                            100  75 

W.  Dynes                                100  87 

H.  Schofield                             100  83 

W.Marshall                            100  96 

H.  Newlands                           100  94 

A.  C.  Newlands                        100  81 

C  A.  Lewis                              100  90 

J.  Murphy                               100  93 

G.  Beattie,  Hamilton                100  89 

J.  Lisson,  Hamilton                  100  70 

P.  Friend,  Hamilton                 100  70 

F.Watson,  Hamilton                100  83 

J.  Gomph,  Hamilton                 100  92 

H.  Cooey                                100  90 

A.J.  Oliver                              100  77 

A.R.Oliver                             100  83 

F.  Palmer                                100  86 

D.  Konkle,  Hamilton                100  93 

W.Pow:   100     •  76 

J.Vance                                  100  92 

W.Gaetz                                100  69 

J.  Hunter,  Hamilton                 100  88 

C.  Choate,  Hamilton                100  92 

M.Lucy                                  100  66 

A.  H.Schnick                          100  88 

R.  Choate                               100  93 

G.  Stroud,  Hamilton                 100  82 

E  .  Harris,  Hamilton                 100  89 

E.  Sturt,  Hamilton                   100  91 

T.  Gardiner,  Hamilton              100  87 

A.McGhie                                60  51 

J.  Hazell                                   40  22 

W.  C.  Pretty                             60  52 

F.  Watson,  jun.,  Hamilton          20  16 


Hunting  Rabbits  With  a  Ferret 


Albert  E.  Johnson 


IN  the  creation  of  animals  by  the  supreme 
ruler  of  the  universe  we  marvel  at  the  great 
wisdom  displayed  in  furnishing  the  weaker 
animals  with  a  means  of  protection  against  the 
stronger  ones.  Nature  has  supplied  every 
single  living  creature  some  means  of  defense 
against  its  enemies.  If  such  were  not  the  case, 
many  species   of  the  smaller  birds,  and 


animals  would  have  long  ago  become  extinct. 
Unique  indeed  are  some  of  the  weapons  fur- 
nished. The  elephant  is  supplied  with 
enormous  strength,  in  order  to  combat  the 
more  active  animals,  even  this  does  not 
wholly  protect  it  against  some  of  the  larger 
species  of  the  cat  tribe.  The  wild  boar,  with 
all  its  fierceness,  falls  a  prey  to  the  combined 
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FOR  SALE    KIT   BAGS    R  A.F.  STORES 

Slightly  used,  but  in  good  condition.    Made  of  heavy  Khaki  Duck,  Cord  and  Gromnett 
fastener.    Size,  10  ins.  diameter  at  bottom,  23  ins.  deep,  top  to  bottom. 

SPECIAL  PRICE  TO  CLEAR,  50c  EACH 


THE 


EVERY  SPORTSMAN  CAN  USE  THESE 

D.PIKE  CO. 

THE  RELIABLE  SPORTING  GOODS  SHOP 

123  KING  ST.  E.,  TORONTO 


LTD. 


"The  Canadian  Golfer" 

(Official  organ  of  the  Royal  Canadian  Golf  Association). 

Has  the  highest  class  subscription  list  of  any  monthly  magazine  published 
in  the  Dominion. 

It  covers  an  exclusive  field  exclusively. 

Printed  on  100-lb.  book  paper  and  handsomely  illustrated. 


The  men  and  women  who  play  golf  are  good  people  to  know  and  do 
business  with.  They  are  splendid  spenders  and  any  magazine  that  pertains 
to  the  Royal  and  Ancient  Game  has  a  warm  spot  in  their  hearts  and  a 
premier  place  in  their  homes. 


High  class  advertising  only  accepted, 
price  $3.00  per  year.    Office  of  publication — 


Rates  on  application.  Subscription 


BRANTFORD,  ONT.    Ralph  H.  Reville,  Editor  arfd  Publisher 


Automobile  Troubles  and  How  to  Remedy  Them 

By  CHARLES  P.  ROOT 

CONTENTS — Back  firing,  Blow-back  of  gas  into  carburetor,  Popping  noises,  Buzz  in 
coil  (other  than  contact  breaker  buzz),  clatter  and  grind  in  gear  box,  Compression,  faulty, 
Compression,  none,  Explosions,  Irregular  or  uncertain  running.  Metallic  or  puffing  noises, 
Misfires,  Resistance  slight  when  operating  starting  handle,  Start,  failure  to,  Steering  er- 
atic,  Stoppage  of  engine,  Water  escapes,  Air  lock,  Batteries,  Bearings,  Bent  axle,  Brakes, 
Carburation,  Change  Speed  gear,  Clutch,  Coil,  Connecting  rod  or  crank  shaft  broken, 
Contact  breaker  (High  tension  magneto),  Contact  maker,  Knock  in  bearings  generally  or 
in  Transmission  system.  Leaks:  Loss  of  power,  Gear,  Governor,  Hunting,  Ignition,  Lub- 
rication, Misfires,  Muffler  troubles,  Noise,  Overheating,  Pipes  burst  out  or  fractured, 
Piston  troubles,  Popping  in  carburetor,  Pressure  leaking  (in  case  of  pressure  feed)  Pre- 
ignition,  Short  circuits.  Spark  plug,  Steam  bound  or  air  lock,  Steering,  Supply  pipe 
choked,  Tining,  Tires,  Valves,  Valve  springs,  Water  circulation,  Wheels. 
Prices*  Flexible  Leather  $1.75  Cloth  Binding  $1.25 


W.  J.  TAYLOR,  LIMITED,  PUBLISHER, 


WOODSTOCK,  ONT. 
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numbers  of  the  jackals,  hyenas,  and  wild 
dogs.  The  deer,antelope, eland, and  zebras  must 
depend  upon  their  speed  and  cunning  for 
their  very  existence.  The  opossum  plays 
dead,  the  porcupine  rolls  itself  into  a  ball  and 
with  bristling  quills,  gives  the  laugh  to  its 
enemies.  The  hare  and  rabbit,  neither  being 
carnivorous,  or  insectivorous  but  almost 
purely  vegetarians,  are  supplied  with  a  rich, 
tender  flesh,  making  them  the  real  delicacy 
®t  the  larger,  or  even  the  smallest  of  animals, 
or  birds  of  prey.  I  have  no  doubt  of  the 
ability  of  a  field  mouse,  or  an  English  sparrow 
to  put  a  full  grown  rabbit  to  flight,  and  but 
for  their  prolific  breeding  propensities  the 
hares  and  rabbits  would  have  become  extinct 
years  ago.  The  only  means  of  escaping  from 
its  enemies  afforded  these  animals  is  flight, 
and  they  certainly  are  well  supplied  in  this 
particular.  Not  that  they  really  fly,  but  they 
come  pretty  close  to  it.  They  have  not  even 
cunning,  as  in  the  case  of  being  pursued  by  a 
fisher  or  mink,  they  have  been  known  to  take 
stage  fright,  and  simply  quit  cold.  But,  not- 
withstanding their  timidity,  there  is  no  animal 
in -the  world  that  furnishes  sport  to  so  many 
people  as  the  hare,  or  the  rabbit.  They  have 
almost  a  boundless  range,  from  the  Behring 
Sea  to  Capetown  and  from  the  Statue  of 
Liberty  to  the  Goldeh  Gate,  they  are  to  be 
found  in  some  specie  of  snow-shoe,  sage  brush 
Jack,  or  cottontail.  In  Africa  they  have  the 
coney,  parkas,  or  calling  hares.  These  are 
not  of  the  speed  type  though. 

While  neither  the  hare  nor  the  rabbit  is  a 
fighter,  yet  we  must  admit  he  is  a  dead  game 
sport  as  a  rule,  giving  the  hound  and  hunts- 
man a  run  for  his  money.  Jump  one,  does  he 
leg  it  for  his  hole?  He  does  not,  if  he  is  a  full 
grown  animal,  he  feels  pretty  certain  he  can 
show  a  clean  pair  of  heels  to  any  dog,  and  is  no 
wise  averse  to  doing  so.  In  a  long  sweeping 
circle  he  skims  bver  the  surface  of  the  earth, 
like  a  grey  shadow,  if  not  too  hard  pressed  he 
side-jumps,  buck-jumps,  in  apparent  glee. 
He  almost  laughs  at  the  efforts  of  the  hounds 
to  overtake  him.  Coming  back  to  where  he 
started  from,  he  swings  off  in  another  direction 
if  not  cut  down  by  a  shot  from  the  hunter's 
gun,  and  is  away  in  another  dash.  Unless 
closely  pressed, he  usually  begins  to  manoeuvre 
to  throw  his  pursuers  off  the  scent.  He  will 
stop,  sit  erect,  and  listen,  and  if  safe  will  back 
track  a  few  jumps,  skip  nimbly  to  one  side, 
and  allow  the  dogs  to  go  tearing  past.  Then 
he  leisurely  gallops  off,  and  conceals  himself 


under  some  cover  to  await  developments. 
If  the  chase  is  too  long,  or  should  he  become 
wounded,  he  will  slip  into  a  hole,  his  only 
refuge,  and  with  sides  almost  bursting  with 
fear  listen  for  signs  of  his  enemies.  Now  my 
fiiends,  I  leave  it  to  you,  is  he  not  entitled  to 
his  freedom?  He  has  given  you  your  sport, 
will  you  not  be  as  good  a  sportsman,  as  he,  or 
will  you  steal  up  to  the  hole,  and  drop  in  a 
ferret  one  of  those  stealthy  sneaking  beasts 
that  ought  to  be  exterminated,  and  you 
crouch  over  the  mouth  of  the  hole,  with  a  sack. 
Is  this  the  attitude  of  a  true  sportsman? 
Perhaps  you  feel  that  if  you  don't  get  him 
someone  else  will.  That  is  wrong,  give  him 
his  chance.  Remember  these  bunnies  that 
escape  the  hounds  are  usually  the  wise  old 
ones  that  are  the  parents  of  our  next  season's 
supply. 

There  is  ,no  valid  excuse  for  hunting  with  a 
ferret.  If  game  is  plentiful,  any  hunter  can 
get  all  he  ought  to  bag  with  dog,  and  gun. 
If  it  is  scarce  then  in  the  name  of  common 
sense  preserve  it.  Have  a  little  patience  and 
give  the  game  half  a  chance,  and  it  will  soon 
be  more  plentiful.  Where  is  the  sport  in 
ferret  hunting?  It's  just  about  as  sports- 
manlike as  seining  for  black  bass.  I -for  one 
am  opposed  _to  it.  I  have  never  used  one,  I 
own  a  hound,  and  enjoy  hunting  with  him. 
But  no  man  or  men  will  ever  shoot  over  a 
dog  of  mine  with  a  ferret  in  the  party,  nor 
will  any  conveyance  of  mine  ever  carry  one 
of  them  to  the  woods.  Not  if  I  know  itv 
Hunt,  be  a  sportsman.  Take  out  your  dogs, 
enjoy  the  crisp  balmy  air.  Listen  to  the 
rustle  of  the  dead  leaves  underfoot.  Let  the 
scream  of  the  bluejay  mingle  with  the  music 
of  the  hounds.  Get  close  to  nature,  be  a 
boy  again,  enjoy  yourself  to  the  limit,  make 
your  hunting  day  a  holiday.  Get  a  respect- 
able bag  of  game  if  you  can  do  it  as  a  sports- 
man. And  when  you  gather  around  the 
festive  board,  and  regale  your  wife,  and  little 
ones,  about  your  prowess  as  a  nimrod,  see  if 
you  won't  feel  better  in  telling  them  truth- 
fully how  you  picked  him  off  when  he  was 
going  a  mile  a  minute  or  less,  than  you  would 
telling  them  how  you  crouched  down  at  the 
hole,  with  the  burlap  sack,  for  the  ferret  to 
chase  the  rabbit  into,  and  then  whacked  him 
against  a  tree  several  times  tq,  kill  it.  The 
game  will  taste  better  to  them,  and  your  wife 
will  feel  that  she  has  picked  a  regular  fellow 
for  a  husband,  and  the  kiddies  will  be  proud 
of  their  daddy.    Think  it  over. 
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No  long -detailed  argument  is  necessary  to 
prove  the  attractiveness  of  Victory  Bonds 
paying  5J^%. 

You  know  this  is  a  good  rate  of  interest.  You 
know  it  is  nearly  double  the  rate  paid  by 
banks  on  savings. 

Victory  Bonds  pay  5j^%  and---#  is  what 
Victory  Bonds  pay  IN  ADDITION  to  5)4%  that 
you  should  keep  in  mind. 


— to  the  Manufacturer,  "AND"  means  continued 
industrial  activity. 

— to  the  Farmer,  "AND"  means  a  continued  good 
market. 

— to  the  Merchant,  "AND"  means  continued  good 
business. 

— to  the  Mechanic  ,  "AND"  means  a  continued 
demand  for  labour  at  good  wages. 

— to  the  Clerk,"  AND' ' means  continued  employment. 

— to  every  Citizen,  "AND"  means  prosperity. 

Victory  Bonds  Yield  5^%  and  Prosperity 

Issued  by  Canada's  Victory  Loan  Committee  in  co-operation     -  See  Official  Prospectus 

with  the  Minister  of  Finance  of  the  Dominion  of  Canada.  on  another  page. 
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GOOD  ADVICE  TO  AMATEURS. 


The  following  timely  extract  is  from  a  letter 
written  by  a  well-known  woodsman  to  his  son 
who  is  going  into  the  New  Brunswick  woods 
afte*  moose  for  the  first  time.  It  is  advice 
that  everyone  would  do  well  to  follow.^* 

Sept.  18th,  1919. 

"The  following  are  precautions  I  wish  you 
would  take: —  1st, — Buy  a  compass,  and 
do  not  go  anywhere,  no  matter  if  it  is  with 
a  guide  or  an  experienced  woodsman,  unless 
you  personally  know  the  direction  you  are 
going  by  the  compass  so  that  at  any  time  you 
wish  to  return,  or  had  to  return,  you  could 
do  so  by  using  your  compass.  For  instance, 
if  you  were  going  north-west,  and  wanted  to 
get  back  to  camp  again  you  would  go,  of 
course:  south-east;  or,  if  there  are  any  lakes 
in  the  vicinity,  or  any  rivers,  get  to  know 
whether  they  are  north,  south,  east  or  west 
from  where  you  are  going  and  you  can  always 
get  back  to  that  particular  point  by  using  a 
compass. 

"It  is  generally  supposed  that  the  moss 
always  grows  on  the  north  side  of  the  tree. 
H  is  correct  that  it  does  but,  as  it  grows  a 
iictle  all  round  the  tree  as  well,  unless  you  are 
an  experienced  woodsman,  you  may  not  notice 
the  difference  in  the  thickness  of  the  moss  on 
the  north  side,  but  there  is  a  difference  if  you 
are  a  keen  observer;  but  your  compass  is  the 
best  guide  although  if  there  is  mineral  in  the 
woods  sometimes  it  will  put  your  compass  out. 
Mr.  Hutchings  told  me  that  some  weeks  ago 
he  got  lost  and  had  to  go  by  the  moss,  as  his 
compass  did  not  work  properly  on  account 
of  minerals.  If  the  man  who  is  with  you 
understands  the  woods,  and  knows  how  to 
get  in  and  out,  there  is  always  a  danger  of  his 
breaking  a  leg  or  spraining  an  ankle  and  not 
being  able  to  get  out;  therefore  it  will  be 
necessary  for  a  green  horn  to  know  how  to 
get  out  and  bring  in  help. 

"If  a  man  gets  lost  and  knows  he  is  lost  it 
is  very  much  better  for  him  to  sit  down  right 
where  he  is,  or  get  some  fairly  high  point  and 
light  a  fire.  Make  quite  sure  it  is  a  place 
where  it  cannot  spread.  Gather  up  sufficient 
wood  so  that  there  will  be  piles  for  all  night, 
in  case  wolves  should  come  around,  but  if 
they  actually  do  come  around  be  close  to  a 
tree  that  you  can  climb  and  have  the  rifle  up 
the  tree  and  then  you  will  have  some  good  fun 
shooting  them  and  be  in  safety.  Stay  in 
one  place  and  some  of  the  guides  or  people  in 
the  party  will  know  where  you  are  supposed 
to  be,  and  they  will  go  to  that  point  to  look 


for  you.  If  you  are  only  a  mile  or  two  away, 
or  half  a  mile  away,  they  could  easily  hear  a 
gun  shot  or  see  a  smoke  on  a  high  hill  and 
locate  you. 

"Carry  a  full  box  of  matches  in  a  water 
proof  box  so  that  if  you  happen  to  get  dipped 
in  the  water  ,  when  you  get  out  the  matches 
will  light.  Very  often  a  man  gets  dipped 
in  the  water  when  he  is  hunting  and  he  will 
freeze  in  a  short  time  if  he  cannot  get  his 
matches  to  go. 

"Another  precaution  is  never  to  go  out  with- 
out at  least  20  cartridges.  In  shooting  you 
may  shoot  off  ten  and  you  will  have  ten  in 
reserve.  Unless  you  are  with  someone  else 
or  positively  know  your  way  home  and  there 
is  no  danger  of  getting  lost  never  let  yourself 
run  below  ten  cartridges.  If  you  do  get  lost 
you  would  give  a  thousand  dollars  to  have  a 
few  cartridges  in  order  to  make  it  known  by 
an  occasional  shot  where  you  are;  or  get  some 
game,  in  case  you  see  any,  for  food  purposes. 
All  the  things  I  have  told  you  are  sensible  and 
reasonable  precautions  and  a  wise  man  will 
take  them.  It  will  cost  him  nothing  to 
follow  these  instructions  and  it  may  save  a 
good  many  regrets." 


CONDITIONS  IN  ALGONQUIN  PARK 


Ii\  an  interesting   letter  from  Algonquin, 
Park,  Mark  Robinson,  Park  Ranger,  reports 
that  the  galfrie  conditions  in  the  Park  are  very 
good. 

"The  number  of  tourists  visiting  the  Park  this 
year  almost  doubled  those  of  former  years, 
the  increase  being  largely  in  young  ladies  and 
elderly  people.  I  do  not  think  there  was  much 
increase  in  the  number  of  sportsmen  after  big 
speckled  trout. 

"Some  very  fine  trout  were  taken  this 
season,  one  speckled  beauty  weighing 
pounds  was  caught  by  a  Mr.  Houston  of 
Cleveland.  A  number  of  four  pounders  were 
also  caught.  Salmon  trout  weighing  20  to  27 
pounds  were  caught  in  Merchants  Lake  while 
20  and  23  pound  salmon  were  taken  in  White 
Trout  Lake. 

"Deer  are  very  plentiful  and  are  in  extra 
fine  condition  but  the  wolves  are  also  very 
plentiful  and  they  are  taking  their  toll,  killing- 
many  fine  bucks.  Ranger  Audrey  Hoy 
shot  a  couple  of  wolves  recently,  that  were 
running  deer. 

"Ruffled  grouse  have  had  an  extra  good 
season.  Black  ducks  do  not  appear  to  have 
done  very  well  this  season,  however." 
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All  About  Airedales 

By  R.  M.  Palmer 


A  Book  of  General  Information 

Valuable  alike  to  dog  lovers  and  owners, 
breeders  and  fanciers.  Illustrated  from 
selected  photographs  of  noted  dogs  and 
rare  scenes.  Interesting  alike  lo  the  nov- 
ice who  is  a  fancier  of  other  breeds  than 
the  Airodale  and  of  particular  interest  to 
the  Airedale  fancier. 

Paper  Bound  $1;  Cloth  Bound  $1.50 


ROD  AND  GUN  IN  CANADA  MAGAZINE 

(Book  Department),  WOODSTOCK,  ONT. 


OUTDOOR  BOOKS 


By  Warren  H.  Miller 


Editor  Field  and  Stream 


The  Outdoorsman's  Handbook 

Everything  for  the  hunter,  wing  shot,  fisherman, 
camper,  canoeist  and  dog  owner,  condensed  into 
compact,  handy  reference  form.  In  canvas  binding, 
$1.50;  with  a  year's  subscription  to  Rod  and  Gun, 
$2.25. 

Camp  Craft 

The  latest  and  best  of  camping  books.  282  pp., 
profusely  illustrated.  All  the  modern  camping 
equipments  that  you  do  not  find  in  earlier  works 
are  described  in  this  work.  Cloth,  $1.50;  with  a 
year's  subscription  to  Rod  and  Gun,  $2.25. 

Rifles  and  Shotguns 

Military  rifle  shooting,  big  game  rules,  and  how  to 
learn  shooting  at  big  game;  sights,  targets,  rifle 
mechanics,  trap-shooting,  wing  shooting,  patterns, 
snap  shooting,  etc.  A  complete  and  authoritative 
work  for  the  big  game  and  feathered  game  hunter. 
Special  chapters  on  the  U.  S.  Springfield.  Cloth, 
$2.00;  with  a  year's  subscription  to  Rod  and  Gun, 
$3.00. 

The  Boys'  Book  of  Hunting  and  Fishing 

With  ten  chapters  on  camping  foT  boys.  How  to 
catch  trout,  bass  and  muscallonge,  and  the  tackle 
to  get  that  a  boy  can  buy.  How  to  learn  wing  shoot- 
ing and  rifle  shooting.  How  to  make  your  own 
camping  outfit.  Cloth,  $1.25;  with  a  year's  sub- 
scription to  Rod  and  Gun,  $2.00. 
The  Boys'  Book  of  Canoeing  and  Sailing 

Has  also  chapters  on  the  motorboat,  besides  many 
on  canoeing,  canoe  cruising;  how  to  build  a  decked 
canvas  sailing  canoe;  boat-building  and  rigging  for 
sail  batteaux,  dories,  skiffs,  duckboats,  catboats 
and  knockabouts.  350  pp.,  127  illustrations.  Cloth, 
$1.25;  with  a  year's  subscription  to  Rod  and  Gun, 
$2.00 

Airedale,  Setter  and  Hound 

With  a  chapter  on  the  pointer  and  Irish  setter. 
All  about  raising  and  training  the  principal  breeds 
of  hunting  dogs.  A  thoroughly  practical  work. 
160  pp.,  50  illustrations.  Paper,  $1.00;  cloth,  $1.75; 
with  a  year's  subscription  to  Rod  and  Gun,  $1.75. 
The  Medicine  Man  in  the  Woods  ,  ' 

A  pamphlet  in  waterproof  packsack  binding,  cover- 
ing emergency,  first  aid  and  woods'  medicine.  50 
cents;  with  a  year's  subscription  to  Rod  and  Gun, 
$1.60. 

SEND  CHECKS  DIRECT  TO 

W.  J.  TAYLOR,  LTD., 
Pub.  Rod  and  Gun  in  Canada,  Woodstock,  Ont. 


Mounted  Moose  Heads 


in    excellent  condition 


Bargain  for  quick  sale.  Box  41,  Rod  and 
Gun,    -    -    WOODSTOCK,  ONTARIO 


Read  This  Great \ 
Dog  Story! 

A  TALE  OF 
THE  NORTHERN  WILDS 

In  the  old  Klondike  gold  rush  days,  Jack, 
a  full  blooded  Airedale  terrier,  followed  his 
master  up  from  The  States,  to  Dyea  and 
Skagway,  to  Dawson — and  to  Nome. 
Up  back  of  Nome  he  died — to  save  the  life 
of  the  master  he  loved. 

This  great  story,  which  will  bring  tears  to 
the  eyes — yet  gladness  to  the  heart,  is  one  of 
the  most  truly  realistic  animal  stories  ever, 
written.  Very  handso- 
mely and  attractively  £ 
bound  in  cloth  and  ex- 
tensively illustrated. 

Get  this  Book?for 
70  cents  or  FREE 
for  one  new^sub- 
scription  to  Rod 
and  Gun.  * 


Just  send  us  one 
New  Subscription 
at  $1.50  for  a  full 
year,  and  we  will 
send  you  as  a  re- 
ward, Absolutely 
Free,  a  copy  of 
THE  STORY  OF  JACK. 


J.  Horace  Lytic 


Sample  copies  and  subscription 
blanks  are  sent  free  on  request. 

WRITE  TO 

PREMIUM  DEPARTMENT 

Rod  and  Gun  in  Canada 

W.  J.  Taylor,  Limited 

WOODSTOCK,  -  ONT. 


740 


ROD  AND  GUN  IN  CANADA 


Read  This  Great  Magazine 

Sports  Afield 

l%e  Greatest  Sportsman's  Magazine 
pubfrshed  this  side  of  the  Line.  Full 
ef  life,  and  vim  and  real  worth.  Our 
contributor*  are  true  outdoor  people — 
obt  illustrations  are  real  stories  of  the 
Oat-of-Doors.il* 


fonths  $O>0.  One"  Year  $2700. 
No  additional  Charge  on  Canadian 
Subscriptions.  Thirty-third  Year  of 
Publication.    Order  Now. 

Sports  Afield  Publishing  Co. 


542  South  Dearborn  St. 


Chicago,  111. 


No  Trouble  to  Prepare 


Reindeer  Coffee 


or 


Reindeer  Cocoa 

Just  Add  Boiling  Water 

Handy  for  home  use,  at  picnics, 
bunting,  fishing  or  camping 

BORDEN  MILK  CO. 

MONTREAL 


Contain 
both 
Milk 
and 
Sugar 


Instructions  for  Net  Making 

Fish  Nets  easily 
made  by  photo- 
graphs and  print- 
ed instructions- 
Send  to  day  and  learn  how.  Price  25c  postpaid. 
W.  E.  CLAYTON  Altoona,  Kansas 


C.  S.  R.  CORPORATION 

140  West  34th  St.  New  York,  N.  Y. 

Importers,  Manufacturers  and  Dealers  in 

Everything  for  and  About  the  Dog 

Special  United  States  Agents 
O.  S.  R.  Pod  REMEDIES 
FRENCH'S    MODERN    DOG  REM  EDI  E8 

VETOL — The   Great  Invigorator. 

KALFOS — The  Bone  Builder. 

RAJAH — The  Powerful  Disinfectant. 

%  Send  for  Catalogue  and  free  copy  Field  and  Fancy, 
the  leading  weekly  on  Dogs. 

C.  S.  R.  CORPORATION 

140  W.  34th  STREET,  NEW  YORK  CITY. 


BEFORE  YOU  DECIDE 

Ion  that  Big  Hunt  for  1919 
drop  us  a  line. 

We  have  cracking  good  deer  hunting  and 
several  other  kinds  of  game  very  conven- 
iently situated,  and  camps  or  house  to  suit 
almost  anyone.  Address: 


LUCKY  CROSS  SUMMER  RESORT 

Box  4,  MAGNET AWAN,  ONT. 


JHay  we  send  you 
this  guide  book? 


An  illustrated  guide  to  points 
of  interest  in  and  around  Buffalo, 
including  Niagara  Falls.  Free 
on  request. 

When  in  Buffalo,  stop  at  the 
Hotel  Lenox,  Buffalo's  ideal 
hotel  for  tourists.  Quietly 
situated,  yet  convenient  to 
theatre,  shopping  and  business 
districts  and  Niagara  Falls 
Boulevard.    First-class  garage. 

European  plan.  Fire" 
proof,  modern.  Un- 
usual cuisine.  Every 
room  an  outside  room. 
$2.00  up . 

On  Empire  Tours. 
Road  map  and 
running  directions 
free. 

G.  A.  MINER 

Managing  Director 
North  St.  at 
Delaware  Ave. 


HOTEL 


B  U  F  FALO  N.Y. 
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HOTEL  DEWEY 

WASHINGTON,  D,  G 

Fourteenth  and  L  Streets 


Within  5  minutes  walk  of  the*  White  House.  A 
hotel  of  distinction.  The  home  of  Senators  and 
others  prominent  in  the  official  life  of  the  Capital. 

Rooms  from  $2  per  day  upwards. 

Excellent  restaurant.  Table  supplied  from  a  famous 
dairy  and  fruit  farm,   the  property  of  the  owner. 


■ 


I 


L  . 


FRyANK  P.  FENWICK 

Booklet  with  pictures  mailed 


I  WILL 
PAY 

the 

following 

prices 

for 


Trappers 


Prime  Raw  Furs 
Well  Handled 


Mink,  $15.00  to  $6.00,  no  less  than  $6.00. 
Coon,  $12.00  to  $3.50,  no  less  than  $3.50. 
Otter,  $40.00  to  $12.00,  no  less  than  $12.00 
Fisher,  $120.00  to  $40.00,  no  less  than  $40.00 
Beaver,  $40.00  to  $12.00,  no  less  than  $12.00 
Weasel,  $3.00  to  75  cents,  no  less  than  75  cents. 
Marten,  $75.00  to  $10.00,  no  less  than  $10.00 
Red  Fox,  $40.00  to  $15.00,  no  less  than  $15.00 
Muskrats,  Western  and  Eastern,  $3  50  to  $1.00. 
Wolf,  $25.00  to  $8.00,  no  less  than  $8.00. 
Cross  Fox,  $125.00  to  $45.00,  no  less  than  $45.00 
Lynx,  $35.00  to  $15.00,  no  less  than  $15.00. 

Trappers,  ship  while  the  price  is  high,  prices 
subject  to  change  without  notice. 

S.  ROBERTS 
531  Manning  Ave., 


Toronto. 


T.  J.  MURPHY  &  SON 

Fur  Dealers  Dept.  R,  Lewiston,  Me.,  U 

Established  1873  Send  for  Price  List 


.S.A. 


FOR  SALE,  WANT  AND 
EXCHANGE  DEPT. 


 " 


Advertisements  will  be 
inserted  in  this  Department 
at  4c.  a  word.  Send  re- 
mittance with  order .  Copy 
should  not  be  later  than 
the  10th  of  the  month. 


ANTIQUE  FIREARMS 


Kentucky  rifles,  flintlock,  pistols,  powder-horns,  swords, 
daggers,  Indian  relics,  coins,  stamp  collections.  Lists 
free.    Antique  Shop,  33  South  18th  St.,  Philadelphia. 

7-TF 


BIRDS  AND  ANIMALS 


FOR  SALE — Best  quality  ranch-raised  mink,  also 
Canada  wild  geese.  Nelson  Waldron,  Tyne  Valley,  Prince 
Edward  Island.  6  6T 

FOR  SALE — Live  male  coyote.  Apply  to  Duncan 
Crawford,  24  Cronyn  St.,  Woodstock,  Ont.  1 1-1T 

FOR  SALE — Domesticated  wild  mallard  Ducks.  The 
best  decoys  known.  $5.00  per  pair  or  $7.00  per  trio,  T.  D. 
Spence,  Charleston,  Ont.  11-3T 

WILD  ANIMALS — Correspondence  solicited  with 
parties  interested  in  Fox  Ranching  or  in  purchasing  or 
selling  stock.    Blake  Vanatter,  Georgetown,  Ont.  J.t.f 


DOGS 


Canuck  Kennels,  Lindsay,  Ont.  Champion  bred 
Airedales,  Irish  (reg.)  Water  Spaniels  and  Foxhounds 
occasionally,  of  select  breeding.  8  TF 

FOR  SALE. — Splendid  Llewellin,  English,  Irish,  Gordon 
setter  pups  and  trained  dogs,  pointers,  spaniels  and  re- 
trievers in  pups  and  trained  dogs.  Enclose  stamp  for 
description.   Thoroughbred  Kennels,  Atlantic,  Iowa.  tf 

THE  BLUE  GRASS  FARM  KENNELS,  OF  BERRY, 
KY.,  offer  for  sale,  Setters  and  Pointers,  Fox  and  Cat 
Hounds,  Wolf  and  Deer  Hounds,  Coon  and  Opposum 
Hounds,  Varmint  and  Rabbit  Hounds,  Bear  ana  Lion 
Hounds,  also  Airedale  terriers.  All  dogs  shipped  on  trial, 
purchaser  to  judge  the  quality,  satisfaction  guaranteed 
or  money  refunded.  Sixty-eight  page  highly  illustrated, 
instructive,  and  interesting  catalogue  for  ten  cents  in 
stamps  or  coin.  5-TF 

FOR  SALE — Airedale  Pups,  registered,  very  choice,  also 
white  and  brown  Ferrets.     C.  A.  Yorke,  Rnscomb,  Ont. 

11-1T 


FOR  SALE — Young  Cocker  Spaniel  dog,  started  on 
birds,  not  gun-shy,  good  house  dog.  Apply  H.  S.  Routley, 
399  Walton  St.,  Peterboro,  Ont.  11-1T 


AMERICAN  FOXHOUNDS— Puppies  for  sale,  out  of 
Champion  Busy  Bee  by  Champion  Vanguard.  Pedigree 
with  each  pup,  may  be  registered,  J.  E.  Keays,  London, 
Ont.  11-1T 


Airedale  Breeders  will  please  note  that  the  well-known 
prize  winning  Airedale  Birchcliffe  selected  is  at  stud  at  the 
Caeophilly  Kennels,  Ridgetown  , Ontario.  For  particulars, 
address  the  owner,  P.  Bawden.  A  few  puppies  about 
ready  to  ship  11-2T 


WANTED— Trained 
Gilmour,  Ontario. 


fox-hound,    bitch.  H. 


Wilcox, 
11-1T. 


FOR  SALE — Trained  and  untrained  Rabbit,  fox  and 
deer  Hounds,  whelped  July  4th.  Only  buyers  need  apply. 
Stamps.    Herman  Fischer,  Waterloo,  Ont.  9-5T. 

THE  HOMESTEAD  KENNELS,  GREENWOOD, 
MISS. — Have  for  Sale  Trained  Hounds,  for  Fox,  and 
Cat,  Wolf  and  Deer,  Coon  and  Oppossum  and  Skunk, 
Squirrels  and  Rabbits,  good  as  live.  Fine  lot  of  young 
dogs.  Trained  dogs  sent  on  15  days  trial.  10  cents 
for  illustrated  catalog.  5-T.F. 


"FIELD  AND  SHOW  DOG" 

With  All  Breed  Directory  Combined. 
Special  Department  on  all  breeds,  especially  Airedale 
terriers  each  month.     The  best  and  most  popular 
Kennel  advertising  medium  in  America. 
Issued  monthly;  Price  $1.00  year,  sample  copy  15c. 
Published  by   JOHN  A.  WHITE  &  SON, 
739  W.  Federal  St,  Youngstown,  Ohio,  U.S.A. 


America's 
Pioneer 
Dog  Medicines 


BOOK  ON 

DOG  DISEASES 
And  How  to  Feed 

Mailed  free  to  any  address  by 
the  Author 

H.  CLAY  GLOVER  CO.,  Inc., 
118  West  31st  Street,  New  York 


ENGINES  AND  LAUNCHES. 


Row  boat  Outboard  motors  and  others  cheap;  also 
reverse  gears,  rear  starters,  magnetos,  etc.  Send  for  list. 
Guarantee  Motor  Co.,  Hamilton,  Canada.  10-TF  • 

FOR  SALE — Marine  Engines,  two  cycle,  two,  three  and 
four  cylinder,  also  2  cylinder  4  cycle.  All  new.  Write  for 
further  particulars  stating  horse  power  required,  to  Box  L. 
ROD  AND  GUN,  Woodstock,  Ont.  TF 

FOR  SALE — 23  ft.  Semi-speed  launch,  beam  4  feet 
3  inches,  finished  ready  for  engine.  This  is  a  new  launch, 
now  ready  for  delivery.  For  further  particulars,  etc., 
write  Box  F.  ROD  AND  GUN,  Woodstock,  Ont.  TF 

GUNS 

YES— I  WILL  TRADE  GUNS— Send  2c  stamp  for 
complete  list  of  second  hand  and  shop-worn  firearms. 
Everything  guaranteed.  Tell  us  what  you  want  in  first 
letter.  Wm.  R.  Burkhard  (Established  in  1855),  143 
East  4th  St,.  St.  Paul,  Minn.  "The  Original  and  Old 
Reliable.*.'  12-TF 

Big  game  ammunition  loaded  to  order.  Progressive 
powders  with  copper  jacketed  bullets.  Henry  Bros.  616 
Cordova,  St.,  East.,  Vancouver,  B.C.  12-6T 

FOR  SALE— One  Ithaca  No.  4.  Single  Barrel  trap 
gun,  latest  model,  12  G.,  36"  barrels,  8  lbs.,  full  choke. 
A  similar  gun  won  the  Grand  American  Handicap,  used 
only  two  months  and  is  like  new.  Write  Geo.  P.  Smith, 
Ayton,  Ont.  11-1T, 


GUN  REPAIRING 

W.  A.  Brock 
we  make  a  specialty  of  Fine  Gun  Work, 
Restocking,   Barrel  Boring,  Stock-Bend- 
ing, Barrel  Browning,  etc. 

All  work  guaranteed. 

A  SNAP  IN  A 

NEW  STANDARD  MARLIN  TRAP  GUN:  12 
guage,  30  in.  barrel,  bored  especially  for  trap  use. 
Selected  English  walnut  stock  and  forearm,  beauti- 
fully polished  and  checkered. 

It's  the  best  trap  gun  made  for  the  man  who 
likes  a  hammer  gun.       Only  $50.00. 

BROCK'S 

The  Sporting  Goods  Store  of  London,  Ont. 
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"FOR  SALE— W.  W.  Greener,  12  G.  Shot  Gun,  Ejector 
)th  barrels  full  choke,  hammerless,  Pistol  Grip,  fitted 
nth  all  of  Greener's  celebrated  improvements.  An  ex- 
jptionally  well  balanced  and  strong  shooting  gun.  In 
jrfect  condition,  fired  less  than  25  shots.  Original  cost 
_  gun  alone  $250.00.  Will  sell  gun  together  with  case, 
reloading  and  cleaning  outfit  and  100  loaded  shells  for 
$200.00  ,a  snap  at  this  price  as  these  guns  have  advanced 
inf  price  50  per  cent,  since  purchased,  good  reasons  for 
sel  ing,  description  guaranteed  or  money  refunded.  James 
Sallows,  Coleridge,  P.O.,  Alberta.  11-1T. 

OLD  COINS 


Artificial  eyes  and  skulls  for  Taxidermists  and  Furriers. 
Oliver  Spanner  &  Co.,  26  Elm  St.,  Toronto.  We  buy  raw 
furs.  3  12T 


We  Buy  and  Sell  Old  Money.  You  may  have  valuable 
coins  and  not  know  it.  Get  posted.  Send  foe  FREE 
Circulars  at  once.    Clarke  Coin  Co.,  Dept  3,  LeRoy,  N.Y. 

10-2T. 

SPECIALS 

FOR  SALE — Set  of  Electric  automobile  lamps,  two  side 
and  one  tail.  Never  been  used.  Box  L,  ROD  AND  GUN 
Woodstock,  Ontario.  TF 

Leaf  Tobacco  for  chewing  and  smoking;  pure,  naturally 
cured  Kentucky  Burley  of  finest  quality  and  flavour.  Sel- 
ected. $2.00  per  pound-package,  postpaid.  Hubert 
Hutton,  Berry,  Ky..  U.S.A.  *  10-T.F. 


Asthma  Sufferers,  Attention!  If  you  suffer  with  asthma 
send  me  vour  address.    O.  P.  Thomas,  Brockton,  Mass. 

11-1T. 

MARRY  IF  LONELY;  for  results,  try  me;  best  and 
most  successful  "Home  Maker";  hundreds  rich  wish 
marriage  soon;  strictly  confidential;  most  reliable;  years 
of  experience;  descriptions  free.  The  Successful  Club," 
Box  556,  Oakland,  Calif.  11-1T. 


Guaranteed  Germinable  Wild  Rice  Seed!  Write  Robert 
Campbell,  Keene,  Ont.  11-3T. 

TRAPPERS'  POISON 

Goes'  Liquid  Poison  Capsules  kill  fur  animals  on  spot. 
Goes'  Luring  Bait  attracts  them.  Fourteenth  season  in 
market  and  used  with  excellent  results.  First  class 
testimonials.  Write  for  free  circulars  and  mention  this 
paper.    Edmund  Goes,  Milwaukee,  Wis.,  Station  C.  1 1-1T. 

TRAPPERS — Get  a  Free  Copy  of  the  64-page  guide, 
'Trapping  Tricks."    Shows  photograph  illustrations  of 
sets  and  animal  catches.    Triumph  Trap  Co.,  Dept.  H. 
Oneida,  N.  Y.  11-2T. 

SUBSCRIBE  FOR  YOUR  U.  S.  MAGAZINES 
THROUGH  THEO.  A.  HOMAN,  WILKES-BARRE, 
PA.    "HE  PAYS  THE  POSTAGE.    GET  HIS  RATES." 

11-2T. 

TRAPPERS — Send  for  my  printed  instructions  "How 
to  Successfully  Trap  Muskrats  Under  the  Ice  in  Winter."' 
It  explains- four  successful  methods  in  such  a  manner  that 
any  man  or  boy  can  understand  and  use  with  good  success. 
This  explains  the  secret  how  old  veteran  trappers  make 
such  enormous  rat  catches  yearly.  Price  60c.  A.  E. 
Schmidt,  Box  475,  Valley  City,  N.  Dakota.  11-2T. 

Tan  your  light  furs  soft  as  a  glove  and  almost  untear- 
able.  Formula  and  instructions  one  dollar.  H.  J.  Lucas, 
Box  154,  Gait,  Ont.  .  11-1T. 

WANTED — Experienced  trapper  to  go  in  partner- 
ship for  winter  and  spring  months.  For  particulars 
write  Box  366,  Rod  and  Gun  in  Canada,  Woodstock, 
Ontario.  ,  11 -IT. 


FOR  SALE — Best  Island  in  Rice  Lake  for  duck  shooting. 
Byss  and  Lunge  fishing.  Immediate  possession.  R.  E. 
Axton,  Paris,  Ont.  11-1T. 

FOR  SALE— One  Goldberg  display  fixture.  Metal 
frame  with  12  display  wings  18  ft.x  36  ft.  Worth  $70.00. 
For  quick  sale  $30.00.  Apply  Box  400,  Rod  and  Gun, 
Woodstock,  Ont.  10-TF. 


FP7FMA  PSORIASIS  g°itre-  tetter,  old  sores, 
CVs/JClVlA,  rOUIYlAOlO,  catarrh,  dandruff,  rheu- 
matism, piles,  cured  or  no  charge.  Write  for  particulars. 
Kczema  Remedy,  Co.,  Dept.  R.  G.,  Hot  Springs,  Ark., 
HJ.  S.  A. 

TAXIDERMY  AND  TANNING 

FOR  SALE — Moose  Head,  fine  specimen  exceIIent_con- 
dition.  Apply  Box  L.,  ROD  AND  GUN.  Woodstock, 
Ont.  TF 


Hunting  and  Fishing 
Preserve 

5,000  acres  of  finest  game  and  fishing  country,  within 
100  miles  of  Toronto.  Well  wooded  with  Beech, 
Maple,  Oak,  Ash,  Pine  and  Spruce.  Has  one  lake  mile 
long  by  half  mile  wide  alive  with  Bass.  Four  smaller 
lakes  with  Brook  Trout.  Brook  Trout  stream  runs 
for  four  miles  through  property.  Excellent  fishing. 
Game,  Rabbits,  Partridge,  Musk-rats,  Mink,  Otter, 
Beaver  and  plenty  of  Deer.  Ideal  camp  site  on  smaller 
lake.  Taxes  merely  nominal.  One  of  the  most  ideal 
fishing  and  game  properties  in  Ontario.  Now  offered 
at  $6.00  an  "acre  en  bloc.  , 

N.  H.  Wilson     69  Bay  St.,  Toronto 


|Mink,Skunk,"CoonJ,,Rabbits,ete^ 

with 


n 


A  Dime 


brings  Illustrated  Trappers' 
Guide.  It  tells  how.  Giving 
the  first  time  in  print  the  treasured  secrets  of 
trie  wisest  old  trappers  in  this  country,  it's 
worth  dollars  to  you. 

TRAPPERS' 

BOXC     -      -  • 


SUPPLY  CO. 

OAK  PARK,  ILL. 


Songs  of  Forest 
and  Stream 


—By  C.  T.  EASTON 

A  Fine  Little  Collection  oj  Poems 
for  the  Nature  Lover  and  Sports- 
man, Including  the  Following  : 

The  Trout  Stream;  Lines  on  a  Mayflow- 
er; The  Fisherman's  Dream;  A  Morn- 
ing's Walk;  Winter;  The  Sanctuary; 
The  Last  of  the  Buffaloes;  A  Nimrod; 
Hunting  the  Moose;  A  Summer  Morn- 
ing; In  Arcady;  Wanderlust  j  The  Full- 
ness of  Joy;  Halcyon  Days;  Plovers; 
The  Death  of  Summer;  A  Flower  of 
the  Wild;  Pontiac's  Speech. 

Neatly  bound  and  moderately  priced 
at  15c  a  copy.  Orders  received  and 
given'  prompt  attention  by  the  publish- 
ers. 


W.  J.  TAYLOR,  LIMITED 
Woodstock,  Ont. 
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LET  US  HELP  YOU 

The  success  of  your  trapping  season  depends  on 
your  starting  out  right — your  catch  will  depend 
largely  on  your  equipment. 

Get  Our  Big  Free  Catalogue 

of  Traps,  Guns,  Supplies,  etc. 

It  is  full  of  information  you  need  in  your  trapping 
and  hunting.  We  will  gladly  mail  you  a  copy  on 
request,  also  a  copy  of  "Trappers'  Tricks,"  a 
booklet  that  will  be  worth  many  dollars  to  you. 
Sent  absolutely  free. 

SPANNERS  ANIMAL  LURE 
______________________ _ — — 

Will  help  you  trap  twice  as  many  pelts  as^you  can  without  it. 
They  can't  resist  this  lure  but  will  come  right  to  it.  1  bottle 
80c,  2  bottles  $1.50,  6  bottles  $4.00.  This  lure  will  pile  your 
profits  up  for  you. 

We  Buy  Your  Raw  Furs 


We  want  your  Raw  Furs  and  will  pay  you  the  highest  market 
prices,  and  give  the  fairest  grading. 


Oliver  Spanner  &  Co. 
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Life-Like,  Lasting  Taxidermy 

Let  me  model  your  Game  Head  or  other 
specimen,  make  your  rugs,  etc.  true  to  their 
original  size  and.  life  like  natural  appearance  by 
the  only  scientific  method  of  real  Taxidermy. 
A  TROPHY  WORTH  SAVING  IS  WORTHY 
OF  THE  BEST  WORK.  I  use  no  potter's  clay, 
paper  mache,  plaster  of  paris  or  cast  stock  forms 
of  any  kind  that  I  would  have  to  cut  your  skins 
down  to  fit.  Immediate  attention  and  prompt 
delivery  guaranteed.  My  Show  Rooms  and  Studio 
are  open  every  working  day  of  the  year,  mounting 
all  kinds  of  game  heads  from  all  over  Canada, 
and  U.  S.  A.  Largest  and  most  complete  in 
Canada.  Come  and  see  me  any  day.  References  on  request.  My  satisfied 
customers  are  everywhere  in  Canada  and  U.S.A. 

My  SPORTSMAN'S  GUIDE  and  Shipping  Tags  and  any  information 
you  wish  is  free  on  request. 

Large  newly  mounted  Moose,  Elk,  R.M.  Sheep  and  Deer  Heads  for  sale. 


EDWIN  DIXON 


UNIONVILLE,  ONTARIO 
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CLARK'S 
PREPARED  FOODS 

Please  remember  Mr.  Canadian  Sportsman  that  Clark's 


can  give  you  the  finest  selection  of  Canned  Foods  for 
Camp  use  and  that  they  are 

MADE  IN  CANADA 

Corned  Beef,  Roast  Beef,.  Roast  Mutton,  Loaf  Meats, 
Cooked  Tripe,  Beefsteak  and  Onions,  Stewed  Kidney, 
Ox  and  Lunch  Tongues,  Potted  Meats,  Concentrated 


Soups,  Pork  and  Beans,  Peanut  Butter,  Tomato  Ketchup,  Spaghetti 
with  Tomato  Sauce  and  Cheese,  Canadian  Boiled  Dinner,  etc.,  etc. 

PERFECTLY  COOKED  AND  READY  TO  SERVE 
YOUR  GROCER  HAS  THEM  INSIST  ON  CLARK'S 

W.  CLARK,  LIMITED,  MONTREAL 
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SMOKE 


TOBACCO 


Outdoors  or  indoors, 
its  pronounced  but 
pleasing  aroma 
gives  the  consumer 
a  real  treat 


SOLD  EVERYWHERE  20c  A  TIN 


" After  a  bit  the  big  white  demon  floated  up  to  a 
near  by  stub  and  sat  there  and  watched." 

W.J.T/tt-iSR,  CD.  Publisher.  M^sfoekOnL 


"Feeling  Fit" 

after  a  good  night's  sleep  in  a 

"Woods  Arctic  Eiderdown  Robe" 

Makes  Your  Fall  Hunt  a  Success 

Arctic  Robes  are  Light — Warm — Sanitary — Easy  to  Pack 

Last  a  Lifetime 

SOLE  MANUFACTURERS 

Woods  Manufacturing  Co. 

OTTAWA 

BOOKLETS  ON  REQUEST 


Be  a  Canadian  by 
indulging  in  the 
truly  Canadian  sport 
of  Tobogganing  with  a 

DEAN 

"CANADIAN  MAUD**  TOBOGGAN 

Made  from  first  grade  materials — 3  half  round  runners. 
Prices:  8  ft.  $8.00— sizes  6  ft.  to  14  ft.  $1.00  per  foot. 
Special  steel  runners  $4.00  extra.  We  pay  all  delivery 
charges.  Special  children's  " Canadian  Maid"  toboggan, 
5  ft.  $3.50.    Write  or  phone. 

WALTER  DEAN  CANOE  &  BOAT  CO. 

Ft.  of  York  St.  Adel.  1614  Toronto 

DEALERS — Attractive  proposition  offered  to  dealers. 
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Last  Summer 


■MlifMMiH-ViaBBBa 


Steel  Fishing  Rods 

will  be  ready  for  you.  The  up-to-date  fisherman,  who  wants  the  best  there  is  in  tackle,  gets 
"Bristol"  and  Meek.  You^want  the  rod  of  super-strength  and  pliancy,  the  reel  of  super- 
accuracy. 

Say,  what  if  your  wife  should  get  you  "Bristol"  and  Meek  for  a  Christmas  present?  Wouldn't 
that  make  you  love  her  a  little  bit  more?    It's  just  like  a  woman  to  be  so  thoughtful. 

Perhaps  you  are  already  equipped  for  next  Summer's  fishing,  But  youctackle  needs  some  re- 
pairs. Send  it  in  to  us  during  the  winter  months,  when  immediate  attention  may  be  given  it. 
Don't  wait  until  Spring  to  order  repairs  or  buy  tackle. 

When  you  want  "Bristol"  Rods  and  Meek  or  Blue  Grass  Reels,  we  recommend  that  you  buy 
of  your  sporting  goods  dealer,  but  if  he  ca&not  supply  you,  or  doesn't  seem  anxious  to  do  so, 
we  will  equip  you  at  catalog  prices.  Accept  eo  substitutes.  "Bristol"  and  Meek  illustrated 
catalog,  mailed  free  on  request,  will  show  you  there's  nothing  as  good. 

The  Horton  Manufacturing  Co.,  32  Horton  street  Bristol,  Conn. 

Pacific  Coast  Branch:  The  Phil.  B.  Bekeart  Company,  717  Market  St.,  San  Francisco,  Cal. 


Remember  how  you  got  up  in  the  half-light  of  the  early  morning,  went  out  on  the  misty  lake 
and  heard  the  "plop"  and  "splash"  of  the  hungry  bass?  Remember  the  thrill  you  got  in  the 
first  "strike,"  the  vibrations  that  came  along  line  and  rod  like  electric  currents  from  a  living 

dynamo? 

Great,  wasn't  it?  Didn't  you  feel  bully  when  the  bronze-backed  beauty  was  YOURS— a  prize  [ 
worth  winning?    Going  out  again  next  Summer?    Right-o!    Another  treat  in  store  for  you. 

E  Kand-BIue-GrSs^REKDS. 
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A  Naturalist's  Christmas  Day 

BONNYCASTLE  DALE 


IF  any  of  my  readers  in  Ontario, 
to  whom  J  wish  A  MERRY 
CHRISTMAS,  expect  to  find  ice 
and  snow  in  my  story  they  will  have 
to  look  out  of  their  own  windows  for 
it,  and  in  other  writer's  yarns  in 
Rod  and  Gun,  for  there  is  not  enough 

here  to  make  one  wee  snowball.  

There  was  a  heavy  tide  running  up 
the  Gulf  of  Georgia  this  Christmas 
morning  as  Laddie  Jr.  and  I  pushed 4 
the  bow  of  our  Rice  Lake  canoe  out 
into  the  seething  current.  There  had 
been  wild  winds  off  the  Pacific  for 
three  days,  the  last  gust  a  bit  more 
vigorous  than  the  other  had  blown 
some  eighty  miles  per  hour,  and  the 
giant  Douglass  firs  lay  like  matches 
in  a  row.  One  loggers  camp  up  the 
outside  coast  caught  a  great  three 
hundred  foot  tree  fair  along  the  ridge- 
pole, the  seven  foot  body,  twenty  feet 
up  the  trunk;  buried  the  long  table 


and  contents  neatly  and  jumped  the 
men  out  of  the  side  bunks  like  peas  in 
a  pan — all  uninjured.  All  the  rushing 
tides  were  logburdened  from  broken 
open  rafts — and  many  a  dory  and 
sloop  did  we  see  afloat — Alas!  some 
were  fathoms  down,  crews  and  all — 
Still  the  glad  Christmas  sun  shone  as 
if  made  only  for  the  pleasure  of  us 
two  lonely  ones  in  this  great  green 
scene — the  only  snow  was  on  the 
tops  of  the  far  off  coast  range  and  the 
distant  Olympics  to  the  south. 

We  paddled  hard — watching  mean- 
while a  cruiser  gasoline  boat  coming 
down  from  Alaska — we  were  in 
sheltered  waters,  she  far  out  in  the 
gulf.  She  was  painted  white  above 
with  a  red  bottom. 

"Say!  I  can  see  as  much  red  as 
white — can't  you!"  bawled  the  boy. 

It  was  a  wild  glorious  ride  they 
were  having,  the  waves  were  long 
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all  this  riot  of  wild  green 
luxuriant  —  summer-like 
growth  that  we  do 
pass  


whitecrested  rollers,  fifteen  feet  to 
their  creamy  tops  and  fully  two 
hundred  feet  long — she  bucked  these 
as  a  horse  runs  away  up  a  hill,  and 
dashed  down  them  as  one  of  our 
tobogganists  takes  a  shute — just  here 
we  met  a  "run  out"— swift  and  deep, 
and  it  took  all  our  skill  to  force 
through  it  and  the  lean,  arching, 
hungry  waves  of  the  "tide  rip"  which 
followed. 

"Creak — crush — scratch"  went  our 

glad  bow  ashore  on  the  long  sandpit 

where  the  piglike  wallows  showed 
where  the  harbour  seals  had  basked 
and  played  yesterday.  With  a  rush 
the  boy  headed  off  a  youngster — a 
late  fall  pup,  while  I  frantically  made 
motions  with  the  camera,  some  of 
which  were  right.  We  have  been 
deeply  interested  to  meet  these  fish 
eaters  at  night  in  the  dark,  the  pup 
is,  always  extra  inquisitive  and  both 
it  and  the  mother  drift  along  the 
tide  runnels  close  behind  the  canoe — 
looking  for  all  the  world  in  the 
moon's  glare  like  a  wrinkled  old  man 
and  a  baby — suddenly 
there  comes  a  mighty 
"whack"  and  the  big 
hind  flippers  and  tail 
hit  the  water  a  sounding 
blow — and  the  two  have 
disappeared. 

"And  that's  a  good 
blanket  too,"  said  the  lad, 
as  we  passed  beneath  the 
branches  of  a  huge  hem- 
lock used  for  holding  the 
carved  mortuary  box  of 
some  dead  Coast  Indian, 
it  was  roped  and  swath- 
ed in  native  method,  and 
was  a  silent  reminder  in 


We  were  "kitchen- 
midden"  hunting.  The 
only  relics  jof  some  of 
the  long  lost  peoples  who 
lived  and  died  on  this 
coast  are  the  shells  of 
the  shellfish  they  have 
eaten,  left  in  piles  called 
Kitchenmiddens,  and  the 
very  few  bone  or  iron  or 
copper  tools  they  have  left. 

"Looks  like  a  river  of  shells?"  said 
Laddie  Jr.  as  we  walked  along  the 
long  embankment  of  shells  that  edged 
a  field  for  fully  a  quarter,  of  a  mile. 

For  stretches  of  fully  a  hundred 
yards  piles  of  shells,  twice  the  lad's 
height,  formed  the  outer  bank  of  the 
field,  along  the  beach,  and  these  were 
deep  into  the  earth  too.  I  pictured  a 
place  ten  feet  high  and  many  feet 
deep  of  clam  and  mussel,  cockle  and 
giant  clam.  Laddie  Jr.  dug  into  these 
until  streams  of  clattering  shells 
descended  many  feet  wide.  The 
greatest  number  were  clam  shells;  but 
^s  we  dug  into  the  shifting  mass  long 
stratas  of  sea  urchin  shells  were  ex- 
posed, these  dissolved  into  so  much 
dust,  then  came  layers  of  salmon 
bones,  the  whole  bone  perfect — the 
boy  lifted  a  long  piece  by  sliding  his 
hand  under  it;  and  on  a  hint  from  me 
blew  on  it;  the  entire  section  fled 
away  before  his  breath  like  frost 
before  the  sun;  ages  old  no  doubt. 
We   wondered     this    bright  warm 
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Christmas  day,  while  your  christian 
children  were  playing  with  civilized 
toys,  what  manner  of  wee  kiddies 
played  with  the  rudely  carved  deer 
bones  we  found  far  down  in  the  pile? 
or  what  Indian  woman  fashioned 
what  kind  of  clothes  with  the  rude 
bone  needle  we  picked  up? 

You  know  it  did  not  seem  a  bit 
like  Christmas  to  us,  this  delving  into 
an  unknown  past,  but  we  were  camp- 
ing in  a  lonely  spot  and  there  seemed 
to  be  no  use  staying  in  the  damp 
tent  to  celebrate  the  day  of  His 
birth.  In  fact  we  were  mighty  short 
f  all  that  makes  to  remind  one  of 
he  glad  day — when  we  feed  much 
more  than  we  worship. 

"Oh!  hurrah!  for  the  Pin  Cushion!" 
shouted  the  happy  boy  as  he  grabbed 
a  huge  Sea  Urchin  from  the  lowering 
tide  line,  "Nice  soft  juicy  thing  for  an 
Indian  boy's  Christmas  dinner  eh! 
oh!"  he  laughed.  It  was  a  big  limey 
shell  all  covered  with  long  move- 
able spines,  like  a  thousand  spears  on 
a  round  water  fort,  why  this  animal 
wears  its  skeleton  outside  and  only 
uses  its  spearlike  spines  to  wave  a 
bit  is  beyond  us  all.  Its  feeding 
mouth  has  five  long  teeth  protruding 
and  many  a  fishing  tentacle — and  the 
whole  thing  beautifully  colored  green 
or  brown  or  reddish  or  purple,  one 
of  the  widely  scattered  wonders  of 
the  seashore. 

There  had  been  heavy  frosts  all 
over  these  great  sea  beaches  lately 
and  some  weird  results  were  theVe. 
We  think  we  are  most  fortunate  in  ar- 
riving at  just  the  right  moment  to  see 
just  how  a  colony  of  clams  lives  under 
the  sand.  We  are  all  intere-sted  in 
clam  broth  or  clam  bakes  and  the 
dull  looking  shellfish  does  not  usually 
make  us  sit  up  and  wonder  about  it- 
Yet  I  have  known  them  beat  Laddie 
Jr.  digging  down  into  the  sand,  time 
after  time — they  would  hear  his 
none  too  small  feet  coming  by  the 
vibrations  cast  ahead  in  the  sand,  and 
the  suction  foot  would  get  to  work 
drawing  them  down  faster  than  a 
boy  could  dig.  A  raccoon  can  usually 
scratch  a  few  up  out  of  many,  as 
they  live  upon  them  all  along  this 
coast,  you  can  see  the  big  flat  palm 
of  the  hind  feet  of  the  coon  pressed 


into  the  wet  sands  everywhere.  "Oh 
Joy!"  squealed  the  boy  "Come  here 
— come  a  running." 

I  ambled  over — you  can  hardly 
call  my  best  a  run  now-a-days,  and 
a  sight  of  wonder  met  my  eyes;  such 
as  a  naturalist  has  seldom  gazed 
upon.  The  very  heavy  frost  of  last 
night  had  frdzen  the  exposed  tidal 
sands  down  for  a  distance  of  fully  a 
foot.  In  that  chilled  space  all  the 
shellfish  perished.  Then  along  came 
the  good  old  sun  and  melted  the 
frost,  the  tide  ran  in  and  washed 
away  the  melted  sand  and  lo!  ten 
thousand  clams  were  exposed — killed 
insitu,  dead  in  the  actual  positions 
of  their  everyday  life.  As  far  as  the 
eye  could  reach,  the  sands  were 
dotted  with  dead  colonies  of  shell- 
fish, some  were  in  digging  positions, 
others  had  been  feeding,  some  neigh- 
bors had  evidently  been  holding  a 
ChrMmas  Eve  gossip  and  got  vit 
hard.  In  many  the  abductor  muscle, 
which  hold  the  shells  tight  together, 
had  relaxed,  and  these  were  true 
dead  shellfish  with  their  shells  gaping 
but  the  colonies  as  a  whole  looked 
like  live  clams. 

We  sat  down  to  our  frugal  Christ- 
mas luncheon,  a  couple  of  cold  boiled 
crabs  with  bread  and  a  nice  wee  bit 
of  shortbread  a  dear  old  Scotch  lady 
had  sent  me — Laddie  assures  me  it 
was  sent  to  him,  but  possession  is 
nine  points  of  the  law  and  I  opened 
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the  package  the  moment  the  Indian 
handed  me  my  mail.  I  can  smell 
goodies  through  many  covers. 

"Someone's  tslegraphed!"  said  the 
boy  between  mouthfulls — truly  the 
news  of  the  great  Christmas  day  feed 
had  spread,  and  hoarse  black  ravens 
were  flapping  down  onto  the  sands 
near  us  in  numbers,  great  flocks  of 
crows  were  coming  from  every  direc- 
tion. A  private  message  had  evid- 
ently gone  to  the  gulls — as  a  perfect 
snowstorm  of  Glacous  winged  gulls 
were  speeding  towards  the  luscious 
feast.  A  lone  fish  hawk  sailed  in  on 
great  pinions,  and  two  eagles  came 
along— telling  all  and  sundry  by  sharp 
whistles  to  leave  lots  of  room  for 
them — and  they  took  it  the  moment 
they  landed  too. 

"Look  at  that  fool!"  laughed  the 
boy— a  raven  had  gone  below  the 
frost  line  and  snatched  a  big  live 
cockle  up — up  flew  the  bird  and  down 
fell  the  cockle  on  the  sand — evidently 
this  agreed  with  it  for  the  raven 
gave  it  another  air  flight  and  dropped 
it  again ;  as  it  was  used  to  doing  on  the 
rocks  elsewhere.  This  only  fresh- 
ened up  the  shellfish  and  sixteen  times 
more  the  foolish  bird  sought  to  break 
open  that  firm  shell  on  the  soft  wet 


yielding  sand — then  it  gave  it  up — 
with  a  foolish  side  hop  or  two,  then 
an  eagle  tried  its  hand,  no  better 
results  after  a  few  more  return  trips; 
and  at  last  reports  the  cockle  was 
snuggling  down  in  the  sand  waiting 
for  the  next  tide. 

A  tremendous,  black  cloud  brought 
over  a  flood  of  rain  and  we  hid  under 
the  canoe,  then  rat-tat-tat  beat  the 
hail  down  upon  us — far  out  in  the 
bay  we  could  hear  the  great  flock 
of  feeding  wild  ducks  rise  with  a 
noise  like  thunder  as  the  big  hail 
stones  struck  them — away  off  to  the 
east,  over  the  Gulf,  the  storm  sped 
and  the  big  pale  sun  over  Vancouver 
Island  made  a  bow  in  the  clouds,  a 
rainbow  of  promise  and  we  remem- 
bered the  words — as  we  peeped  out 
from  beneath  the  canoe — "While  the 
earth  remaineth,  seed  time  and  har- 
vest, summer  and  winter,  day  and 
night,  cold  and  heat  shall  not  cease," 
and  we  took  the  gleaming  arch  for  a 
renewal  of  the  promise — even  though 
the  world  rocked  beneath  the  horrors 
of  war — To  add  to  the  beauty  of  the 
scene  the  great  black  weaving  flock 
of  wild  ducks  flew  off  over  the  Gulf  - 
right  through  the  shining  glories  of 
the  wondrous  bow  that .  rested  with 
both  feet  on  the  heaving  waters  of 
the  Gulf. 

We  arrived  back  at  the  little  tent 
on  the  sandspit  tired  and  hungry — 
The  arrow-pointed  hoof  marks  of  a 
deer  showed  where  a  blacktail  had 
nibbled  up  the  fragments  of  salt  and 
bread  from  our  last  meal  near  the 
door. 

"Let's  order  turkey  and  plum- 
pudding;  and  say!  a  bit  of  candy," 
suggested  the  boy  in  mournful  tones 
(I  had  filled  his  stocking  with  a  few 
small  things  that  morning  but  they  had 
all  disappeared  down  that  great  food 
gulph  of  his)  I  stumbled  over  some 
hard  things  as  I  reached  into  the  tent 
to  light  the  lantern — "Hurray  and 
Hurrah,"  bawled  the  big  boy  in  my 
ear  "the  mail's  come  and  all  our 
packages,"  How  we  blessed  that 
Indian,  even  if  he  was  paid  to  "get 
our  stuff  up  he  need  not  do  it  on 
Christmas — then  we  remembered  he 
did  not  know  of  the  good  day — His 
manitou  was  a  big  Killer  Whale  that 
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lived  in  the  Gulf,  so  we  rejoiced  that 
we  were  of  a  civilized  nation  and  that 
this  day  was  almost  universally  held 
— I  delivered  quite  a  lecture  to 
Laddie  about  it  while  I  was  heating 
the  good  things  for  the  evening 
dinner — Yes!   and   I  continued  the 


lecture  while  we  were  seated  around 
the  low  table — a  perfectly  good  lec- 
ture too — until  I  discovered  that  the 
boy  was  getting  at  least  two  thirds 
of  all  the  goodies  our  friends  had  sent 
up — then  I  fell  to — so  Merry  Christ- 
mas is  all  I  have  time  for  now. 
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"Klahowya,"  I  responded  genially 
as  he  stalked  majestically  into  the 
tent.  Perhaps  I  should  have  been 
awed  by  his  greatness,  for  he  was 
really  a  great  chief,  and  had  won  his 
greatness  by  a  very  cruel  custom 
which,  I  am  glad  to  say,  is  now  done 
away  with.  In  Jackson's  youth  if  a 
tribesman  died  and  left  children 
unprovided  for,  his  klootchman  went 
back  to  her  people.  If  the  tribe  did 
not  put  up  money  for  their  support, 
the  children,  if  boys,  became  slaves, 
and  four  of  these  innocents  were 
blindfolded,  their  hands  tied  behind 
their  fracks,  and  they  were  made  to 
kneel  on  the  four  corners  of  the  place 
of  worship.  The  chief  then  stuck 
them  in  the  back,  between  the 
shoulders,  and  let  the  blood  run  down 
onto  the  four  corners  of  the  building. 
When  he  did  this,  if  the  chief  were 
opulent,  he  was  allowed  to  take  a 
white  man's  name.  Chief  Kicking 
Horse  had  killed  his  four  boy  slaves, 
so  he  took  the  name  of  Jackson. 
This  honor,  however,  was  now  sur- 
passed by  the  intellectual  status  he 
received  through  wearing  the  white 
man's  glasses  on  his  nose. 

He  now  solemnly  informed  me 
that  he  was  ready  to  give  a  great  pot- 
latch.  His  Indians  were  scouring 
the  country  for  miles  to  gather  in  the 


scattered  tribes,  and  they  were  gather- 
ing along  the  river,  camping  with 
their  papooses  and  dogs  until  the 
first  great  day  arrived.  The  pot- 
latch  would  begin  in  three  suns  and 
four  moons.  He  was  a  hyas  tyee, 
a  great  chief,  and  it  would  be  a 
hyas  potlatch.  There  would  be  hyiu 
tilicum,  many  people,  and  hyiu  muck- 
amuck,  plenty  to  eat.  His  heart 
would  be  glad  if  his  friend,  the 
King  George  man,  would  come  and 
dance  and  eat. 

"Hyas  Tyee,"  said  I,  "I  thank  you. 
I  will  be  there." 

He  then  stalked  majestically  out, 
without  further  speech.  My  partner, 
Sam,  he  noticed  not  at  all.  I  think 
he  felt  that  all  the  time  Sam  was 
laughing  at  him. 

"Farewell,  old  top,"  Sam  flung 
after  him,  and  though  the  tone  was 
sotto  voce,  I  think  Jackson,  with  the 
trained  ears  of  the  Indian  hunter, 
heard  and  laid  it  up  against  him. 

Sam,  I  knew,  suspected  a  secret  in 
me,  but  had  he  known  that  that 
secret  lay  in  the  breast  of  the  red  man, 
and  not  in  mine,  he  would  have  turned 
himself  inside  out  to  rget  into  the 
graces  of  the  old  Indian  chief,  and 
not  have  bothered  looking  through 
my  trunk  and  belongings  to  find 
some  chart  or  secret  map,  for  this* 
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I  felt,  was  what  he  was  after  when, 
on  different  occasions,  I  found  him . 
rummaging  through  my  things.  As 
he  never  stole  anything,  however,  I 
let  well  enough  alone,  and  we  worked 
along  very  well  together. 

CHAPTER  IV. 

Hummingbird. 

The  next  day  Sam  and  I  went 
back  to  our  washing,  our  meat  hung 
from  a  convenient  tree  where  we 
could  slice  it  at  will  and  it  would 
be  safe  from  marauding  wolves. 
About  ten  o'clock  we  were  startled 
by  the  sound  of  dogs  barking  in  the 
trees  across  the  ravine,  and  suddenly 
a  pack  of  starved  Indian  curs  dashed 
across  and  made  for  our  tent,  drawn, 
I  suppose,  by  the  smell  of  moosemeat 
around  the  camp.  Sam  and  I  started 
for  our  guns,  but  the  snarling  beasts 
made  to  spring  as  we  moved.  Their 
ugly  lips  were  drawn  back  over  their 
yellow  tusks,  and  we  kept  them  at 
bay  only  as  we  stood  perfectly  still 
and  looked  them  in  the  eyes.  We 
noticed  to  our  chagrin  that  we  had 
left  a  box  on  which  we  washed  right 
under  the  hind  quarters  of  moose 
meat,  and  the  dogs  by  springing  onto 
the  box  could  easily  tear  the  meat 
from  the  limb  of  the  tree.  We  dared 
not  move,  and  there  we  stood,  para- 
lyzed to  all  appearances,  and  holding 
our  pans  of  paydirt  with  the  gold 
dust  sifted  here  and  there.  For 
some  minutes  we  stood  there,  waging 
a  mute  tug  of  war  against  those 
mangy  curs,  but  the  minutes  seemed 
more  like  hours.  At  last,  in  spite  of 
our  attitude,  the  dogs  began  to 
creep  stealthily  forward,  like  slinking 
wolves,  snarling  down  in  their  ugly 
throats. 

"Down!"  I  commanded,  but  my 
strange  tones  seemed  to  infuriate 
them. 

The  hideous  snarls,  which  I  can 
only  connect  with  hell-dogs,  rasped 
from  their  ragged  throats,  and  I 
began  to  feel  their  fangs  in  my  creep- 
ing flesh,  and  to  wonder  how  long 
before  they  would  be  on  me,  when  a 
movement  at  the  edge  of  the  wood 
caught  my  eye  and  held  it. 

"Agh!  klatawa!  off  with  you,"  came 


the  command  as  a  rawhide  whip 
cracked  in  the  air.  The  dogs  crouch- 
ed, though  still  snarling,  and  a  girl  of 
eighteen  summers  came  running  like 
a  hare  across  the  ravine.  She  was 
brown  and  straight  as  a  willow,  and 
her  face  seemed  to  be  cast  more  in  the 
mould  of  an  Egyptian  princess  than 
in  the  mould  of  the  dull  faces  on  the 
klootchmen  I  had  seen.  Her  eyes, 
large,  brown,  sombre  were  glorious, 
and  the  Egyptian  effect  was  enhanced 
by  a  broad  band  of  finely- wrought 
beadwork  around  her  forehead,  which 
held  in  place  two  long  plaits  of  raven 
hair.  The  two  braids  fell  over  her 
shoulders  as  she  ran,  and  I  noticed 
that  the  ends  were  caught  with  two 
broad  circles  of  beadwork.  * 

"Anah,"  she  exclaimed  as  she 
neared  the  dogs.  "Klatawa!  Away 
with  you!    Be  off!" 

She  advanced  to  the  leader  of  the 
pack,  an  old  mangy  brute  with  half 
an  ear  gone,  and  a  cross  between 
sl  mongrel  and  a  wolf,  and  fearlessly 
she  brought  the  whip  down  on  his 
cringing  back.  ^ 

"Mahkh!"  she  commanded  again, 
"be  off!"  and  the  dogs  slunk  whim- 
pering back  to  cover. 

The  girl,  stood  looking  shyly  at  us 
and  the  meat  slung  from  the  bough. 
I  think  she  was  really  hungry.  She 
was,  I  gathered,  one  of  a  visiting 
tribe  camping  in  the  woods  until 
the  great  potlatch  began.  The  foot- 
prints along  the  river,  which  we  had 
noticed  on  our  return  from  the  moose- 
hunt,  doubtless  were  made  by  this 
tribe. 

"Fair  damsel."  said  Sam,  glancing 
at  the  round  brown  legs  which 
showed  bare  from  her  short  buck- 
skin skirt  to  the  tops  of  her  laced 
moccasins,  "will  you  accept  a  haunch 
of  meat  with  our  heart-felt  gratitude?' 
He  prostrated  himself  in  a  Louis 
Quatorze  bow  as  he  awaited  her 
answer. 

"Anah,"  she  exclaimed  angrily. 
She  did  not  understand  Sam's  remark, 
but  she  knew  he  was  mocking  her. 

She  had  really  done  us  a  great  ser- 
vice, so  I  said  kindly  to  her;  "Winapie 
wait.  King  George  man  make  pot- 
latch."    I   cut  off  a  great  chunk 
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"The  girl  stood  looking  shyly  at  us  and  at  the  meat  slung  from  the  bough." 


of  the  moosemeat  and  offered  it  to 
her,  and  she  took  it  eagerly. 

"Nawitka,  yes,"  she  said,  showing 
her  white  teeth. 

I  was  entranced.  Who  was  she? 
I  would  have  carted  the  meat  to  her 
lodge,  but  I  feared  the  dogs.  Also 
I  knew  she,  being  an  InSian  girl, 
would  not  expect  to  be  waited  on  by  a 
man.  Nor  did  she,  for  at  once  she 
raised  her  voice  in  a  throaty  call — 
"Yakwa,  chitisu — this  way." 

An  old  woman  the  color  of  parch- 
ment, came  at  the  call,  and  together 


they  carried  the  meat  I  had  dressed 
back  to  the  wood. 

"I  am  Hummingbird,"  the  girl 
said  in  Chinook  as  she  passed,  "I 
thank  you,  King  George  man." 

CHAPTER  V. 

ThejGreat  Potlatch. 

The  great  day  at  last  arrived. 
Bucks  and  klootchmen,  in  their 
gorgeous  blankets,  streamed  in  from 
every  direction.  The  first  three  days 
were  to  be  given  over  to  the  ex- 
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change  of  presents,  and  after  that 
the  real  thing  was  to  commence.  I 
went  in  and  out  as  I  wished  during 
the  three  days,  but  for  the  most  part 
stuck  to  my  work.  I  began  to  feel 
that  I  must  make  things  pay,  for  I  - 
despaired  of  ever  approaching  Jack- 
son in  regard  to  the  Hummingbird 
mine.  Though  he  was  my  friend,  he 
was  ensconced  behind  an  unsur- 
mountable  barrier  of  reserve  and 
dignity.  I  did  not  know  how  to 
approach  the  subject. 

The  fourth  night  of  the  potlatch 
came.  There  was  to  be  dancing, 
eating  of  muckamuck,  and  great 
speeches  by  Chief  Jackson. 

Now  Jackson  had  lived  beside 
Snake  River  for  a  long  time,  and  he 
had  a  cabin  with  a  window  in  it', 
also  a  stove,  and  a  fat  klootchman 
named  Ponoka  for  a  wife.  As  the 
bucks  and  klootchmen  entered  he 
watched  the  doorway.  Suddenly  I 
caught  my  breath.  The  young  bucks 
with  heads  lifted  like  wild  animals 
scenting  prey,  were  watching  the 
doorway,  and  as  we  all  looked  a 
beautiful  young  klootchman,  her 
lissom  body  covered  with  a  rich,  red 
blanket,  entered  the  doorway.  She 
was  accompanied  by  a  bent  old  hag, 
her  grandmother.  It  was  Humming- 
bird, resplendent  in  necklace  of  bears' 
claws,  chains  of  gold  nuggets  and 
bracelets  of  elks'  teeth,  her  buckskin 
dress  caught  in  at  the  waist  with  a 
fine  bead  belt  from  which  hung  a 
Sioux  scalplock  won  by  her  father 
in  days  gone  by.  She  was  a  bar- 
barian, yet  with  all  her  barbarism 
I  would  have  given  at  that  moment 
all  I  possessed  to  call  her  mine. 
Then  I  glanced  at  Jackson.  His 
eyes  were  on  Hummingbird,  and  the 
greed  and  triumph  of  possession 
pictured  th^re  showed  me  his  game. 
The  potlatch  was  to  get  rid  of  Ponoka 
so  he  could  marry  Hummingbird. 
He  was  in  a  frenzy  over  her,  though 
she  could  have  been  his  granddaugh- 
ter, but  according  to  the  law  of  his 
tribe  he  could  not  take  her  to  wife 
unless  he  got  another  brave  to  marry 
his  first  wife,  and  he  had  invited 
a  great  horde  of  Siwashes  so  he  would 
stand  a  good  chance  of  getting 
Ponoka  off  his  hands.    He  meant  to 
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be  good  to  Ponoka,  and  not  allow  her 
second  husband  to  beat  her,  f@r, 
unlike  the  white  man's  laws,  an 
Indian  could  not  beat  his  wife  without 
the  consent  of  his  chief. 

"Klahowya,  klahowya,"  he  wel- 
comed right  and  left  as  he  ladled 
out  the  hootch.  He  was  drinking 
hootch,  the  bucks  were  drinking 
hootch,  and  when  they  finished  their 
dippers,  they  stuck  them  into  the 
keg  and  ladled  out  more  hootch 
which  they  seemed  to  swallow  at  a 
gulp.  It  was  an  awful  mixture — 
alcohol,  ginger  ale,  axle  grease  and 
everything  else  you  could  think  of. 
It  had  been  mixed  together  and  left 
standing  for  a  week,  and  believe  me 
it  was  some  drink.  One  gulp  of  it 
nearly  killed  me. 

But  there  was  more  than  hootch. 
There  was  hyiu  "muckamuck,"  as 
Jackson  said.  Two  caribou,  three  deer, 
a  bear  and  all  of  fifty  rabbits  and 
beavers  were  hung  around  in  con- 
venient places,  and  with  their  hunt- 
ing knives  the  Indians  cut  strips  off 
the  meat  as  they  wanted  them. 
With  one  end  of  a  strip  in  his  mouth 
a  solemn  buck  would  give  a  slash 
with  his  knife  and  cut  off  the  bi+e 
right  under  his  nose.  The  klootch- 
men did  the  same,  and  all  the  jumps 
I  made  that  night,  expecting  to  see 
noses  fly  off,  nearly  sent  me  into 
nervous  prostration.  Truth  to  tell, 
though,  there  was  not  so  much  as  a 
scratch  made  from  all  the  slashing, 
but  as  they  ate  their  eyes  grew 
greedier  and  greedier,  and  I  knew 
when  the  potlatch  was  over  there 
would  be  little  or  no  meat  left.  As  for 
me,  the  sight  of  it  turned  me  sick  at 
the  stomach,  but  I  gnawed  doggedly  at 
a  strip  of  dried  cariboo  when  Jackson 
gave  it  to  me.  What  were  fly-blows 
to  me,  I  asked  myself  at  each  gnaw, 
so  long  as  I  could  be  one  of  the  bunch? 

Jackson  was  about  to  make  a  speech 
he  informed  us,  so  he  drank  some  more 
hootch  and  began: 

"Hyiu  tilicum,  braves  and  klootch- 
men, and  King  George  man,  I,  your 
hyas  tyee,  make  you  welcome. 
Drink  of  my  hootch,  eat  of  my 
muckamuck.  The  Saghalie  Tyee  has 
told  me  to  marry  Hummingbird,  for 
over  her  I  have  the  sick  heart.  Pon- 
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oka  is  the  good  klootchman.  Her 
back  is  strong,  she  is  skookum — 
mamook  tesick,  mamook  illahie — 
she  is  good  to  paddle,  good  to  dig. 
How  many  skins,  oh  braves,  do  you 
give  for  Ponoka?" 

There  was  no  response. 

Jackson  passed  the  hootch  around 
again,  and  again  he  dilated  on  Pon- 
oka's  good  points — how  many  rats 
she  could  skin  in  a  day,  what  big 
loads  she  could  carry  on  her  back. 
It  made  no  impression  on  the  Indians. 
One  got  up,  took  a  look  at  Ponoka, 
then  went  back  and  sat  down  without 
a  bid. 

Again  Jackson  passed  the  hootch, 
and  the  Indians  danced  around,  beat 
their  tom-toms  and  chanted  their 
weird  songs. 

Hummingbird  sat  quiet,  pale,  be- 
side the  old  chitish,  who  mumbled 
now  and  then  through  her  toothless 
gums. 

Jackson  made  another  speech.  He 
turned  Ponoka  round,  showed,  the 
cords  in  her  legs,  the  strength  of  her 
neck,  the  muscles  on  her  arms. 

Still  there  was  no  bid. 

More  hootch  was  passed. 

By  this  time  the  Indians  were 
pretty  jolly.  There  was  more  sing- 
ing, more  dancing,  more  tom-tom 
playing,  more  hootch,  but  still  no 
bid  for  Ponoka. 

Again  Jackson  got  up.  He  ex- 
plained how  many  red  foxes,  how 
many  silver  foxes,  how  many  black 
foxes,  and  how  many  rat  skins, 
would  go  with  Ponoka. 

Still  no  one  bid. 

He  passed  the  hootch  again,  and 
the  dance  grew  wilder.  The  tom- 
toms beat  faster,  and  the  singing 
was  terrifying  in  its  wildness. 

Then  Jackson  jumped  up  again. 
He  would  give  chickamin,  his  cabin, 
his  window,  his  stove,  his  chair — 
all  would  go  with  Ponoka. 

A  buck  got  up.  A  great  scar  ran 
up  from  his  chin  to  his  ear,  cutting 
his  mouth  wider  on  one  side  than  on 
the  -other,  but  Ponoka  had  no  voice 
in  the  matter.  He  looked  at  her, 
examined  her  good  points,  then  took 
her  off  to  one  side. 

Jackson  grabbed  Hummingbird. 
He  made  her  kneel  before  him,  then 


took  his  hunting  knife  and  placed  it 
between  her  shoulders  to  show  that 
he  exacted  submission.  She  was  very 
pale,  but  said  not  a  word. 

As  Jackson  placed  his  knife  be- 
tween Hummingbird's  shoulders  the 
young  bucks  began  to  grunt,  and  the 
grunting  grew  into  growling.  They 
all  wanted  Hummingbird,  and  for 
that  reason  no  one  had  bid  on  Ponoka. 
The  growls  increased,  and  several 
bucks  began  to  edge  toward  Jackson. 
I  grew  scared  and  backed  out,  for 
I  felt  sure  there  was  going  to  be 
bloodshed.  I  went  to  my  tent  and 
soon  fell  asleep,  as  I  was  tired  after 
listening  to  the  brawling  and  watching 
the  weird  motions  of  the  dance. 
When  the  revelers  went  to  their 
tepees,  now  grouped  all  around  Jack- 
son's cabin,  I  could  not  tell,  but  in 
the  morning  when  I  looked  out, 
in  the  direction  of  the  tepee  village, 
not  a  tent  was  in  sight.  Even 
Jackson's  cabin  had  been  lifted  bodily 
and  carted  into  oblivion,  and  I 
stared  into  empty  space. 

CHAPTER  VI. 
The  Secret. 

Sam  and  I  went  on  with  our  placer 
mining,  for  I  was  in  earnest  now. 
At  times  I  wondered  how  the  trouble 
at  the  pow-wow  had  been  settled, 
but  in  a  few  days  it  dropped  out  of 
my  mind. 

Three  weeks  went  by,  and  one 
morning  I  got  up  feeling  punk.  The 
gold  wasn't  panning  out  very  well, 
and  I  wondered  if  the  game  were 
worth  the  candle.  A  strong  cup  of 
tea,  I  thought,  would  do  me  good, 
and  as  I  went  to  the  door  to  throw 
out  the  old  tea  leaves  I  nearly  fell 
over  something  that  lay  in  the  door- 
way of  the  tent.  It  was  Jackson. 
He  sat' up  as  I  bent  over  him,  but  he 
was  dull  and  heavy.  I  wondered 
if  he  were  drunk. 

"Jackson,"  I  asked  in  alarm,  "what 
is  the  matter?"  I  saw  that  he  was  not 
intoxicated,  but  the  life  had  gone  out 
of  his  eye. 

He  told  me.  He  had  been  down 
with  yellow  fever.  It  had  broken 
out  among  the  Indians  since  the  pot- 
latch.  An  Indian  who  was  dancing 
had  brought  it  to  the  pow-wow, 
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and  all  the  others  had  taken  it.  It 
spread  like  wildfire,  and  many  had 
died.  Indeed,  there  was  only  ^  a 
handful  left  of  the  brave  village  that 
had  clustered  around  him  at  the  pot- 
latch. 

I  asked  about  Hummingbird. 

"Humph!"  he  said,  "you  know 
Hummingbird — him  dead.  You  know 
Ponoka — him  dead." 

I  said  "That's  too  bad,  Jackson." 

He  said  "Him  good.  Him  bucks, 
him  steal  Hummingbird.  Me  call 
on  Great  Spirit,  Saghalie  Tyee,  kill 
him  Ponoka,  kill  him  Hummingbird, 
and  Great  Spirit  answer  me." 

I  said  again  "That's  too  bad, 
Jackson." 

He  said  "Me  stay  here." 

I  got  him  a  strong  cup  of  tea  as 
soon  as  I  had  the  kettle  boiling, 
but  did  not  waken  Sam,  who  seemed 
to  be  sleeping  heavily. 

Then  Jackson  ,  showed  me  some- 
thing which  did  more  to  jerk  me  up 
than  a  hundred  teams  of  horses 
could  have  done.  It  was  gold — 
gold  such  as  I  had  never  seen  before, 
chunks  and  chunks  of  it. 

"Heaps  big  pile,"  Jackson  grunted. 
Where,  Jackson?"  I  asked  excit- 
edly. 

"Three  moons,  two  suns,  in  boat," 
he  answered,  "three  moons,  three 
suns,  on  land." 

"Will  you  show  me,  Jackson?" 
I  asked. 

"Humph,"  he  said,  "get  ready." 

He  drank  cup  after  cup  of  tea,  and 
with  each  cup  he  seemed  to  feel  better, 
and  finally  reached  down  inside  his 
shirt  and  pulled  out  his  glasses,  one 
eye  gone,  but  the  other  intact.  He 
put  them  on  his  nose,  and  with  all 
the  sadness  of  him  I  had  all  I  could 
do  to  keep  from  choking  to  death  with 
laughter.  I  was  thankful  that  he 
really  thought  I  was  choking  on  my 
tea.  Finally  I  regained  control  of 
myself. 

"Him  bad  Indian,"  he  told  me, 
"him  try  steal  glass,  me  kill." 

This  only  added  fuel  to  my  sense 
of  humor.  He  had  let  Humming- 
bird go,  he  had  let  Ponoka  go,  he  had 
let  his  cabin,  his  window,  his  stove, 
his  chair,  and  fox  skins  by  the  hundred 
go,  but  he  had  hung  onto  the  worth- 


less smoked  glasses  with  his  life. 
One  eye  was  out,  broken  past  recall, 
but  the  remains  were  still  dear  to 
him.  One  dark  glass  would  have 
given  me  the  razzle-dazzles,  and  I 
knew  it  could  do  him  no  good,  so  I 
went  to  my  chest  and  got  a  good 
pair,  which  I  gave  him.  He  was 
solemnly  grateful,  and  put  them  on, 
handing  me  back  the  broken  pair.  I 
have  it  yet,  and  shall  keep  it  as  a 
souvenir  of  a  true  friend. 

All  day  we  were  getting  ready. 
Sam  worked  like  a  trojan  without 
asking  any  questions  beyond  "Mov- 
ing again,  eh?"  and  I  had  a  hunch 
that  he  had  not  been  so  fast  asleep 
that  morning  as  he  had  seemed. 
Far  into  the  night  we  plodded  on, 
back  and  forth  from  the  canoe  to 
the  tent,  packing,  strapping,  whipping 
things  into  shape.  When  all  was 
ready  the  canoe  was  piled  high  with 
pans.,  tents,  blankets  and  provisions 
— so  high  that  there  was  room  at  the 
stern  for  only  one  man  and  in  the  bow 
room  for  one  more.  Where  Sam  was 
to  go  I  could  not  make  out.  We 
snatched  a  couple  of  hour's  sleep,  ate 
a  hurried  >  breakfast,  and  then  I 
jumped  into  the  stern  of  the  canoe. 
Jackson  was  already  in  the  bow, 
paddle  in  hand,  and  I  knew  he  wanted 
to  slip  off  without  Sam.  But  even 
as  he  made  to  shove  off- — we  were  in 
deep  water,  and  had  been  tied  to  a 
strong  stake — Sam  came  running  out 
and  jumped  straddle-legs  right  onto 
the  middle  of  the  load. 

The  next  thing  I  remember  Jack- 
son was  standing  over  me  rubbing 
my  hands  and  pouring  some  concoc- 
tion down  my  throat.  The  canoe, 
at  the  impact  of  Sam's  body,  had 
turned  vturtle  and  spilled  everything. 
Our  outfit  was  gone.  The  heavy 
things  had  sunk  and  the  lighter 
things  had  been  swept  away  by  the 
strong  current.  The  current  had 
taken  the  upturned  canoe  three  miles 
down  the  river,  and  I  had  gone  along, 
unconscious  from  a  blow  on  the  head 
as  we  all  went  over.  In  some  mir- 
aculous way  Jackson  had  saved  him- 
self, the  canoe  and  me.  Sam  he  had 
left  to  himself,  and  he  had  come 
through  without  a  scratch. 

Jackson  still  bent  over  me,  and 
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when  I  opened  my  eyes  I  thought 
I  saw  a  glad  flicker  in  his.  He  was 
my  true  friend,  I  knew. 

I  gulped  a  bit  when  I  realized  that 
all  our  trappings  were  gone,  for  there 
were  things  in  the  outfit  that  had 
become  dear  to  me,  my  Navajo 
blankets,  my  Ross  rifle,  and  my  old 
silk  tent.  Still,  I  was  thankful  that 
my  hurt  was  only  temporary,  for  I 
found  in  a  few  minutes  that  I  could 
sit  up,  and  walk  a  bit  too.  We  set 
off  for  camp,  and  by  the  time  we 
reached  the  big  tent  I  seemed  to 
be  all  right,  and  eager  for  a  good  cup 
of  tea.  We  soon  had  a  fire  going  and 
were  refreshed  by  a  good  meal,  and 
then  decided  to  rest  up  for  the  re- 
mainder of  the  day.  Jackson,  I 
suppose,  felt  that  I  had  got  quite  a 
shock. 

The  next  day  we  got  together 
another  outfit,  a  parody  on  the  first, 


"Three  moons,  two  suns,  in  boat, "..he  an- 
swered, "three  moons,  three  suns  onjland." 


but  Jackson  refused  flatly  to  take 
my  partner,  Sam  Hill. 

"Anah,"  he  spit  out,  angrier  than 
I  had  ever  seen  him,  "Him  go,  hyas 
tyee  stay.  Him  go,  hyas  tyee,  go, 
hyas  tyee  kill,  slay." 

This  was  flat.    Sam  heard. 

"What  will  he  do?"  I  asked  Jack- 
son* 

"Klak,  klak,"  said  he  shortly, 
"him  go  back  Boston." 

There  was  nothing  else  for  it,  Sam 
must  shift  for  himself.  Nothing 
could  move  Jackson.  I  must  go 
alone  or  take  Indians.  Finally  Sam 
said  he  would  go  back  to  the  coast. 
He  knew  he  was  down  and  out  as  far 
as  the  gold  strike  was  concerned. 
There  was  no  use  trying  to  sneak  in 
on  the  strike.  Jackson  was  too 
wise  a  bird  to  be  caught  like  that. 
So  it  was  settled. 

We  got  together  nine  Indians  and 
once  more  started  off  up  the  river. 
The  strength  of  the  Indians'  lithe 
bodies  drew  expressions  of  admiration 
from  me  again  and  again.  There  was 
no  tipping  of  the  canoes  on  this  trip. 
Though  there  were  ten  Indians  and 
myself,  we  had  only  two  canoes, 
as  our  outfit  this  time  was  so  light 
it  needed  little  room.  Most  of  our 
load  consisted  of  provisions,  as  we 
counted  on  getting  little  fresh  meat 
along  the  way.  Jackson  took  charge 
of  everything,  and  all  went  along 
smoothly  in  the  canoss.  When  we 
finished  the  water  trip  and  were  about 
to  portage,  I  was  for  taking  ail  our 
stuff  along  with  us,  but  he  would  not 
have  it. 

"No,"  said  he,  "we  go  one  sun, 
make  camp,  make  cache,  Indians  go 
back,  get  more  muckamuck.  We  go 
one  more  sun,  make  him  more  cache, 
Indians  go  back.  We  go  more  sun, 
make  him  camp.  Na?"  He  ap- 
pealed to  his  Indians  and  they  nodded 
solemnly. 

"Nawitka,"  they  assented. 

So  this  was  what  had  to  be  done. 
We  started  to  relay,  taking  in  the  pro- 
visions. We  travelled  for  one  day 
and  made  a  camp,  caching  part  of 
the  provisions  we  were  carrying. 
Three  Indians  then  returned  to  the 
canoe  for  more  food.  Then  we  trav- 
elled another  day,  made  camp  and 
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another  cache,  and  three  more  In- 
dians went  back  to  the  first  cache  to 
get  the  stuff  we  had.ieft  there. 
They  would  bring  it  on  to  the  second 
cache  as  the  stuff  was  removed  from 
there  to  the  third,  and  the  Indians 
who  went  back  to  the  canoe  would 
bring  a  fresh  load  to  deposit  in  the 
first  cache,  which  would  then  be 
empty.  So  it  would  go,  back  and 
forth  from  one  cache  to  another,  and 
things  usually  went  like  clockwork  in 
this  manner,  though  a  white  man 
would  prefer  to  stagger  under  a  big 
load  and  make  only  one  trip.  The 
Indians,  however,  seemed  to  prefer 
being  on  the  run  with  a  lighter  load. 
The  third  day  we  camped,  we  cached 
nearly  all  the  provisions  we  had  left, 
while  the  third  relay  of  Indians  went 
back  for  the  second  cache  to  bring 
on  what  was  left  there. 

The  last  day,  by  this  method, 
left  Jackson  and  me  travelling  alone, 
and  we  carried  only  enough  food  to 
last  us  until  we  arrived  at  the  Hum- 
mingbird mine,  and  one  additional 
day,  as  the  last  relay  of  runners 
should  be  up  with  us  by  the  time  we 
needed  more  food. 

That  last  day  of  our  journey,  with 
only  the  silent  Jackson  beside  me, 
I  shall  never  forget.  It  seemed 
sacrilege  to  think  of  food  amid  the 
vastness  of  those  far-flung  mountain 
tops.  I  was  awed  mto  silence  by 
the  magnitude  of  nature's  form  and 
coloring,  for  that  day  the  pinks  and 
mauves  and  purples  seemed  to  wave 
and  scintillate  on  the  ice-crowned 
mountain  tops,  and  the  dark  blue 
shadows  were  like  velvet  in  their 
lovely  contrast  to  the  higher  lights 
that  played  on  ridges  and  mammoth 
beds  of  snow. 

"Nanitsh  yahwa,  look,"  said  Jack- 
son, pointing  into  a  crevice  where  a 
creek  came  down  from  the  mountain 
snows.  We  turned  into  the  ravine. 
The  water  flowed  crystal  clear  in 
its  mad  plunge  down  the  slope,  and  in 
the  light  of  the  setting  sun  I  saw  what 
made  me  think  I  was  mad.  Gold! 
I  had  never  seen  its  equal.  The 
pebbles  of  the  mountain  stream  were 
full  of  it,  and  the  lumps  shone  and 
sparkled  like  a  dream  of  "the  prom- 
ised land." 


"it  seemed  sacrilege  to  think  of  food  amid  the 
vastness  of  these  far-flung  mountain  tops." 


•  _ 

We  had  carried  our  pans  for  wash- 
ing gold  all  the  way  from  Snake 
River,  though  what  washing  this 
gold  would  need  I  could  not  see,  for 
it  was  beautiful  enough  as  it  was  to 
string  in  rows  around  my  lady's 
white  neck. 

We  washed  away  till  long  after 
sunset,  however,  and  were  so  hungry 
that  we  ate  the  food  we  had  left, 
and  turned  in.  The  next  morning, 
we  said,  the  Indians  should  be  there. 
We  awoke  with  keen  appetites,  but 
there  was  no  food  and  there  were  no 
Indians.  We  drank  water  from  the 
icy  stream,  and  began  again  to  wash, 
piles  of  nuggets  knee-high  rising  up 
by  noon.  Still  no  Indians  came, 
and  again  we  drank  all  the  water  we 
could  take  down.  There  were  no 
fish  in  the  stream,  but  we  said  our 
men  would  be  up  with  us  at  night. 
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Night  came,  and  they  did  riot  come. 
We  rolled  up  in  our  blankets  and  went 
to  sleep.  In  the  morning  the  In- 
dians had  not  come,  though  the  se- 
cond relay  could  have  been  there  by 
that  time.  What  was  wrong?  We 
were  growing  weak  for  want  of  food. 
Jackson  in  days  past  had  been  able 
to  fast  for  three  days,  and  then,  with- 
out food,  to  go  on  a  bear  hunt,  but 
now  he  was  growing  old,  and  had  been 
recently  ill  with  yellow  fever,  so  he 
seemed  less  able  to  stand  the  hard- 
ship than  I. 

"What  can  be  wrong,  Jackson?" 
I  asked. 

"Humph!"  he  grunted,  "bad  spirit, 
Diaub,  follow  us.  We  go  back  last 
cache." 

All  day  long  We  travelled,  dragging 
our  tired  feet  along  the  rough  way, 
and  at  night,  weary,  footsore  and 
famished,  we  arrived  at  the  last 
cache. 

There  were  tracks  of  the  Indian 
runners  around  the  cache,  but  there 
were  other  tracks  too — tracks  which 
drove  despair  into  our  tortured  souls 
— tracks  of  the  Indian  devil,  the 
wolverine.  They  had  been  there 
before  us  all.  No  wonder  our  run- 
ners had  not  come  with  empty  arms 
and  empty  stomachs,  wasting  time 
to  tell  us  there  was  nothing  there. 
Everything  was  destroyed.  There 
was  not  a  morsel  that  we  could  eat. 

We-would  have  to  go  back  to  the 
second  cache,  but  it  was  now  nearly 
dark,  and  we  must  have  rest.  We 
found  a  mountain  spring,  took  an- 
other drink  of  water,  and  lay  down  to 
troubled  sleep.  The  next  morning 
we  drank  again  and  stumbled  on. 
All  day  we  limped  along,  and  at 
night,  so  slow  had  been  our  travel, 
that  we  were  still  some  miles  from 
the  second  cache.  We.  dare  not 
spend  the  time  in  sleep,  for  fear  that 
the  morning  would  find  us  too  weak 
to  move,  so  we- dragged  ourselves  on 
by  the  light  of  the  stars.  It  was 
hard  going,  and  several  times  Jack- 
son fell,  for  he  was  very  weak.  I 
do  not  think  he  had  fed  himself 
properly  nor  cared  for  himself  since 
he  lost  Hummingbird,  and  he  was  in 
no  wise  fitted  to  stand  the  terrible  trip 
we  were  making. 


At  midnight  we  reached  the  second 
cache,  and  found  it,  too,  rifled  and 
befouled  by  the  devil  wolveriaes. 

We  could  go  no  further.  Jackson 
had  been  grunting  and  talking  to 
himself  nearly  all  day,  and  I  now 
became  alarmed,  for  I,  too,  was  in 
a  very  weak  condition.  We  knew 
without  being  told  that  even  if  we 
had  strength  to  make  the  distance 
back  to  the  first  cache  we  would 
find  it  like  the  second  and  third, 
for  the  devil  wolverines  had  followed 
us  from  the  river,  and  had  destroyed 
each  cache  in  turn.  As  each  relay 
of  Indians  had  gone  back  for  food 
they  had  found  only  stench  and 
refuse,  and  had  gone  back  still  fur- 
ther. 

We  had  now  been  three  suns  and 
three  moons  without  food,  and  as  we 
sat  weakly  by  our  fire  at  two  o'clock 
in  the  morning  I  heard  some  person 
in  the  distance  holler  what  I  thought 
was  "Hello."  Thinking  it  was  one 
of  our  Indians  with  provisions  I 
grabbed  a  torch  from  the  fire  and  ran 
stumbling  in  the  direction  of  the 
sound,  waving  my  torch  and  hollering 
as  I  ran  "Hello." 

Again,  away  to  the  left,  I  heard 
sorheone  call  "Hello." 

Again  I  ran  in  that  direction,  wav- 
ing my  torch  to  and  fro  and  calling  as 
I  ran  "Hello." 

Yet  the  answer  came  from  the 
right,  away  in  the  distance,  "Hello-o." 

I  felt  the  hair  on  my  head  rising, 
for  I  knew  now  that  the  sound  was 
from  no  human  lips.  I  began  to 
wonder  if  I  were  going  mad. 

Again  I  heard  the  call  "Hello-o" 
from  the  opposite  direction,  and  with 
icy  chills  chasing  down  my  back,  and 
my  knees  knocking  together,  I  made 
my  way  back  to  the  tent. 

Jackson  was  sitting  in  the  corner 
mumbling  away  to  himself  with  his 
hands  and  arms  crossed  over  his 
breast.  I  went  up  to  him  and  shook 
him! 

"For  God's  sake,  man,  tell  me  what 
it  is  ,"  I  whispered  hoarsely. 

He  said  "Sit  down." 

As  I  sank  down  beside  him  he 
whispered  "Great  White  Spirit.  Lis- 
ten. Many  moons  gone  by,  white 
men  come  this  way.    No  fear  him 
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Great  White  Spirit,  and  find  this 
place.  One  man,  feet  freeze,  can  , 
go  no  more.  Friend,  him  stay  too. 
No  leave.  Two  suns,  three  moons, 
maybe,  one  man  him  die.  Friend 
try  go  back.  Go  one  sun,  and  moon 
find  him  back  by  dead  partner.  Next 
day  him  start  again,  travel  one  sun, 
when  moon  look  down  him  by  dead 
man  once  more.  Friend  try  next 
day,  go  half  sun,  freeze  where  him 
stand.  Him  skookum.  White  Spir- 
it yell  "Hello"  ever  since.  Great 
White  Spirit  call  you,  call  me.  Hyas 
Tyee  and  King  George  man  no  more 
see  sun.  When  sun-  look  down  me 
see  Hummingbird,  me  see  Ponoka." 

Icould  get  nothing  more  out  of  him. 
He  sat  mumbling  and  gnawing  his 
fingers.  Then  I  seemed  to  sink  into 
oblivion.  s 

I  remember  nothing  more  until  the 
sun  was  shining  in  my  face  the  next 
day.  Two  Indians  were  standing 
over  me  pouring  something  down  my 
throat,  and  I  thought  at  first  I  was 


back  on  the  river  bank  with  Jackson 
,  bending  over  me.    Where  was  Jack- 
son? 

The  Indians  who  had  come  back 
from  one  starting  point  at  the  river 
just  in  time  to  save  my  life,  pointed 
mutely  to  something  under  a  blanket. 

Hummingbird  and  Ponoka  had 
beckoned  Jackson  to  the  Happy 
Hunting  Grounds — The  Hyas  Tyee 
was  dead. 

(Note. — The  narrator  of  this  story 
said  there  was  no  question  about  his 
hearing  the  word  "Hello."  He  had 
made  enquiries  as  to  the  explanation, 
and  concluded  that  the  spund  came 
from  glaciers  and  mountain  peaks 
not  far  away.  As  the  glaciers  moved 
a  bit  they  scraped  and  echoed,  and  the 
sound  was  like  the  word  "Hello." 
Jackson's  story  of  the  two  white  men 
was  authentic.  They  had  been  found 
as  stated,  and  footprints  in  the  snow 
showed  that  the  one  had  travelled  in 
circles  trying  to  find  his  way  back  to 
camp.) 


Indian  Blankets 


Robert  G.  Hodgson 


IN  the  North  Country  a  rabbit  skin 
blanket  is  the  magic  word  among 
Indians  and  white  men,  for  worth 
and  comfort.  Although  formerly 
used  extensively  by  trappers  of  the 
north  to-day,  woollen  blankets  and 
sleeping  bags  are  taking  their  place, 
even  if  they  are  inferior  in  every 
way. 

These  blankets  are  made  of  rabbit 
skins,  by  squaws,  (I  never  knew  a 
white  man  to  make  one,  as  the  pro- 
cess, like  many  Indian  processes, 
seems  to  be  known  only  to  the 
Indians)  and  the  method  of  making 
is  a  very  laborious  one.  The  rabbit 
skins  are  first  of  all  dried,  then  cut 
into  the  right  sized  pieces,  wet,  frozen 
and  worked  alternately.  This  pro- 
cedure is  continued  for  an  indefinite 
period,  until  the  skins  are  properly 
ready  to  be  made  into  blankets.  When 
complete  they  are  the  warmest  and 
lightest  apparel  that  has  ever  been 
made.  Their  lightness  was  of  great 
value  where  a  man  had  to  limit  his 


pack  down  to  the  barest  necessities 
and  they  are  so  warm,  man  can  sleep 
comfortably  in  them  even  in  the  cold 
arctic  regions  where,  if  a  woollen  blan- 
ket of  the  same  weight  were  used,  he 
would  be  apt  to  freeze.    White  men 


760 


ROD  AND  GUN  IN  CANADA 


who   trap   or  follow   other  similar 

activities  in  the  cold  north  will  pay 

fabulous  prices  to  secure  one,  almost 

any  price  an  Indian  cares  to  askfand 

even  then  he  considers  himself  very 

fortunate  in  having  secured  it. 

The  reason  of  their  scarcity  is 
due  to  the  rapid  decrease  of  both 
rabbits  and  the  Indians.  In  the 
north  a  plague  strikes  the  rabbits 
every  seven  years  and  they  die 
off  so  fast  and  in  such  large  numbers, 
that  where  they  were  formerly  very 
numerous,  by  spring  there  is  scarcely 
one  to  be  found,  seldom  even  a  dead 
one.  By  the  next  season^  when  this 
disease  is  over  and  rabbits  are  again 
in  evidence  they  are  in  such  small 
numbers  as  to  make  it  impossible  for 
the  Indians  to  secure  many  for  their 
blanket  making,  it  taking  a  large 
number  for  one  blanket.  Although 


they  continue  to  increase  they  have 
only  begun  to  assume  normal  pro- 
portions when,  the  plague  again  over- 
takes them  causing  their  numbers  to 
be  much  depleted  at  all  times.  The 
cause  of  this  is  not  known  but  it  has 
been  noticed  that  at  each  season 
when  this  disease  becomes  rampant 
the  lynx,  which  practically  lives  on 
rabbits,  also  decrease  in  numbers  and 
whether  they  Also  die  or  only  migrate 
is  not  known. 

There  is  not  the  slightest  doubt 
of  the  value  of  these  blankets  nor 
of  the  Indians'  appreciation  of  them 
for  in  as  much  as  Indians  are  very 
fond  of  money  it  is  a  rare  thing 
nowadays  for  them  to  part  with  one. 
The  one  shown  in  the  photo  was 
owned  by.  an  Indian  and  he  refused 
absolutely  to  sell  it  although  he 
knew  he  could  secure  for  it  any 
sum  within  reason. 


H.R.H.  The  Prince  of  Wales,  K.G.  (with  duck),  Sir  Godfrey  Thomas,  Bart.,  private  secretary, 
Lord  Claud  Hamilton,  D.S.O.,  and  a  party  of  Indian  guides  at  Cameron  Falls 

— Courtesy  of  Canadian  National  Railways 


F.  V.  Williams 


IT  was  Christmas  morn.  Five 
miles  away  down  at  the  little 
settlement,  the  old  and  young 
kiddies  were  all  smiles  and  gladness. 
The  happiest  day  of  the  whole  year 
had  arrived  and  the  weather  was 
perfect.  Even  up  here  on  the  hills 
the  wood  folk  seemed  to  be  enjoying 
themselves,  for  here  and  there  you 
would  see  where  some  red  squirrel 
had  scampered  across  an  open  place — 
Oh  yes!  there  were  still  a  few  of  them 
about, these  red  rascals. — It  had  really 
been  very  mild  up  to  a  few  days 
before  Christmas  when  there  had 
been  three  days  of  real  winter;  first 
the  creek  had  almost  frozen  over, 
then  there  was  a  two  days'  snow 
storm  and  now  to-day  it  was  just 
fine  and  frosty  with  a  clear  sky. 

Weather  conditions  to  the  North, 
twenty  or  thirty  miles  away  had  been 


quite  different,  and  the  snow  that 
had  fallen  on  the  hills  back  of  the 
village  was  merely  the  tail  end  of 
what  one  could  rightly  call  a  blizzard, 
and  with  the  tail  end  of  this  blizzard 
had  drifted  into  this  neighborhood 
a  white  terror  of  the  air,  more  feared 
than  the  storm  itself  by  the  little 
folks  of  the  woods,  and  this  same 
terror  had  settled  comfortably  down 
in  a  fir  thicket,  not  two  hundred  yards 
from  the  little  bit  of  open  water  that 
still  remained  of  the  creek. 

It  was  a  fine  cock  partridge  that 
discovered  the  white  one  first,  said 
partridge  strutted  out  from  under  a 
bit  of  cover  where  he  had  spent  the 
night.  We  are  wrong  in  this :  he  had 
spent  not  one  but  several  nights  in 
this  cover,  and,  as  he  had  not  been 
disturbed  he  felt  quite  sure  of  himself 
and  his  surroundings,  as  he  emerged 
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into  the  open  to  look  for  his  breakfast. 

Five  minutes  before  this,  another 
had  decided  he  would  look  for  a  bite 
of  something  to  eat  himself,  and  had 
sailed  suddenly  and  swiftly  to  the 
top  of  an  old  stub  that  overlooked  the 
open  places  there  about.  Now  it  was 
unfortunate  for  the  big  snowy  owl 
that  he  had  to  drift — drift, we  say 
because  there  was  no  sound,  no  rustle 
of  wings,  that  should  accompany 
the  flight  of  any  honest  bird,  but 
DOES  NOT  accompany  the  flight 
of  owls. — As  was  mentioned  it  was 
unfortunate  he  should  have  drifted 
down  past  the  dark  branches  of  some 
evergreens.  The  dark  back  ground 
gave  him  away  and  the  partridge  with 
a  rush  and  whirring  of  wings  was 
away  before  the  owl's  rush,  leaving 
him  a  goodly  lead  to  make  sure  of  his 
escape  from  a  pair  of  talons,  that  once 
they  are  set  are  sure  death  to  the 
luckless  one  that  happens  to  be  in 
their  grip. 

The  big  owl  wheeled  in  the  air 
without  the  least  attempt  at  pursuit 
of  the  partridge  and  returned  to  his 
stub.  He  had  sat  there  for  an  hour 
and  the  sun  mounting  above  the  tree 
tops  was  flooding  the  whole  landscape 
with  his  winter  warmth.  The  big 
owl  was  actually  beginning  to  feel 
the  need  of  his  daylight  sleep;  for 
although  he  hunts  in  the  day  time 
as  well  as  the  night,  this  big  snowy 
one,  a  day  like  this,  was  far  too 
brilliant  to  make  for  the  success  of 
any  hunter.  At  his  back  was  the 
thicket  of  evergreens  that  we  have 
mentioned  before,  and  dropping  from 
his  perch,  he  sailed  silently  over  these 
and  dropped  to  a  secreted  little  nook 
that  he  occupied  a  part  of  the  night 
before.  The  gloom  under  the  snow- 
laden  firs  was  far  more  to  his  liking 
than  the  blazing  sunlight  on  the  snow, 
and  he  settled  himself  comfortably 
on  a  low  branch  of  an  ancient  wind- 
fall. In  the  midst  of  making  his 
morning's  toilet  he  snapped  his  head 
about  and  gazed  directly  back  of 
him  into  a  pair  of  blazing  eyes  some 
twenty  feet  away.  The  eyes  were 
set  m  the  battle  scarred  face  of  a 
he-cat;  now  this  was  not  a  pretty 
picture  to  have  forced  on  one's  priv- 


acy, to  say  the  least,  and  evidently 
this  he-cat  was  looking  for  trouble, 
and  he  got  it. 

For  the  space  of  perhaps  five  min- 
utes, the  big  white  wild  domestic 
cat  and  the  big  white  pirate  from  the 
North  mixed  in  a  way  fearful  to 
behold.  A  blue  jay,  inquisitive  as 
all  his  family,  who  came  to  see  what 
all  the  racket  was  about,  was  scared 
into  a  silent  witness,  as  feathers  and 
fur  mixed  in  a  fight,  such  as  even  the 
oldest  fir  tree  thereabouts  had  never 
seen.  The  big  Tom  suddenly  dis- 
covered he  was  fighting  something 
that  was  not  easily  hurt.  Those 
great  blazing  yellow  eyes  showed  no 
signs  of  fear  and  met  his  own  devilish 
glare  with  a  look  that  was  ominous  to 
say  the  least,  fighting  on  his  back  and 
using  all  four  feet  as  well  as  his  teeth, 
he  began  to  feel  something  as  near 
fear  as  he  had  ever  experienced.  The 
owl  got  a  grip  with  one  powerful 
claw  in  the  cat's  shoulder  and  the 
cat  twisting  around  with  >  lightning- 
like quickness  wrenched  himself  free 
and  crawled  under  a  nearby  log, 
crawled  'way  under,  so  far  indeed 
that  he  was  two  feet  beyond  the 
reach  of  any  possible  attempt  of  his 
enemy  to  reach  him;  and  the  owl? — 
Oh!  he  sat  on  the  ground  at  first, 
the  snow-covered  ground  that  was 
now  plentifully  spattered  with  red 
blotches,  white  feathers  and  tufts 
of  white  fur. — Yes  indeed  it  looked 
like  a  real  battle  ground,  did  this 
little  open  space  amongst  the  firs. 

After  a  bit  the  big  white  demon 
floated  up  to  a  nearby  stub  and  sat 
there  and  watched.  But  he  watched 
in  vain.  That  cat  had  had  enough, 
no  more  owls  for  him.  and  he  stayed 
right  where  he  was,  safe  till  well  into 
the  night  when  he  crept  forth  and 
sneaked  back  to  the  little  settlement 
from  whence  he  came,  and  a  nice  old 
lady  who  thinks  him  the  most  won- 
derful pet  in  the  world,  will  tell  you 
to  this  day  "how  her  big  white  cat 
had  been  nearly  killed  by  "dogs," 
but  this  fact  remains  that  that 
"wild"  domestic  "Tom"  does  not 
venture  into  that  piece  of  fir  woodland 
looking  for  game  that  he  should  by 
reason  of  his  well  fed  existence  leave 
alone. 
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"After  a  bit  the  big  white  demon  floated  up  to  a  nearby  stub  and  sat  there  and  watched." 
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And  Christmas  night  while  the 
badly  whipped  cat  was  crawling 
away  to  his  home  in  civilization, 
a  big  white  owl  sat  right  out  in  the 
open,  and  ate  his  Christmas  dinner 
consisting,  of  a  big  mink  that  he 
caught  near  the  open  water  of  the 
little  stream;  and  looking  at  him 
sitting  there  in  the  moonlight  you 


might  perhaps  had  you  been  a  natur- 
alist, or  one  who  has  studied  birds  a 
heap,  have  discovered  a  few  feathers- 
missing  here  and  there,  but  to  the 
ordinary  observer,  you  would  never 
have  dreamed  that  this  bird  had 
whipped  the  biggest  white  he-cat 
in  four  counties. 


George  Gilbert 


MONSIEUR  will  regard  that  the 
daughter  of  Jean  Lachine  is 
my  betrothed,"  remonstrated 
Pierre  Lagrange  to  Paul  Clavier,  who 
was  up  in  the  Lac  a  Jim  region  for 
an  autumn's  shooting.  Pierre  was 
Clavier's  guide. 

Clavier's  fresh,  clean  face  sparkled 
into  smiles;  his  white  teeth  shone, 
eyes  of  blue  twinkled.  His  six  feet 
nothing,  of  good  flesh  and  bone  and 
nerve  stretched  itself  out  the  more 
luxuriously  before  the  camp  fire  on  the 
dry  pine  needles  in  the  little  grove 
beside  the  brawling  Petit  Brule. 
With  Clavier  was  his  friend,  John 
Armstrong  and  Armstrong's  guide. 


It  was  early  afternoon  and  they  were 
almost  ready  to  break  camp  for  home, 
their  game  license  limit  filled  and  no 
more  to  do  in  t  he  way  of  big  game, 
hunting. 

"All  right,  Pierre,"  Clavier  sa\d, 
lazily  ^offering  new  incense  to  Lady 
Nicotine,  "I  meant  nothing  by  flirt- 
ing with  Marie  Lachine  when  she 
came  in  with  the  buckboard  and 
brought  out  our  supplies  from  Mel- 
choir.  Fact  is,  Pierre,  women  have 
rather  spoiled  me;  but  I  don't  want 
your  sweet  little  girl,  even  for  a  forest 
flirtation.  I'm  sorry  I  spoke  lightly 
of  and  to  her  " 

Clavier's  powerful  hand  went  careless- 
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ly  out  to  Jean.  He  did  not  even  do 
the  offended  one  the  honor  to  stand 
when  making  the  amende.  Jean, 
as  if  he  did  not  see  the  peacefully 
offered  palm,  a  thunder  cloud  in  his 
brow  that  seemed  low  because  the 
curly  black  hair  of  the  French  Cana- 
dian habitant  swept  so  far  down  over 
it,  turned,  his  eye-corners  puckered 
into  an  intense  scowl.  He  strode 
toward  the  spring.  Armstrong's 
guide,  old  Anton  Poulet,  sturdy, 
grizzled,  followed  the  offended  man. 

Gorgeously-eolored  leaves,  chatter 
of  squirrels,  the  distant  drumming  of 
grouse,  an  occasional  gusty  sigh  from 
the  wind,  told  of  the  seasonal  change 
soon  to  come  over  the  Nescopern. 

*4* 

"I  don't  think  you  managed  that 
very  well,  Clavier,"  Armstrong  scold- 
ed, stepping  around  the  fire  to  where 
his  companion  was  lolling;  "you  are 
too  devilish  noncholant  about  this 
girl  fad  of  yours.  Your  way  of  offer- 
ing your  hand  to  Pierre  was  in  itself 
an  insult." 

Clavier  forced  himself  up  onto  his 
haunches  and  sat  gazing  moodily 
at  the  fire  for  a  moment,  then  drawl- 
ed: 

"I  meant  him  no  harm — nor  the 
girl." 

"But  you  take  such  matters  too 
easily." 

"Just  wiiat  you  said  last  year  when 
I  told  you  that  I  meant  nothing  by 
paying  attention  to  Ethel  Whitcomb 
back  home — " 

Armstrong's  face  went  white;  his 
black  eyes  snapped.  But  his  fea- 
tures softened  again  at  once,  yet  his 
voice  held  a  tinge  of  bitterness  as  he 
interposed : 

"Let's  not  discuss  her.  I  could 
have  had  her — but  for  you." 

Clavier  glanced  quickly  at  the 
other,  who  went  on: 

"When  she  refused  me  she  intim- 
ated at  the  end  of  our  talk  that  she 
thought  well  of  you  " 

Clavier  snapped  erect  and  inter- 
rupted:— 

"She  is  the  only  girl  that  really 
ever  interested  me,  John,  but  I  got 
out  of  your  way  with  her  because  we 
have  been  friends  for  years  and  I 


wanted  you  to  have  the  first  chance 
with  her." 

Clavier  turned  shortly,  started  up  the 
little  path  leading  up  the  slope  from 
the  brawling  stream.  At  the  top 
of  the  little  rise  he  called  back: — 

"When  Pierre  comes  back,  tell  him 
I've  gone  up  into  the  glen  to  pick 
some  wintergreen  berries.  I'll  make 
a  birch-bark  basket  to  carry  them  in. 
There  are  heaps  of  big  ones  up  there. 
Have  him,  come  and  fetch  my  rifle. 
I'll  pretend  to  shoot  at  a  mark  when 
he  comes.  But  really  I  want  to  get 
him  apart  and  apologize  to  him  in 
due  and  ancient  form.  And  I'll 
'  add,  John,  that  after  what  you've 
told  me  about  Ethel,  and  as  she's 
refused  you  definitely,  I  think  I'll 
try  my  luck  with  her  when  we  get 
back  home.  "I  know  I  can  win — 
now." 

With  a  crisp  "All  right!"  Armstrong 
turned  his  face  toward  the  fire  again. 

"Pierre,"  urged  sturdy  old^  Anton 
Poulet,  leaning  his  broad  back  against 
a  silver  birch  beside  the  spring  and 
gazing  down  on  the  jealous  man  who 
was  sitting  there,  dappled  over  with 
golden  sunlight  and  umber  leaf  shad- 
ows, "it  is  not  well  to  quarrel  with  the 
good  people  we  guide.  Monsieur  has 
made  the  amende  honorable,  perhaps 
not  graciously,"  but  of  a  sufficiency. 
Soon  he  is  home  and,  pouf,  your 
Marie  sees  him  no  more.  What 
say  you?  Shall  I  go  ask  him  to 
shake  the  hand  again,  in  true  sin- 
cerity, all  anger  aside?" 

"If  you  think  best,"  Pierre  grunted, 
still  stubborn,  but  yielding  to  the 
moral  force  of  the  older  man. 

Old  Anton  went  swiftly,  joyfully, 
glad  to  hav3  the  squall  pass  so.  His 
mocassined  feet  made  no  sound. 

Armstrong,  fumoling  at  the  pock- 
et of  Clavier's  shooting  coat  that  hung 
at  the  tent-entrance,  started  back 
nastily  as  Poulet  called  to  him  asking 
where  Clavier  was.  Anton  saw  some- 
thing that  Armstrong  had  taken  from 
Clavier's  jacket  fall.  With  the  true 
courtesy  of  the  good  guide,  the  older 
man  stooped  quickly,  found  it  amidst 
the  pine  needles.  It  was  a  cartridge 
for  a  rifle.  He  handed  it  to  Arm- 
strong, who  thanked  him.    For  one  to 
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borrow  of  another  like  that  was 
usual  in  the  outer  spaces,  so  Anton 
made  no  remark,  on  that  point,  but 
instead  gladly  announced: — 

"Pierre,  he  is  sorry  he  was  so  anger- 
ed with  the  Monsieur  Clavier,  and  so 
is  ready  to  shake  the  hand  in  all  sin- 
cerity with  him.*" 

"ft  falls  out  luckily,  then,"  Arm- 
strong eagerly  cut  in,  "as  Mr.  Clavier 
asked  me  to  send  Pierre  after  him  up 
to  the  berry  patch  and  to  have  Pierre 
take  his  rifle  to  him,  as  he  may  wish 
to  shoot  at  a  mark  and  when  they  are 
alone  up  there  they  will  be  the  more 
easily  reconciled." 

"Indeed,  it  falls  out  very  well," 
old  Anton  agreed  hastening  to  inform 
Pierre. 

"Anton,"  Armstrong  said  an  hour 
later,  "there  goes  the  rifle  again, 
Clavier  seems  to  be  enjoying  himself 
shooting  at  the  mark.  No  doubt  he 
and  Pierre  are  reconciled,  eh?  Well, 
I  shall  take  my  24-gauge  shot  gun  and 
go  down  the  Brule  to  the  dead  pine 
and  see  if  I  can  shoot  the  big  osprey 
that  roosts  there  at  times  when  he  is 
watching  for  fish." 

"Ou/,  Mo'sieu,  that  so  light  a  gun 
of  yours  is  a  beauty  and  with  poudaire 
smokeless  makes  almost  the  crack 
of  the  rifle,  nonT'  and  Anton  smoked 
lazily  as  the  other  strode  off,  gun 
under  crooked  arm. 

An  hour  later  Anton  flicked  to  his 
feet  as  Pierre  came  running  into  camp, 
calling: 

"Anton;  Monsieur  Armstrong! 
Monsieur  Clavier  is  shot,  is  shot!" 

"Bad?"  snarled  old  Anton,  spring- 
ing into  action. 

"Vair  bad,  I  fear.  Take  his  friend 
and  get  him  to  camp.  I  in  the  canoe 
will  speed  to  Melchoir  for  the  doctaire. 
He  lies  on  the  path,  near  the  berry 
patch — you  know  where.  He  said 
for  me  to  come,  then  he  fainted — " 

Casting  down  Clavier's  rifle,  Pierre 
sprang  into  the  canoe  and  was  gone. 

Old  Anton,  before  starting  for  the 
place  where  Clavier  lay,  placed  his 
right  palm  thoughtfully  on  the  barrel 
of  the  gun.  It  was  still  warm. 
Then  he  called  for  Armstrong,  who 


answered  from  down  the  little  Brule. 
He  came  in,  panting. 

*** 

Armstrong  and  Anton  laid  the 
limp  body  on  the  pine  needles  before 
the  tent.  Anton,  stooping  over,  fum- 
bled in  the  pocket  of  Clavier's  shirt, 
over  his  heart.  His  hand  showed 
blood  when  he  withdrew  it,  clasped 
about  something. 

"He  shot  him  close  to  the  heart 
like • a  dog,  did  Pierre,"  Armstrong' 
snarled;  "he  seems  near  to  death. 
Pierre  shot  him- — like  a  dog." 

"Some  one  did,"  Anton  said. 

Clavier  stirred,  sighed,  even  essay- 
ed weakly  to  sit  erect. 

"Not  so,"  Anton  prevented,  his 
brawny  hand  on  the  injured  one's 
breast  in  kindly  restraint;  "lie  prone, 
easy,  till  the  doctaire  he  is  here. 
Luckily  we  are  at  the  edge  of  the 
settlements  again.  He  may  come 
in  time." 

Breathing  heavily,  as  a  man  will 
after  running  up  hill,  Clavier  fought 
for  his  life  against  the  deadening 
shock  of  the  bullet  wound  over  his 
powerful  heart.  Doctor  Verlaire,  for- 
tunately found  within  three  miles, 
having  been  called  into  the  woods  to 
dress  a  hunter's  broken  leg,  encourag- 
ed the  patient  with  stimulants,  stir- 
ring words,  the  while  listening  to 
Anton  and  Armstrong  debate,  while 
Pierre  sat  apart,  grim,  dumb. 

"He  must  have  done  it,"  Armstrong 
was  insisting,  over  again. 

"Why  must?"  Anton  queried,  his 
lips  to  a  white  line. 

"Pierre  was  with  him;  no  one  else. 
He  was  shot  with  a  rifle  bullet. 
Pierre  had  the  rifle  when  he  came  in. 
The  barrel  was  still  warm,  you  admit, 
before  he  bolted  after  the  doctor." 

"True,  so  far,  but  if  Pierre  falsely 
attacked  Clavier,  why  did  he  go  for 
the  doctaire..    Eh,  so?" 

"'It  was  a  blind,  to  quench  sus- 
picion— "         ,  x 

"But  one  thing  more,  please,  Mo'- 
sieur  John;  why  did  not  the  bullet 
from  so  strong  a  rifle  kill,  at  once?" 

Perhaps  the  ball  hit  something  in 
Clavier's  pocket  and  was  turned 
aside 

"Ah  so?  What  think  you  of  this  I 
found  in  his  pocket?"  showing  a  fat, 
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flat  little  memorandum  book,  In  it 
was  a  hole,  slightly  oblong,  not  clean- 
cut,  but  smashed  through  the  layers 
of  paper." 

Armstrong  made  as  if  to  take  it, 
but  Anton  kept  it. 

"Regard,"  he  said,  "the  hole! 
How  strange  that  at  such  a  short 
range  the  bullet  from  the  high- 
power  rifle  should  key-hole,  go  and 
over  end,  wild,  instead  of  spinning 
and  cutting  clean.  How  odd  that 
the  bullet  should  keyhole,  instead 
of  going  true,  when  Pierre  at  best 
was  but  50  feet  from  Clavier.  Ex- 
plain me  that,  Mo'sieu." 

"Well,  "  and  Armstrong's  lips  drew 
back  in  a  snarl. 

"Well,  it  is  so.  Where  are  the 
cartridges  I  saw  you  take  from 
Mo'sieu's  jacket?  You  had  two  then, 
can  you  show  both?  No;  you  lost 
one?  Eh  so?  I  myself  have  put 
a  heavy  bullet,  taken  from  the  end 
of  a  rifle  cartridge,  into  a  shot  gun 
when  short  of  ball  cartridges,  to  kill 
a  bear  when  out  of  rifle  ammunition 
and  in  the  deep  woods  on  a  winter 
trap  line.  And  in  such  a  case,  regard, 
Mo'sieu,  the  bullet  is  vair  apt  to 
keyhole,  to  go  end  over  end,  as  this 
one  did,  not  true  as  from  a  rifled 
barrel  " 

"You  go  too  far,  Anton,"  Arm- 
strong bellowed;  "this  matter  must 
abide  the  decision  of  the  coroner  when 
we  get  out  of  the  woods." 

"Oui,  Mo'sieu.  But  yau — and 
Pierre— must  remain  here." 

The  long  road  that  Clavier  labored 
up  steepened;  the  sun  dipped,  the 
wind  rustled  the  golden  leaves,  the 
crows  cawed,  the  squirrels  chattered 
and  the  sudden  night  came  to  make 
the  camp  fire  leap  into  its  true  posi- 
tion as  the  centre  of  the  scene  about 
which  the  doctor,  Pierre,  Anton  atad 
Armstrong  went  oh,  so  quietly  about 
whatever  tasks  came  to  their  hands. 
And  the  little  Brule  talked  and  whis- 
pered the  night  away. 

*** 

"Where  is  Armstrong?"  asked  Clav- 
ier, as  he  came  to  full  consciousness 
next  day.  The  shadows,  far-slanted, 
told  of  afternoon's  (close. 


"He  was  called  home  suddenly  by  a 
telegram  he  said  a  runner  brought 
in,"  said  Doctor  Verlaine,"and  has 
left  you  with  us  to  get  well  before  you 
go  back,  too." 

Overhead  a  woodpecker  drummed. 
A  trout,  rising  in  the  pool  below, 
splashed  the  tingling  water  delicious- 
ly.  Afar  they  heard  voices.  Anton 
and  Pierre  came  up  the  river  path 
together. 

Anton  glanced  inquiringly  at  the 
doctor,  holding  up  a  paper. 

"He  is  strong  enough  now,"  the 
physician  said,  taking  the  sheet. 

"Then  read  it  to  him;  let  him  know 
.  the  truth,"  Pierre  said  eagerly.  The 
surgeon  read: 

"  'I  i  shot  Paul  Clavier  with  my 
shot  gun,  using  a  shot  gun  shell,  from 
which  the  shot  has  been  extracted  by 
me  and  a  rifle  bullet  inserted,  in 
place  of  the  shot.  I  hate  him  for 
coming  in  between  me  and  a  woman 
he  knows  of.  I  thought  to  slay  him 
and  lay  the  blame  onto  Pierre  La- 
grange." 

Clavier  glanced  up  at  Pierre,  reach- 
ed up  to  him  weakly  and  shook  th? 
young  guide's  hand. 

"1  knew  it  wasn't  you,  Pierre," 
he  said,  then  queried:  "did  you 
turn  him  . loose — or  take  him  in  to 
Melchoir  for  trial?" 

"We  let  him  go;  we  thought  you 
would  like  it  best  so.  Was  it  for  the 
best?" 

"Yes;  for  the  best,"  assented  Clavi- 
er, his  head  falling  wearily  back  onto 
the  friendly  mound  of  coats  the 
doctor  had  ready  for  him;  "I'll 
rest  now  and  get  up  strength  enough 
for  the  return  trip  to  Melchoir  in  the 
canoe  and  then — home  as  straight  as 
I  may  go." 

*** 

"Paul,"  Clavier's  wife  said  to  him 
a  few  days  after  he  had  changed  her 
named  from  Whitcomb  to  his  own, 
"how  odd  that  John  Armstrong  should 
have  disappeared  so  queerly  up  tjiere 
in  the  woods?  His  business  affairs 
are  in  good  shape.  Can  you  imagine 
why  he  went?" 

"Why  no  Ethel,"  he  puffed  lazily 
at]hispipe,  "I  can't." 


In  the  Basin 


H.  C.  Haddon 


IT  is  in  the  late  summer  that  th^ 
Basm  is  at  its  best.  I,n  the 
background  stands  the  Sphinx, 
grim,  majestic,  eternal,  a  monstrous 
upheaval  of  rock.  No  tree  breaks 
the  harshness  of  its  appearance,  no 
vegetation  softens  the  hardness  of  its 
outlines.  Rock,  sheer  rock,  vast  and 
barbaric,  gray  and  weatherbeaten 
with  the  snows  of  the  forgotten  years, 
its  slopes  sprawl  out  in  tumbled  con- 
fusion. 

On  the  north  side,  where  the  . sun 
holds  no  empery,  in  the  sombre 
shadow  of  the  frowning  peaks  is 
eternal  snow — and  the  glacier.  The 
Basin  itself  lies  on  the  south  west  side. 
Here,  where  the  elements  have 
obtained  some  slight  footing  is  the 
chaotic  confusion  of  the  rock  slide 
brought  down  from  those  grim  peaks 
by  snow^and  rain. 

Every  once^in  so  often  comes, the 
clatter  01  falling  debris  as  some  portion 
disintegrated  by  the  action  of  the 
elements  breaks  off  and  adds  its 
mite  to  the  vast  accumulation  at 
the  head  of  the  Basin. 
I  Presently  when  the  wound  in  the 
silence  is  healed  and  the  echoes  have 
died  away  a  big  marmot  sits  up 
among  the  boulders  and  whistles  with 
monotonous  regularity.  A  golden 
eagle  comes  gliding  through  the  pass, 
and  after  it  half  a  dozen  whisky  jacks, 
bold  and  fearless  in  their  numbers, 
tumbling  and  diving  and  doing  their 
best  to  confuse  the  big  bird,  and  pro- 
faning the  silence  with  their|raucous 
cries. 

Big  balsams  dot  the  Basin,  singly 
and  in  groups,^  their  thick  branches 
growing  right  down  to  the  ground, 
though  the  lower  ones  are  killed  and 
broken  with  the  weight  and  depth 
of  the  winter  snows,.  Over  towards 
the  pass,  along  the  ridge  of  rocks 
that  form  the  rim  of  the  Basin,  a 
few  stunted  tamaracks  struggle  for  an 
existence,  their  trunks  crooked  and 
bent,  their  knotty  branches  twisted 
into  fantastic  designs.  Everywhere 
on  the  drier  ground  is  the  matted 


turf  of  the  heath,  with  its  pink,  bell- 
like flowers.  Among  the  trees,  free 
from  underbrush  and  parklike  in 
their  perfection,  the  open  glades  are 
rich  with  flowers,  white  and  pink  and 
yellow;  asters  in  all  shades  from  blue 
to  purple,  saxifrage,  speedwell,  slender 
ferns,  tiny  stout  flowering  rushes, 
false  Solomon's  Seal  with  their  berries 
already  ripening — and  everywhere  the 
nodding, dancing  feathery  seed  heads 
of  the  wind  flowers.  Gradually  the 
nights  grow  longer,  and  the  chill 
winds  of  autumn  whisper  of  the  snows. 
The  marmot  and  the  grizzly  have 
heeded  the  warning  and  are  sleeping 
till  the  spring  — the  wonderful  new- 
young  spring — shall  call  them  out 
again.  The  frosts  have  touched  the 
flowers, so  that  now  they  hang  brown 
and  discoloured,  their  life  work  fin- 
ished. 

And  then,  gray  and  leaden,  the 
clouds  collect  around  the  Sphinx. 
The  wind  goes  sighing  down  the 
valley,  and  Winter,  in  her  robes  holds 
her  court  again! 

**** 

Relentlessly,  unceasingly,  day  after 
day,  week  after  week  the  pitiless  snow 
fell  deeper  and  deeper.  Dry  and 
powdery,  at  first  it  imposed  no  great 
obstacles  in  the  way  of  travelling  or 
finding  feed,  but  with  each  dare's 
added  quota  the  total  mounted  up 
rapidly  as  December  ebbed  and  waned. 
And  all  through  the  weeks  of  the  new 
year  the  same  monotonous  regularity 
of  the  fall  continued.  Down  below 
in  the  valleys  came  occasional  spells 
of  rain  that  reduced  the  depth  of 
snow,  but  up  on  the  summits  with 
their  rarer  atmosphere  and  greater 
altitude  the  cold  prevented  any  thaw. 
Almost  the  first  big  fall  of  the  winter 
wiped  out  all  irregularities  from  the 
outlines  of  the  hillsides.  The  boul- 
ders, the  big  granite  boulders  that 
were  scattered  so  lavishly  through 
the  mountains  appeared  at  first  as 
only  a  mound  in  the  snow.  As  the 
weeks  dragged  by  these  disappeared 
and  the  face  of  the  snow  took  on  the 
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level, unbroken  appearance  that  con- 
cealed all  the  character  of  the  ground. 
Here  a  terrible  half  mile  of  rockslide 
appears  as  smooth  and  even  as  the 
treeless  slopes  that  lie  on  either  side 
of  it,  where  in  the  summer  the  wild 
mountain  flowers  form  a  little  garden 
in  the  wilderness,  and  where  the  big 
grizzly  likes  to  come  in .  the  late 
afternoons  to  drowse  in  the  sunshine. 

The  fallen  trees  that  littered  the 
hillside  and  that  in  summer  form 
such  a  drawback  to  travel  in  the 
mountains  lost  their  terror,  buried 
under  the  heavy  blanket  that  oblit- 
erated all  traces  of  their  outlines. 

Even  the  tangle  of  "down  timber" 
that  proves  so  effectual  a  barrier  when 
the  ground  is  bare  was  covered  up, 
and  travel  became  possible  now  where 
before  was  no  highway. 

In  the  Basin  the  great  balsams 
struggled  unceasingly  with  the  never 
ending  snow.  Down  below  in  the 
valley  the  thaw  that  usually  follows 
each  snowfall  would  enable  the  trees 
to  shake  off  much  of  their  burden  of 
snow,  but  up  here  on  the  summit, 
and  with  the  constant  fresh  falls,  the 
trees  were  loaded  down  almost  to 
the  breaking  point.  Now  and  again 
a  wind  would  strip  off  part  of  their 
burden,  but  always  the  fresh  snow 
was  adding  to  it,  so  that  the  branches 
were  dragged  and  weighed  down  out 
of  all  semblance  to  their  shape. 

No  glades  now,  a-riot  with  their 
flowers — only  the  bleakness  of  the 
snow-bound  mountains,  the  gray  hope- 
lessness, the  utter  loneliness  of  the 
silent  places! 

Then  with  February  the  clouds 
drifted  away  and  the  weather  cleared 
up.  The  sun  came  out,  but  brought 
no  warmth,  and  the  white  moon 
that  ruled  the  night  rode  pitilessly 
across  the  frozen  sky.  With  the 
tremendous  depth  of  the  snowfall 
and  now  the  weeks-long  length  of  the 
cold  spell  came  a  time  of  terror  and 
hardships  to  the  people  of  the  hills. 
To  the  smaller  carnivora  even  the 
rigours  of  an  exceptionally  hard 
winter  seem  to  impose  no  added 
strain.  Only  now  the  snow  remained 
unbroken  by  the  tracks  of  marten 
and  weasel.    They  did  not  run,  cov- 


ering the  snow  with  the  records  of 
their  wandering  miles  as  they  had 
done  earlier  in  the  winter. 

Instead,  secure  under  the  great 
white  blanket  that  kept  the  earth 
loose  and  unfrozen,  they  lived  in  a 
world  of  their  own.  Among  the 
tangle  of  fallen  trees  that  are  every- 
where in  the  mountains  they  hunted 
and  kept  warm  in  the  subterran- 
ean tunnels  and  runways  that  the 
snow  and  the  logs  had  made  for  them. 
Here  the  mice  burrowed  and  slept, 
and  here,  where  there  was  feed  aplenty 
came  the  smaller  hunters,  living  and 
keeping  iii  good  condition  and  making 
their  kills  in  a  grotesque  world  of 
snow  caverns  and  snow  tunnels, 
safe  from  the  prowling  eyes  that 
watched  the  hopeless  snows  in  search 
of  them. 

But  from  the  others,  the  larger 
meat  eaters,  denied  this  world  be- 
neath the  snow  by  reason  of  their 
size,  the  severeness  of  the  winter 
demanded  its  remorseless  toll.  The 
yielding  cold  (cold  so  bitter,  so  in- 
tense, so  pitilessly  penetrating  that 
one  wondered  if  ever  the  world  could 
be  warm  again)  and  the  depth  of  the 
snow  could  only  be  overcome  at  the 
cost  of  the  vitality  that  it  was  so 
easy  to  lose,  and  so  hard  now  to 
replace. 

The  winter  trails,  the  grim  winter 
trails  are  an  epic  in  themselves.  To 
each,  to  hunter  and  to  hunted  comes 
this  stern  annual  test  that  decides 
if  they  are  to  go  on  through  the 
halcyon  summer  and  reproduce  their 
kind  or  whether  they  are  to  die, 
unnoted  and  unremembered  in  some 
corner  of  the  lonely  mountains, 
unable  to  overcome  the  conditions 
that  have  proved  them  unfitted. 

An  off  year  with  the  rabbits,  now 
hardly  a  track  upon  the  snow  betray- 
ed the  presence  of  one  that  had  come 
through  the  sickness  of  the  summer, 
to  go  skipping  through  the  thickets, 
ghost-like,  tantalising,  elusive,  a  red- 
blooded,  firm  fleshed  morsel  that 
could  be  tossed  as  a  sop  for  a  few 
short  hours  to  the  insatiable  gods  of 
hunger. 

Around  the  evergreen  thickets  or 
lifeless,  leafless  alder  swales,  or 
through  the  shadows  of  the  timber 
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now  and  again  "a  big  lynx  would 
patiently  patrol  his  hopeless  route. 
The  wandering  erratic  tracks  are 
pitifully  eloquent  of  the  patience  with 
which  the  big  cat  has  hunted  in  all 
likely  and  unlikely  places,  covering 
the  miks  with  the  same  steady 
determination  that  is  usually  so 
successful.  Pity  for  the  big  cat  one 
must  feel,  and  admiration  for  his 
dogged  hopefulness,  with  nothing  in 
his  stomach  except  a  little  acid  pine 
needles  to  help  stay  that  awful  end- 
less hunger.  One  can  imagine  him 
growing  thinner  and  weaker  as  the 
days  pass,  each  with  their  miles— 
but  never  the  bloodstained  snow  to 
tell  of  the  game  surprised  and  the 
hurriedly  bolted  meal,  crouching  in 
the  snow  and  growling,  savage-eyed, 
at  the  shadows. 

Warned  in  advance  in  some  occult 
manner  the  caribou  had  deserted 
their  usual  range,  drifting  south- 
wards before  the  storms,  grayish 
white,  shadow-like,  surrounded  by 
the  steam  from  their  breath  and 
bodies;  and  the  trail  that  they  had 
broken  was  long  since  filled  up  with 
fresh  snow. 

Down  below  in  the  valley,  shel- 
tered in  the  side  hill  benches,  the 
white  tailed  deer  were  forced  to 
yard  up  and  here,  confined  in  a 
prison  of  their  own  making  they 
suffered  terribly  from  the  big  cougars 
that  hunger  and  cold  and  the  snow 
had  sent  slouching  down  from  the 
uplands. 

**** 

Late  one  afternoon  a  huget  dog 
wolf  emerged  from  the  timber  that 
fringes  the  Big  Slide.  It  was  over 
a  week  since  he  had  tasted  food  more 
satisfying  than  an  occasional  mouse, 
and  now,  gaunt  and  lean  and  raven- 
ously hungry  he  started  to  follow  up 
the  course  of  the  slide.  Below  the 
Twin  Dogs'  Teeth,  where  the  wind 
wails  and  sobs  through  from  the 
valley  on  the  other  side  he  lifted  up 
his  voice  in  the  mournful  eerie  wolf 
call  that  is  the  rallying  cry  of  the 
pack.  From  afar  down  the  hillside 
he  received  an  answer,  and  later 
was  joined  by  a  female  wolf,  his 
mate  of  the  season  before.  At  odd 
intervals  the  big  dog  sent  his  terrible 


blood-curdling  summons  echoing 
through  the  silent  hills,  the  invitation 
for  the  pack  to  assemble.  During 
the  night  the  four  cubs  of  the  spring 
heard  the  call  and  answered  it,  each 
one  from  their  own  barren  trails  that 
had  led  to  nothing  but  starvation. 
Two  other  wolves,  ranging  over  from 
their  usual  hunting  grounds  driven 
far  afield  by  their  terrible  necessity 
also  responded,  and  morning  found 
the  wolf  pack  assembled  and  miles 
away  from  their  rallying  point. 

Never  as  abundant  as  is  believed, 
yet  by  their  very  potency,  the  deadly 
accuracy  of  their  killing,  their  insati- 
able blood  lust  when  the  occasion 
offers,  their  strength  and  endurance, 
the  wolves  of  the  mountains  command 
respect  and  attention. 

All  spring  and  summer  and  fall 
their  trails  are  as  harmless  as  the 
bear's,  for  small  game  is  abundant 
and  Life  demands  no  heavy  payment 
for  any  favours  that  she  may  give. 
Grubs  and  beetles,  mice,  birds,  goph- 
ers, rabbits,  the  small  fare  of  the 
mountains  all  play  their  part  in  the 
wolf  diet.  Even  the  wild  berries  are 
eaten  eagerly,  especially  the  red  haws 
of  the  wild  rose. 

But  with  mid-winter,  with  its  snow 
and  hunger,  the  trails  that  have  run 
singly  unite  into  the  pack  that 
becomes  strong  enough  to  tackle  the 
larger  game,  even  the  caribou  bands 
with  their  great  legs  and  splendid 
horns.  This  latter  is  usually  only  as  a 
last  resort,  though,  and  is  only  adopt- 
ed when  other  means  fail. 

With  the  big  dog  that  had  assembl- 
ed them  in  the  lead  the  pack  travelled 
southwards  all  that  night,  apparently 
as  tireless  as  though  they  were  full 
fed  and  rested. 

For  a  few  hours  in  the  morning 
they  snatched  what  little  sleep  the 
cold  and  their  hunger  would  allow 
them,  and  then,  in  the  gray  bitterness 
of  the  late  afternoon  they  continued 
on  their  way.  So,  till  they  struck 
the  end  of  the  range  that  radiated 
like  the  points  of  a  star  with  the 
Sphinx  as  the  centre.  Here,  at  the 
end  of  the  arm  the  pack  dropped  down 
into  the  valley,  meeting  with  no 
success  nor  finding,  for  that  matter 
any  tangible  signs  of  the  game  that 
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they  were  after.  Among  the  willows 
and  alders  that  fringed  the  creek 
they  broke  their  formation,  *each 
hunting  on  their  own  account  to  try 
and  snap  up  a  rabbit,  assembling 
again  as  the  dusk  deepened.  One  or 
two  had  managed  to  stay ,  their 
hunger  for  a  brief  hour  or  so,  but  the 
country  had  proved  hopelessly  empty 
of  life. 

So  they  worked  back  towards  their 
starting  point,  ascending  the  hillside 
and  following  the  ridge  on  the  oppo- 
site side  of  the  valley.  Once  they 
crossed  the  trail  of  an  old  bull  caribou 
travelling  by  himself,  but  the  tracks 
were  so  old,  so  filled  with  snow  that  it 
seemed  hopeless  to  follow  them. 

Towards  morning  it  grew  warmer. 
The  sky  clouded  up  and  then  it 
began  to  snow  again.  With  the 
coming  of  the  daylight  the  pack 
continued  on  their  way,  for  food  now 
was  of  more  importance  than  sleep. 

And  then,  a  few  short  miles  of  valley 
separating  them  from  their  starting 
point  the  pack  ran  onto  the  tracks 
that  they  had  covered  so  many  miles 
to  find. 

Some  time  before  the  snow  had 
started  a  bunch  of  black  tailed  deer, 
some  fourteen  or  fifteen  strong  had 
come  up  out  of  the  valley  into  the 
range,  and  now  were  headed  towards 
the  Sphinx.  The  great  scar  through 
the  snow  that  marked  their  passing 
was  already  drifting  full  with  the 
flurrying  flakes  of  the  new  fall,  but 
the  pack  took  up  the  trail  with  new- 
born eagerness.  Somewhere  at  the 
other  end  of  the  trail  were  the  deer 
that  had  broken  it,  unaware  of  their 
peril,  perhaps  still  travelling,  perhaps 
resting  up  till  the  snow  should  have 
ceased — the  snow  that  could  hot 
come  fast  enough  now  to  blot  out 
the  record  of  their  passage,  to  save 
them  from  the  danger,  avidly  eager, 
white  toothed,  blood  crazy,  that  eat 
up  the  miles  between  them. 

An  hour  passed,  an  hour  of  grim 
pursuit  with  the  game  not  yet  in 
sight,  nor  their  trail  any  fresher. 
Only  the  silence  of  the  forest,  the 
unending  snow  of  valley  and  hollow 
and  ridge,  with  ever  the  great  trees, 
moss  grown,  snow  burdened,  march- 
ing on  endlessly  up  hill  and  down 


again — and  eight  gray  silent  shapes 
that  slipped  noiselessly  among  the 
tree  trunks  with  heaving  sides  and 
red  tongues  protruding,  slaves  to  the 
master-hunger. 

The  miles  slipped  by  before  their 
flying  feet,  a  mile,  another  mile,  and 
then  suddenly  the  gaunt  leader  put 
his  nose  down  to  the  snow — and  then, 
terrible,  eerie,  ghastly,  the  hunting 
cry  of  the  pack  echoed  and  re-echoed 
among  the  silent  hills.  A  bare  hun- 
dred yards  and  they  came  to  the 
beds  that  the  deer  had  used  for  a 
few  hours  and  then  vacated,  their 
trail  fresh  now,  new-broken,  elo- 
quent of  firm  flesh  and  red  blood 
steaming  hot! 

Another  hundred  yards  and  the 
timber  broke  up  abruptly  into  scat- 
tered clumps  of  trees  that  dotted  the 
open  hillside  below  the  summit. 

Oh,  big  buck  at  the  head  of  the 
band,  you  rested  too  long  in  the  tim- 
ber, dallying  till  the  storm  passed 
when  you  should  have  travelled 
with  all  speed  that  the  snow  that  the 
gray  North  wind  is  bringing  might 
have  wiped  out  the  record  of  your 
passing!  Too  late  now,  the  snow, 
even  though  you  seek  shelter  from 
the  wind  among  the  trees  of  the 
Basin! 

The  sheer  gap  of  the  pass  loomed 
ahead,  opened  up,  passed  behind  the 
speeding  pack.  The  ground  sloped 
away  under  their  feet  as  they  descend- 
ed into  the  Basin,  the  fresh  newly 
broken  meat  trail  pointing  straight  as 
an  arrow. 

A  sudden  cloud  of  breath-steam, 
of  snow  sent  flurrying  by  flying  bodies 
and  the  blacktail  band  broke  cover 
from  among  the  tress.  And  like  a 
cyclone  the  wolf  pack  was  in  their 
midst,  merciless,  pitiless,  driven  mad 
with  the  lust  of  blood  and  slaughter. 

Here,  both  his  hamstrings  cut, 
the  big  buck  that  had  led  the  way  into 
the  Basin  sunk  onto  his  haunches,  to 
roll  over  with  a  great  sighing  sob 
as  the  leader  of  the  pack  found  his 
heart  with  one  great  snap,  snap  of 
those  terrible  white  teeth.  There  a 
yearling  doe,  big-eyed,  frightened, 
separated  from  the  rest  of  the  band 
set  up  a  wild  snorting  of  fear  and 
surprise  at  the  gray  forms  that  sud- 
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denly  surrounded  her,  to  go  slither- 
ing down  into  the  snow  as  a  slim 
male  wolf,  his  eyes  alight  with  mad- 
ness leapt  in  and  out  again  and  left 
her  lying  there,  all  her  throat  torn 
out  in  that  one  second's  space. 

Here  a  single  deer  slipping  away 
unseen,  here  another,  a  big  buck, 
making  a  vain  attempt  to  beat  off 
the  attack,  rearing  up  on  his  hind 
legs,  snorting  with  the  lust  of  battle 
and  trying  to  beat  his  attackers  into 
the' snow  with  his  fore  feet;  there  a 
couple  of  wolves  madly  tearing  great 


chunks  of  quivering  meat  from  a 
crippled  animal  that  still  lived  and 
that  struggled  unavailingly  to  rise 
to  its  feet — a  scene  of  slaughter,  of 
carnage,  of  excitement  indescribable. 

The  fresh  snow  will  cover  the  blood 
stained  trampled  killing  ground.  The 
Chinook  wind  and  the  rain  will  usher  , 
in  the  spring — and  the  sun  and  the 
summer  will  bring  back  the  flowers 
that  riot  through  the  glades  among 
the  trees. 


H.R.H.  The  Prince  of  Wales  at  Cameron's  Falls. 


The  end  of  his  canoe  trip  on  the  Nipigon. 

— Courtesy  of  Canadian  National  Railways. 


SOME  said  that  he  had  a  spiash 
of  white  on  his  stomach — others 
said  it  was  snow  gathered  in  his 
fur — also,  some  said  he  had  a  strain 
of  grizzly  blood  in  him,  and  that 
was  where  he  got  his  great  size. 
But  every  hunter,  trapper  or  lum- 
berjack in  the  Marbleau  country  who 
had  seen  him  agreed  that  he  was 
mostly  cinnamon  and  mean  as  his 
hair  was  brown;  and  the  dash  of 
super-meanness  that  put  the  silver 
nose  on  him  and  gave  him  his  name 
was  the  worst  kind  of  blood  that 
could  have  been  mixed.  In  half- 
breeds  the  bad  qualities  are  usually 
predominant,  and  Silver  Tip  was  no 
exception.  The  bear  was  known 
from  Windy  Lac  to  the  Nipigon's 
headwaters,  and  he  had  committed 
'  every  crime  on  the  bear  calendar 
from  purloining  bacon  in  unguarded 
cabins  to  stealing  sheep  from  an 
.  embryo  rancher  down  at  Gargam- 
mon.  His  taste  for  mutton  had  sent 
the  would-be  sheep  raiser  back  to 
the  States  in  disgust  and  had  whetted 
popular  desire  for  his  hide.  He  was 
probably  the  most  hated  and  at  the 


same  time  the  most  feared  bear  in 
the  Canadian  woods.  He  came  down 
to  the  Marbleau  country  in  the  winter 
and  in  the  summer  he  disappeared, 
where,  no  one  knew.  Some  said  he 
had  got  matters  mixed  in  his  bear 
mind  and  hibernated  during  the 
wrong  season  of  the  year,  at  any  and 
all  events  it  was  strange  that  he 
should  persist  in  roaming  abroad 
during  the  bitter  winter  months  when 
other  bears  slept. 

The  best  bear  hunters  and  trappers 
in  the  whole  Marbleau  country  had 
trailed,  chased,  and  still  hunted  and 
been  baffled  in  turn  by  the  wily  bear, 
to.  say  nothing  of  an  army  of  sports- 
men from  Ottawa  to  the  Gulf  who 
had  come  equipped  with  high  power 
.30  calibre  rifles  fitted  with  telescopic 
sights,  and  returned  still  possessing 
them  but  no  bear  hide — at  least  not 
the  hide  they  wanted.  And  not  a 
few  there  had  been  who  had  had 
narrow  escapes  from  the  bear. 

So  when  Pierre  Bapiste  swore  to 
trail  Silver  Tip  down,  he  did  so  with 
a  full  realization  of  what  he  was 
swearing  to  do.    But  the  fiery  blood 
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that  ran  in  Pierre's  veins  when  arous- 
ed knew  no  cooling  till  justice  was 
done.  For  Pierre  was  no  bad  man, 
he  was  a  stickler  for  justice  and  the 
trait  had  often  seen  him  in  tight 
places.  Once  he  had  decided  that 
when  a  certain  prowling  cougar  had 
stolen  into  his  camp  and  chewed  up 
a  quarter  of  moose,  justice  demanded 
that  he  rush  out  in  the  darkness  and 
shoot  the  animal,  and  its  screams 
had  dropped  a  mate  from  a  tree  onto 
Pierre's  shoulders.  The  work  the 
big  cat  had  done  with  its  teeth  and 
claws  before  Pierre's  knife  found  its 
throat  was  responsible  for  his  peculiar 
twist  when  shouldering  a  gun.  There 
were  other  things,  which  do  not  con- 
cern our  tale.  Therefore  we  come 
to  the  winter  when  Pierre  was  trap- 
ping in  the  upper  Marbleau"  country 
on  the  very  edge  of  the  barren  lands. 

For  several  mornings  Pierre  had 
found  the  catches  in  his  traps  mutil- 
ated and  torn.  Often  there  would  be 
only  the  leg  of  an  animal  left  in  a 
trap  where  some  marauder  had  feasted 
on  a  marten  or  fox  worth  many  dollars 
to  Pierre.  The  robber  would  follow 
the  line  of  traps  unerringly  and  as 
its  appetite  became  satisfied  would 
content  with  merely  killing  and  maul- 
ing the  trapped  animals.  There  had 
been  a  blustering  wind  for  several 
days  that  had  kept  the  snow  fields 
moving  in  ever  changing  drifts,  and 
Pierre  had  found  the  robber's  tracks 
obliterated  each  morning.  Then  one 
night,  the  wind  had  died  and  Pierre 
set  forth  in  the  early  dawn  to  run  his 
line. 

It  was  as  before,  the  first  traps  were 
robbed  of  thefr  catch  for  the  maraud- 
er's breakfast,  the  others  held  mutili- 
ated  remains.  But  what  sent  the 
hot  blood  coursing  through  Pierre's 
veins  were  the  tracks  that  followed 
his  line,  plainly  visible  in  the  un- 
drifted  snow.  Bear  tracks,  they  were 
— huge  lumbering  tracks  such  as  only 
one  bear  in  the  Marbleau  country 
made! 

So  it  was  that  standing  by  a  trap 
which  flaunted  a  mass  of  torn  fur 
that  had  once  been  a  silky  marten 
and  almost  brought  tears  to  Pierre's 
eyes,  the  outraged  trapper  swore  to 


avenge  all  the  crimes  of  Silver  Tip, 
he  would  trail  the  marauder  down. 

Pierre  stood  in  the  snow  staring  at 
the  trail  that  switched  off  the  trap 
line  and  twisted  away  toward  the 
north.  He  was  already  on  the  edge 
of  the  barren  lands,  and  the  bear's 
trail  led  up  into  those  desolate  snow 
fields  where  few  men  venture  and 
from  whence  fewer  return.  But 
Pierre  Bapiste  knew  not  fear.  And 
so  with  his  lips  set  firmly  and  a  light 
of  determination  burning  in  his  eyes 
he  took  up  the  trail  of  Silver  Tip — 
the  sworn  Nemesis  of  that  outlaw 
of  the  north. 

Two  hours  later  Pierre  stopped. 
The  last  blur  of  the  timber  line  had 
melted  away  behind  him  and  to  the 
north  and  on  all  sides  stretched 
interminable  snow.  Pierre  was  sweat- 
ing from  his  super-exertion  and  during 
the  momentary  rest  his  clothes  froze 
to  board-like  stiffness.  His  legs  were 
dog-weary  and  even  the  weight  of 
his  rifle  seemed  tons.  But  still  the 
bear's  trail  led  on  and  on  into  those 
God-forsaken  regions.  !  The  trail 
Pierre's  practised  eyes  read,  was  new, 
he  must  be  not  far  behind  the  bear. 

"Mon  Dieu!"  muttered  Pierre. 
"Why  mus'  he  come  up  here  so  far?" 
And  a  strange  uneasiness  began  to 
take  possession  of  Pierre.  But  there 
jstill  burned  in  his  eyes  that  same 
light. 

"There  ees  surely  a  reeson  for 
heem  goin'  so  far,"  muttered  Pierre 
again,  then  added  determinedly,  "but, 
eet  mus  be  one  of  us."  He  gritted 
his  teeth  and  pushed  on,  a  great 
mystery  in  his  mind. 

After  a  while  Pierre  began  to  lose 
sense  of  time.  He  just  plodded 
doggedly  ahead,  his  eyes  glued  to  the 
bear's  trail.  Uneven  contours  of  the 
snow  fields  arid  ice  ridges  stuck  a 
finger  of  frosty  warning  at  him.  He 
knew  he  was  getting  far,  far  into  the 
arctic  regions.  That  a  bear  should 
wander  so  far — again  he  marvelled? 

Then  Pierre  came  to  an  ice  hum- 
mock which  the  trail  led  up  and  over. 
On  the  ridge  Pierre  halted,  then 
dropped  to  his  knees  and  stared  at 
something. 

Hairs,  he  saw,  that  the  jagged 
edge  of  the  ice  had  pulled  jxom  the 
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bear  as  he  clambered  over — but  they 
were  white! — white  as  the  snow  itself! 

And  there  came  to  Pierre's  ^nind 
the  stories  of  the  splash  of  white  on 
Silver  Tip's  stomach— which  some 
had  thought  to  be  snow;  but  now, 
Pierre  knew  that  he  was  following  a 
bear  with  a  strain  of  polar  in  him — 
those  white  monsters  whose  home  are 
the  regions  where  no  men  live  but 
the  brown  skinned  esquimaux.  That 
was  where  Silver  Tip  went  in  the 
summer,  when  the  south  grew  too 
warm  for  him! 

He,  Pierre  Baptiste,  was  trailing 
a  bear  that  knew  no  boundary  of 
snow  and%  ice — a  chill  wind  began  to 
creep  over  the  snow  wastes  and 
Pierre's  snowshoes  seemed  to  be 
tugging  to  drag  him  down.  But 
had  he  not  sworn  to  trail  down  Silver 
Tip?  True,  only  the  snow  and  the 
wind  had  been  witnesses  to  his 
swearing,  but  it  could  not  have  been 
more  binding  had  he  sworn  before 
Father  Lestel  down  at  Gargammon. 
Therefore  it  was  that  Pierre  stumbled 
on  following  that  never  ending  gos- 
samer thread  that  spun  a  streak  of 
despair  over  the  snow  wastes  into  the 
dim  distance. 

It  was  an  hour  later  and  miles 
farther  that  Pierre  stopped  before  a 
huge  ice  ^hummock  in  an  uneven 
stretch  of  country  that  he  knew  must 
not  be  far  from  the  great  ice  sheet  of 
Hudson's  Bay.  Some  instinct 
prompted  Pierre  to  loosen  the  mitten 
on  his  right  hand  and  gently  try  the 
action  of  his  rifle  to  make  sure  the 
cold  had  not  gummed  the  oil.  Then 
he  worked  up  the  ice  ridge. 

On  the  top  Pierre  naited.  At  first 
he  saw  nothing,  then,  less  than  an 
eighth  of  a  mile  away,  he  saw  some- 
thing moving,  a  lumbering  figure 
plodding  over  the  snow,  a  figure 
brown  haired  and  with  a  Silver 
Nose— and  a  splash  of  white  on  the 
belly  as  though  snow-dragged.  A 
smile  of  grim  satisfaction  cracked 
Pierre's  frosted  features  as  he  slipped 
off  his  mitten  and  raised  his  rifle  to 
his  shoulder. 

As  Pierre  pressed  his  cheek  against 
the  stock  of  his  rifle  he  thought  he 
v  saw  something  out  the  corner  of  his 


eye  that  made  him  turn.  He  lowered 
his  rifle  and  scanned  the  snow  fields 
on  all  sides.  But  far  as  eyes  could 
reach  there  stretched  only  the  white 
barrens.  The  only  living  thing  be- 
sides himself  was  that  lumbering 
ball  of  brown.  Again  Pierre  raised 
his  rifle.  But  as  his  finger  touched 
the  trigger  he  lowered  the  gun  once 
more.  Something,  the  barest  flit 
of  a  glimpse,  had  drawn  his  attention. 
But  he  saw  no  moving  thing  other 
than  the  bear. 

"Eet  ees  so  ver'  funny!"  muttered 
Pierre,  and  prepared  to  raise  his 
rifle  determinedly.  Then,  on  a  ridge, 
and  the  color  of  the  ice  it  moved 
against,  Pierre  saw  something  move. 
One  moment  Pierre  stared,  and  his 
keen  eyes  distinguished  the  silver 
fox  from  its  icy  background! 

With  steel-like  steadiness  Pierre 
raised  his  rifle  and  sighted.  A  spurt 
of  flame  cracked  the  frosty  air  and 
shattered  the  white  silence  into  a 
million  echoes.  The  next  moment 
Pierre  was  stumbling  madly  across 
the  snow  .to  where  a  growing  red 
blotch  showed  clearer  than  the  fox. 

The  trapper  fell  to  his  knees  by 
the  dead  animal  and  examined  it 
almost  reverently.  Fortune  of  for- 
tunes! There  was  not  even  a  blemish, 
the  bullet  had  passed  into  the  brain 
through  the  eye.  Pierre  ran  his 
fingers  through  the  silky  fur  with  the 
tenderness  of  a  connoisseur. 

"Worth  two  t'ousan'  dollaire  eef 
eet  ees  worth  two  cents!"  cried 
Pierre  almost  tearfully. 

Then  suddenly  Pierre  sprang  to 
his  feet  and  gazed  out  across  the 
snow.  Silver  Tip,  alarmed  by  the 
shot,  was  fast  lumbering  out  of  range. 
Pierre  raised  his  rifle  and  sighted. 
The  bead  hovered  over  the  bear's 
back  a  moment,  then  dropped  to  a 
spot  just  back  of  the  huge  fore 
shoulders  and  steadied. 

Then,  very  deliberately,  Pierre 
lowered  the  rifle  and  watched  the 
bear  clamber  from  sight  over  a  snow 
ridge.  He,  Pierre  Baptiste,  had  sworn 
to  trail  the  bear  down,  and  he  had, 
and — Pierre  was  glad  he  had  not 
sworn  to  kill  the  bear. 

The  trapper  looked  at  the  ball  of 
silver  lying  at  his  feet,  the  fur  which 
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every  trapper  of  the  far  north  sees 
in  his  elaysian  dreams. 

"So,"  Pierre  spoke  after  the  re- 
treated bear.  "Thees  ees  the  reeson 
you  cum  so  far,  to  pay  your  debt!" 

Then  Pierre  looked  away  toward 
the  south.  He  no  longer  felt  tired, 
how  could  he,  with — he  dropped  to 
his  knees  beside  the  fox. 


"All  night,"  he  said,  "we  will 
travel,  by  morning  we  be  home!" 

Then  Pierre's  white  teeth  flashed 

in  a  smile  as  he  again  looked  in  the 

direction  in  which  Silver  Tip  had 

disappeared. 

"Seelver  Teep,"  he  said,  "you  pay, 
weeth  eenterst!" 


The  Propagation  of  the  Brook  Trout 

John  W.  Titcomb 
Fish  Culturist,  New  York  State 


FISH  culture  in  the  usual  sense  consists  in 
the  conservation  of  fish  eggs  which 
would  otherwise  be  wasted  and  it  is 
made  possible  by  the  knowledge  that 
the  process  in  nature  termed  fertilization  can 
be  improved  upon  by  manipulation.  The 
fertilization  of  fish  eggs  may  be  compared 
to  that  of  flowers.  The  eggs  are  to  the  fish 
what  seeds  are  to  the  plants.  The  seed  of 
the  plant  is  not  complete  until  it  has  been 
united  with  the  pollen.  Bees  and  other 
insects  when  in  search  of  honey  shake  off 
the  pollen  and  carry  it  thus  from  one  flower  to 
the  other  thus  bringing  it  into  contact  with 
the  seed:  or  the  wind  may  be  the  agent.  The 
milt  of  the  fish  corresponds  to  the  polle  n  ofthe 
flowers  and  it  is  carried  to  the  eggs  through 
the  agency  of  the  water  after  both  eggs  and 
milt  have  been  expelled  by  the  parent  fish. 
The  fish  culturist  takes  advantage  of  the  know- 


ledge by  bringing  the  eggs  and  milt  into 
direct  contact,  this  effecting  almost  perfect 
fertilization  before  water  is  applied. 

Generally  speaking,  fish  cultural  operations 
may  be  divided  into  two  classes;  First, 
artificial  propagation:  second,  ponjd  culture. 
The  discovery  that  fish  eggs  could  be  artifici- 
ally impregnated  by  "stripping"  both  the 
eggs  and  the  milt  from  the  parent  fish  was  first 
made  in  Germany  in  the  year  1758.  It  is 
interesting  io  note  that  the  author  of  a  treatise 
published  in  1854  referring  to  the  discovery, 
writes;  "So  occupied  were  the  people  of 
Europe  in  the  art  and  science  of  cutting  one 
another's  throats  that  it  was  lost  sight  of  and 
was  re-discovered  in  1 840,  in  a  more  valuable 
form  by  two  poor,  illiterate  French  fishermen." 

Seth  Green,  is  accredited  with  being  the 
first  man  in  America  to  take  advantage  of 
artificial  propagation,  and  from  this  fact  he  is 
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generally  known  as  the  "father  of  fish  culture" 
in  this  country.  In  the  early  days  of  fish 
culture  the  eggs  were  expelled  into  a  span  of 
water  and  the  milt  was  then  added.  Under 
present-day  methods  the  two  elements  are 
brought  into  contact  before  the  water  is  added, 
and  as  a  result  a  very  high  percentage  of 
fertilization  is  achieved.  The  eggs  may  be 
taken  from  fish  caught  by  commercial  fish- 
ermen, which  are  destined  for  market,  or 
they  may  be  taken  from  fish  caught  expressly 
for  the  purpose  of  obtaining  their  eggs.  In 
the  latter  case  the  fish  may,  after  the  opera- 
tion, be  returned  uninjured  to  the  water. 
After  impregnation  the  eggs  are  protected  by 
providing  the  most  favorable  conditions  for 
hatching,  and  then,  with  the  trouts  and  the 
salmons  the  various  stages  of  fish  rearing 
follow  which  we  are  accustomed  to  see  at 

0 

different  seasons  of  the  year*.  Owing  to  the 
cannibalistic  nature  of  other  species  arti- 
ficially propagated  and  the  enormous  numbers 
produced,  it  is  customary  to  plant  them  as 
fry. 

Among  the  fish  which  have  hitherto  yielded 
the  most  satisfactory  results  by  the  methods  of 
artificial  propagation  are  mentioned  the 
various  members  of  the  trout  family,  salmon, 
whitefish,  pike-perch,  muscallonge  and  a 
number  of  other  fish  and  also  salt  water 
species.  On  the  other  hand,  small-mouth 
and  large-mouth  black  bass,  calico  bass, 
crappie,'  bream,  catfish  and  other  fishes  of 
similar  habits  do  not  submit  to  the  "stripping" 
process.  These  species  thrive  best  in  warmer 
water  than  the  trout  family,  and  are  ordin- 
arily handled  by  the  so-called  pond  culture 
methods.  It  is  in  connection  with  the  in- 
creased propagation  of  these  varieties  that  so 
many  amateurs  are  concerned.  As  the  warm 
water  fishes  do  not  yield  to  the  artificial 
methods  described  in  the  foregoing  para- 
graphs it  is  fortunate  that  a  very  large  per- 
centage of  the  eggs  of  these  species  are  fertil- 
ized when  spawning  occurs  naturally.  Add- 
itional advantage  is  gained  by  the  habit  of 
the  parent  fish  in  caring  for  and  protecting 
their  young  until  they  are  free  swimmers. 
The  cultivation  of  these  fishes,  therefore, 
consists  in  providing  ponds  which  shall  give 
to  the  maximum  number  of  breeding  fish  and 
their  young  all  the  essential  conditions  of  a 
natural  environment,  while  at  the  same  time 
protecting  them-  from  their  enemies  and 
holding  them  under  control.  The  breeding 
of  fisjh  in  artificial  ponds,  dates  back  to  the 

luxurious  days  of  ancient  Rome.    China  for 

many  centuries  has  propagated  fish  in  ponds 


and  as  far  back  as  1611  shipped  goldfish  to 
Europe.  Many  improvements  have  been 
made  over  the  methods  of  pond  culture  con- 
ducted in  those  days  when  the  ponds  were 
stocked  by  the  transfer  of  eggs  from  other 
waters,  or  perhaps  by  the  transfer  of  fishes. 
It  is  important  to  state  that  the  young  of  the 
black  bass  and  other  nest  building  fishes 
cannot  be  confined  in  the  troughs  or  small 
ponds  used  for  trout  rearing  and  will  not 
accept  artificial  food.  They  depend  for  sus- 
tenance upon  minute  forms  of  animal  life  and 
upon  one  another.  At  a  very  tender  age  they 
develop  cannibalistic  tendencies  and  when 
larger  numbers  are  confined  in  artificial 
ponds  even  where  there  is  an  abundance  of 
natural  food,  they  may  reduce  their  own 
numbers  60  to  80  per  cent  within  a  month  or 
six  weeks  from  the~time  of  hatching.  Not 
even  with  a  judicious  selection  of  a  profuse 
growth  of  aquatic  vegetation,  which,  besides 
providing  a  refuge  from  one  another,  pro- 
duces directly  or  indirctly  the  small  crus1 
taceans  and  other  minute  forms  of  animal  life 
upon  which  the  young  bass  feed,  is  the  fish 
culturist  able  to  prevent  a  large  loss  by  canni- 
balism.) 

There  are  some  variations  in  the  methods 
of  spawn-taking  according  to  species  but  in 
general  the  operation  consists  in  expelling 
the  eggs  by  a  gentle  pressure  of  the  thumb 
and  forefinger  along  the  walls  of  the  abdomen, 
the  strokes  being  continued  until  all  the  ripe 
eggs  have  been  secured.  The  fish  is  usually 
grasped  near  the  head  and  to  hold  it  firmly 
may  be  pressed  against  the  body  of  the 
spawntaker.  The  receptacle  into  which  the 
eggs  are  expelled  is  usually  a  6-quart  milk- 
pan  which  has  been  dipped  into  the  water  and 
then  emptied,'  thus  leaving  it  slightly  moist. 
The  milt  is  obtained  by  the  same  process  as 
the  eggs  and  applied  to  the  latter  in  the  pan 
used  to  receive  them  from  the  fish. 

Heavy  eggs,  Such  as  those  of  the  trout,  are 
incubated  in  wire-bottom  trays  set  in  troughs 
of  running  water.  The  mesh  of  the  wire  is 
of  a  size  to  suit  the  size  of  egg  and  to  permit 
the  young  fish,  as  they  hatch,  to  drop  through 
into  the  trough.  The  troughs  are  usually 
plain  open  boxes  varying  in  length  from  12 
to  16  feet  and  in  depth  from  4  to  12  inches,  to 
suit  conditions.  An  arbitrary  width  of  14 
inches,  inside  measure,  has  been  adopted, 
uniformity  in  width  being  desirable  for 
economy  in  interior  equipment.  For  brook 
trout  eggs  (Salvelinus  fontinalis)  one  often 
depends  upon  commercial  trout  raisers,  eyed 
eggs  being  obtained  from  them  at  lower  cost 
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than  it  is  possible  to  collect  from  wild  fish  at 
most  places  or  from  brood  fish  maintained 
only  for  their  eggs.  The  eggs  are  annually 
purchased  from  four  to  six  dealers.  For 
the  purpose  of  making  a  just  comparison  as  to 
quality  and  final  cost  of  fish  produced  from 
each  purchased  lot  of  eggs  received  from  such, 
each  dealer  is  accounted  for  until  their  pro- 
duct is  ready  for  distribution.  Eggs  also  are 
obtained  from  trout  inhabiting  natural  lakes 
or  artificial  lakes  on  private  preserves.  Dur- 
ing September  and  October,  principally,  and 
continuing  into  November,  the  fish  ascend 
the  streams  in  large  schools  on  each  rise  of 
water.  The  fish  culturist  has  only  to  provide 
suitable  racks  and  traps  in  anticipation  of  the 
period  *  of  migration,  constructing  them  in 
the  streams  that  have  been  dammed  to  make 
the  lakes.  The  fish  are  dipped  from  the 
trap  into  adjacent  pens  above  the  rack,  the 
pens  being  kept  covered  to  guard  against  the 
escape  of  the  fish  in  case  of  a  possible  flood.  A 
field  station  of  this  character  is  sometimes 
managed  by  one  man,  who  constructs  the 
trap,  rack,  and  pens,  cares  for  and  strips  the 
fish,  and  then  cares  for  the  eggs,  which  are 
\  incubated  until  "eyed,"  then  are  packed  and 
shipped  to  the  central  station.  After  the 
fish  have  been  manipulated  for  their  eggs  and 
milt  they  are  returned  to  the  water  with  but  a 
trivial  loss,  if  any  at  all.  Thus  some  clubs  and 
individuals  annually  replenish  their  stock  of 
fish  by  the  maintenance  of  hatcheries  in  con- 
nection with  their  ponds. 

The  scope  of  this  article  is  to  show  how 
individuals  may  comply  with  the  law  and 
stock  their  waters  at  a  minimum  expense  by 
procuring  the  eggs  of  trout  which  can  be 
bought  at  a  low  figure,  and  hatching  them  on 
their  own  premises.  It  is  hoped  also  that 
some  may  be  interested  in  stocking  public 
waters  and  to  all  such  Fish  Commissions 
should  furnish  eggs  free  of  charge.  Fry 
delivered  in  the  months  of  April  and  May 
in  small  lots  cost  at  the  rate  of  $2.50  to  $3.00 
per  thousand  at  commercial  hatcheries.  The 
fish  are  either  shipped  by  express  in  patent 
cans  or  sent  in  ordinary  cans  accompanied 
by  a  messenger.  Thus  ten  thousand  (10,000) 
fry  at  three  dollars  per  thousand  will  amount 
to  thirty  dollars.  Add  the  expressage  to  this 
and  you  have  something  like  five  dollars. 
Added  up  this  is  an  expense  to  you  of  thirty- 
five  dollars.  If  a  messenger  accompanies  the 
fish  (which  is  the  customary  method),  add 
$2.50  per  day  for  his  services;  add  his  car-fare 
and  subsistence  en  route  and  the  bill  will  be  at 
least  twelve  dollars  more.  The  cost  of  the 
fry  will  then  amount  to  from  thirty-five  to 


fifty  dollars  delivered  at  the  railroad  station. 
In  the  above  we  give  ah  instance.  As  to 
whether  you  pay  more  or  less  depends  wholly 
upon  what  part  of  the  country  you  happen  to 
be  in. 

Eggs  can  be  bought  for  fifty  cents  per 
thousand  and  expressage.  Estimating  the 
expressage  at  $1.50  and  the  total  cost  of 
$10,000  eggs  is  $6.50.  In  large  lots,  eggs  sold 
as  low  as  thirty  five  cents  per  thousand  one 
season.  In  the  case  of  the  United  States 
Fish  Commission  it  is  possible  to  obtain  the 
eggs  free  of  cost,  in  which  case  the  only 
expense  would  be  the  expressage.  At  the 
lowest  estimate  on  the  cost  of  10,000  fry  and 
the  highest  estimate  on  eggs,  there  is  a  balance 
of  twenty-three  dollars  and  fifty  cents  in 
favor  of  the  eggs.  The  eggs  must  now  be 
hatched  which  means  that  you  must  equip 
yourself  with  a  miniature  hatchery  and  then 
give  the  eggs  care  and  attention  a  short 
time  daily  for  two  or  three  months.  Two 
advantages  of  purchasing  eggs,  aside  from  the 
financial  question  are  that  the  product  can  be 
planted  at  your  leisure,  a  few  at  a  time  and 
the  fish  will  be  fresh  and  strong.  The  cost 
of  fmgerlings  is  so  much  greater  than  that  of 
fry  that  I  have  not  brought  them  into  m\ 
comparison  with  fry  and  eggs,  although  the 
results  obtained  by  planting  them  are  most 
satisfactory. 

In  this  article  I  shall  only  give  the  details 
for  procuring  and  hatching  trout  eggs,  receiv- 
ing the  eggs  in  the  form  of  "eyepl  ova"  and  are 
ready  to  be  fed  or  to  be  planted. 

The  subject  of  rearing  to  fmgerlings  belongs 
to  another  chapter,  when  the  fish  require 
more  water,  more  critical  care  and  at  a  season 
when  farm  work  demands  more  attention. 
It  will  be  touched  upon  only  in  brief. 

II. 

THE  WATER  SUPPLY. 

This  is  the  most  important  question  to  be 
considered  both  as  to  quantity  and  quality. 
If  a  hatchery  is  to  be  constructed  the  water 
supply-  is  the  first  consideration'  and  the  loca- 
tion of  the  hatchery  is  dependent  upon  it. 
As  this  article  contemplates  the  necessity 
for  only  a  small  floor  space  to  hatch  enough 
fish  to  stock  one  stream  or  a  portion  oi  it, 
room"  for  the  hatchery  may  be  found  in  the 
barn,  barn  cellar,  cellar  of  house  or  some  other 
available  space  protected  from  the  inclem- 
ency of  the  weather.  Assuming  that  there  is 
floor  space  somewhere  about  your  buildings 
can  you  run  your  present  water  supply  into  it 
and  have  you  sufficient  flow  of  water  to 
spare  some  of  it  for  fish  cultural  purposes?  A 
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consideration  of  the  following  requisites  will 
enable  you  to  decide:  First,  the  supply  may 
be  from  a  spring,  a  brook,  a  pond  or  a  lake. 
Fish  culturists  differ  as  to  which  is  preferable, 
but  conditions  vary  in  different  localities  and 
climates.  In  Veimont,  very  few  brooks 
aie  free  from  sediment  at  all  seasons.  Springs, 
if  tapped  at  their  sources  are  practically  free 
from  sediment.  That  is,  it  must  not  become 
roily  during  the  frequent  thaws  in  winter  or 
the  heavy  rains  of  springtime.  Second,  it 
should  be  of  an  even  temperature  throughout 
the  period  of  incubation.  This  last  is  not 
essential,  but  preferable.  In  New  England 
the  normal  temperature  of  spring  water  at 
the  sources  of  springs  is  46  to*  48  degrees  and 
does  not  vary  from  that  amount  summer 
or  winter  more  than  five  degrees.  If  allowed 
to  flow  along  the  surface  until  it  forms  into  a 
brook,  the  temperature  will  of  course  be 
reduced  in  winter  and  raised  in  summer,  but 
will  be  comparatively  even.  Trout  eggs 
can  be  hatched  in  any  temperature  of  spring 
water  or  in  a  temperature  varying  from  33  to 
50  degrees  Fahrenheit.  I  prefer  a  tempera- 
ture of  from  33  to  44  degrees  during  the 
period  of  incubation,  rising  to  60  or  65  de- 
grees for  the  little  fishes  as  warm  weather 
approaches.  Ordinarily  the  water  supply 
for  a  house  and  stable  is  suitable  for  this  work 
if  a  sufficient  volume  of  it  can  be  spared  to 
flow  steadily  24  hours  a  day  for  every  day  the 
hatchery  is  in  operation.  A  city  water  supply 
can  usually  be  regarded  as  suitable.  Trout 
cannot  be  hatched  successfully  unless  the 
eggs  have  a  constant  flow  of  water.  It 
cannot  be  diverted  temporarily  for  creamery 
or  domestic  purposes  without  danger  of 
weakening  or  smothering  the  eggs.  The 
quantity  of  water  depends  upon  the  number 
of  eggs  to  be  hatched  or  the  number  of  hatch- 
ing troughs  to  be  used.  The  minimum 
amount  of  water  allowable  for  one  trough 
whether  to  contain  10,000  eggs  or  double 
that  number  should  not  be  less  than  two 
gallons  per  minute.  The  simplest  way  of 
ascertaining  whether  there  is  a  sufficient  flow 
of  water  is  to  catch  the  flow  in  a  pail  of  known 
measure  and  see  how  long  it  takes  to  fill  the 
pail.  If  you  have  a  spring  of  unknown  vol- 
ume put  in  a  temporary  spout  with  earth 
packed  around  the  intake  end  long  enough  to 
conduct  the  water  to  a  point  where  it  can  be 
caught  and  measured.  Do  not  attempt  to 
run  the  smallest  hatchery  on  less  than  two 
gallons  of  water  per  minute. 

It  may  be  best  to  construct  a  small  building 
for  a  hatchery  near  the  source  of  supply  and 


save  piping  the  water.  For  an  isolated 
building,  spring  water  has  several  advantages 
in  that  it  is  not  liable  to  freeze  either  at  the 
intake  or  in  the  hatchery  and  that  artificial 
heat  for  the  hatchery  is  unnecessary  except 
for  personal  comfort  in  working  over  the 
troughs.  There  is  one  disadvantage  in  using 
spring  water ;the  fry  may  develop  so  rapidly 
that  they  will  be  ready  for  distribution  before 
the  waters  to  be  stocked  are  free  from  freshets. 
Brook  water,  a  considerable  distance  from  the 
springs  which  are  its  source  may  give  trouble 
by  freezing  at  the  intake  or  still  more  in  the 
troughs  unless  "the  hatchery  is  artificially 
heated.  Water  from  lakes  and  ponds  if 
taken  several  feet  below  the  surface  gives  an 
even  and  favorable  temperature  for  hatching 
eggs  slowly.  Do  not  take  water  from  a  bog 
or  stagnant  pond.  Eggs  and  fry  need  air 
which  is  taken  through  the  medium  of  clear, 
sparkling  water. 

The  water  may  be  conducted  in  pipes  of 
lead,  iron  or  wood,  the  same  as  used  in  con- 
ducting water  to  your  house  for  domestic 
purposes.  It  is  preferable  to  use  pipe  two  or 
three  times  larger  than  is  absolutely  necessary 
to  give  the  requisite  volume  of  water  and  the 
following  statement  may  be  used  as  a  guide 
as  to  the  size  of  pipe  required: — "A  straight 
cylindrical  pipe,  one  inch  in  diameter,  inclined 
one  foot  in  ten  will  convey  about  eleven 
gallons  of  water  per  minute.  The  same 
pipe  with  an  inclination  of  one  foot  in  twenty 
will  convey  eight  gallons  per  minute;  with  an 
inclination  of  one  in  fifty,  five  gallons  per 
minute;  with  an  inclination  of  one  in  one 
thousand  one  gallon  per  minute.  A  two 
inch  pipe  will  convey  about  five  and  one  half 
times  as  much  water  as  a  one-inch  pipe;  a 
three-inch  pipe  nearly  fifteen  times  as  much." 
Angles  or  bends  in  the  pipe  will  materially 
reduce  the  capacity.  A  square  conduit  made 
of  boards  or  planks  well  jointed  does  as  well  as 
anything  else  to  conduct  water,  and  if  spring 
water  it  maybe  laid  on  the  surface  of  the 
ground,  reducing  the  temperature  slightly  to 
its  advantage.  A  perforated  zinc  or  copper 
strainer  with  much  more  surface  than  the  size 
of  the  conduit  is  preferable  for  the  intake  but 
an  ordinary  packing  box  perforated  with 
small  holes  and  connected  with  the  conduit 
will  do.  Any  spring  should  be  thoroughly 
cleaned  before  each  hatching  season.  It 
should  be  covered  sufficiently  to  exclude 
falling  leaves  and  debris  of  any  kind.  The 
intake  should  be  examined  occasionally  to 
guard  against  its  becoming  clogged. 

While  not  essential  it  is  desirable  to  have 
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the  hatching  room  well  lighted  to  avoid  the 
necessity  of  using  artificial  light  in  working 
over  the  eggs  or  fry.  No  artificial  heat  is 
necessary  in  a  hatchery  supplied  with  spring 
water  but  if  the  water  gets  below  36  degrees 
in  temperature  artificial  heat  may  be  necessary 


one  additional  trough  against-  the  walls  on 
each  side. 

Figure  I  shows  the  arrangement  of  troughs 
in  pairs  side  by  side.  Figure  2  shows  how  the 
troughs  could  be  arranged  so  that  the  second 
trough   would   utilize  the   same  water  as 


Figure  1.  A  A,  Hatching 
troughs.  B,  Supply  trough. 
G,  Spigot,  a,  Tail  screen,  b, 
Aerating  screen.  c,  Water 
gate.  d,  Supply  pipe.  e, 
Surplus  water  overflow.  f, 
Waste  pipe  water  trough, 
g  g,  Waste  pipe  to  hatching 
troughs,    h,  Slash  board. 


Figure  2.  Sections  of 
troughs,  A  A,  set  tandem. 


Figure  3.   Water  gate. 


JTiff.3. 


to  prevent  its  freezing  over  the  surface  in  the 
troughs.  There  is  no  objection  to  artificial 
heat  so  far  as  the  eggs  are  concerned.  ' 

In  selecting  a  site  for  a  hatchery,  place  it 
far  enough  from  the,  intake  to  secure  a  fall 
of  five  or  more  feet  to  the  floor  of  the  building. 
The  object  of  this  is  to  r^aise  the  troughs- about 
two  feet  from  the  floor  for  convenience  in 
working  over  them.  Bear  in  mind  the 
heavy  snows  of  winter  and  high  waters,  that 
the  building  may  not  be  inundated. 

4  iii 

THE  HATCHERY  BUILDING. 

A  simple  house  may  be  built  at  smalt 
expense  with  a  plain  shed  roof.  Use  rough 
boards  and  cover  joints  with  3  inch  by  1  inch 
battens.  A  suitable  building  paper  will  of 
course  make  it  less  susceptible  to  changes  of 
the  weathei.  The  roof  should  be  made  water 
tight.  There  should  be  a  drain  underneath 
the  building,  to  conduct  the  water  from  the 
waste  pipes.  The  outside  should  be  well 
drained  around  the  bottom.  A  building  16 
ft.  by  9  ft.  will  accommodate  a  pair  of  troughs 
12  ft.  long  placed  side  by  side  in  the  center  and 


pine.  The  man  who  is  experimenting  with  a 
home  made  plant  ean  use  matched  spruce  and 
nail  the  bottom  of  the  trough  cross  wise.  It 
will  not  make  so  smooth  a  working  surface 
inside  but  it  will  serve  the  purpose  if  a  water 
tight"box  is  secured. 


At  the  prevailing  prices  for  good  pine  or 
cypress  lumber,  he  who  would  buy  his  troughs 
or  have  them  made  may  find  it  economy  to  go 
to  a  manufacturer  ofmaple  sugar  evaporators 
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and  sap  tanks  and  order  galvanized  sheet 
iron  troughs  of  dimensions  herein  specified. 
One  great  advantage  of  these  is  that  they 
are  sure  to  be  water-tight,  an  important  con- 
sideration if  to  be  set  up  where  it  is  desirable 
to  keep  the  floor  dry.  If  sheet  iron  troughs 
are  adopted,  ears  ofthe  same  material  may  be 
soldered  to  sides  where  saw  kerfs  or  cleats 
have  been  suggested  for  the  wooden  trough. 

Make  two  screens  like  Figure  8,  thirteen 
and  three-fourths  inches  by  the  depth  of  the 
trough  inside.  If  the  trough  is  8  inches  deep 
inside,  make  the  frames  of  the  screens  8 


Figure  6.  Section  of  hatch- 
ing trough,  showing  method 
of  wedging  a  hatching  tray 
and  tail  screen  in  place. 


the  alevins  under  the  screen.  If  you 
wedge  the  screen  on  the  back  side  as 
shown  in  Figure  6,  at  AA,  pressing  it  firmly 
down  at  the  same  time,  you  will  ensure 
secure  a  tight  fit  in  the  trough.  The  object 
of  the  aerating  screen  is  to  spread  and  aerate 
the  water  and  break  its  fall  on  to  the  fish  in 
the  trough.  It  also  acts  as  a  cover  for  that 
portion  of  the  trough  where  it  is  placed. 
Make  the  hatching  trays,  Figure  7,  thirteen 
and  one-half  inches  wide  and  18  inches  long, 
outside  measure.  (The  length  of  the  trays 
may  be  governed  by  the  length  of  the  troughs 


Figure  7.    Hatching  tray. 


Figure  8. 
screens. 


Tail  and  aerating 


inches  by  thirteen  and  three-fourths  inches 
outside  measure.  For  the  upright  pieces  of 
fiames,  use  1  inch  square  stock  and  for  the 
top  and  bottom  pieces  use  five  eighths  inch 
by  one  inch  stock,  nailing  the  thin  sides  ofthe 
top  and  bottom  pieces  to  the  end  pieces  as* 
shown  in  Figure  8.  Cover  the  frames  with 
No.  9  zinc,  perforated  with  holes,  324  to  the 
square  inch.,  033  diameter.  A  frame  thir- 
teen and  three-fourths  by  8  inches  requires  a 
piece  of  perforated  zinc  seven  and  one-half 
inches  by  twelve  and  three-fourths  inches. 
While  the  perforated  metal  is  more  expensive 
than  wire  cloth  it  is  far  more  durable  and  is 
more  easily  cleaned.  If,  on  account  of  ex- 
pense, wire,  cloth  is  to  be  used  for  these  two 
screens  get  material  described  as  "24  by  24, 
number  24  galvanized  wire  cloth." 

For  equipping  a  large  hatchery  it  would 
be  best  to  obtain  for  the  aeration  screens  a 
metal  with  coarser  perforations  than  for  the 
tail  screen,  but  in  fitting  up  only  a  few  troughs 
it  will  be  cheaper  to  make  the  two  screens 
alike.  To  the  one  used  as  a  tail  screen,  tack 
two  thicknesses  of  flannel  or  several  thick- 
nesses of  cotton  cloth  on  the  edge  which 
comes  in  contact  with  the  bottom  of  the 
trough.    This  assures  against  the  escape  of 


and  with  a  view  to  economy  in  space.)  Use 
for  the  sides,  seven  eighths  inch  by  seven 
eighths  inch  and  for  ends,  five  eighths  inch 
by  seven  eighths  inch.  Mortise  together  as 
shown  in  Figure  7.  Cover  with  "galvanized 
wire  cloth,  2x9  mesh.  No.  24-23  double 
warp."  For  a  tray  thirteen  and  one  half  by 
18,  cut  the  cloth  13  by  seventeen  and  one 
half. 

The  wire  cloth  may  be  purchased  through 
your  local  hardware  dealer.  He  will  be  glad 
to  secure  prices  for  you  from  various  sources. 
In  ordering  perforated  metal,  give  the  size 
of  pieces  required,  in  order  that  the  stock  sent 
you  can  be  cut  economically.  Use  three  oz. 
copper  tacks  to  fasten  perforated  metal  or 
wire  cloth  on  to  the  frames.  If  not  easily 
obtainable  use  three  oz.  tinned  carpet  tacks. 
Most  all  of  the  stock  required  in  making 
trays  and  other  equipment  can  be  gotten  out 
of  the  waste  lumber  from  the  troughs. 

Paint  troughs  inside  and  all  trays  and  other 
equipment  which  comes  in  contact  with  the 
water  with  two  coats  of  turpentine  asphaltum 
paint.  The  outsides  of  the  troughs  may  be 
painted  with  turpentine  asphaltum  or  with 
lead  paint. 

Having  equipped  a  hatchery  with  a  con- 
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stant  and  suitable  water  supply  you  are 
ready  for  the  eggs  but  there  are  some  hatchery 
tools  which  will  be  convenient,  most  of  which 
you  can  make  yourself.  Figures  9  and  10 
show  two  forms  of  egg  pickers  with  which  to 
pick  out  dead  eggs.  Figure  9  is  made  by 
taking  a  piece  of  galvanized  sheet  iron  about 
22  gauge  and  cutting  it  into  a  strip  about  12 
inches  long,  one  to  one  and  one  half  inches  wide 
at  the  centre  and  tapering  to  about  one-eighth 
inch  wide  at  each  end.  Bring  the  two  ends 
together  as  shown  in  the  figure.  Figure  10 
is  a  more  elaborate  form[of  afpicker  made  by 


45  to  75c  per  yard,  54  inches  wide.  The  side 
of  the  wire  frame  opposite  the  handle  should 
first  be  covered  with  some  coarse  material 
to  which  the  bobbinet  can  be  fastened.  This 
is  because  the  bobbinet  would  wear  out  too 
quickly  if  sewed  directly  to  the  bottom  of  the 
frame.  The  triangular  net,  Figure  12,  is 
much  smaller  than  the  other  and  does  not 
require  so  heavy  a  wire  frame,  either  4  or  5 
inches  to  a  side  is  a  good  dimension  to  follow. 
Otherwise  it  is  made  by  the  same  method  as 
the  larger  one.  It  is  well  to  paint  the  wire 
before  covering  itjto  prevent  rusting.  Figure 


Figures  9  and  10,  Egg 
Pickers. 


Figures  1 1 
Nets. 


and   12,  Scarf 


cutting  the  tweezers  out  of  a  solid  piece  of 
clear  pine  about  six  inches  or  seven  inches 
long  and  attaching  to  them  some  fine  wires 
with  rings  at  the  ends  about  one  eighth  of  an 
inch  in  diameter.  A  more  simple  picker  can  be 
cut  out  by  trimming  down  a  clothes  pin  or 
cutting  plain  wooden  tweezers  out  of  a  piece 
of  pine.  Nearly  every  fish  culturist  makes  a 
picker  to  suit  himself. 

Figures  11  and  12  are  scarf  nets  used  for 
picking  up  eggs  or  fry  and  for  cleaning  troughs, 
etc.  The  rectangular  net  should  be  about 
10  inches  wide  by  9  or  10  inches  deep.  It 
is  made  by  bending  a  wire  into  the.  form 
shown  fastening  the  wire  to  a  light  handle  and 
covering  with  mosquito  netting  or  bobbinet. 
The  bobbinet  is  preferable  and  costs  from 


Figure  13,  Feather  Brush. 


Figure  14,  Side  view  of 
Spigot. 


Figure   15,   End    view  of 

Spigot. 


Figure   16,  Tin   Hood  for 

Spigot. 


Figure  17,  Wedge. 


13  shows  a  feather  brush  made  by  slitting  the 
end  of  a  piece  of  wood  with  a  fine  saw,  in- 
serting tail  feathers  of  a  crow.  A  rectangular 
pan  14  in.  by  20  in.  and  four  inches  deep, 
bound  at  the  edge  with  wire  is  a  very  handy 
implement  in  transferring  eggs  from  packing 
trays  to  hatching  trays  and  in  many  other 
ways.  The  sides  and  one  end  of  the  pan  are 
to  be  perpendicular  to  the  bottom  the  other 
end  flares  like  the  side  of  an  ordinary  milk- 
pan.  The  ordinary  No.  2  bench  brush,  more 
commonly  called  in  the  kitchen  a  dust  brush, 
and  a  palmetto  scrub  brush  are  convenient 
tools  which  can  be  purchased  at  the  stores. 
The  spigot,  Figures  14,  15  and  16,  is  made  as 
follows.  Make  a  round  plug  of  clear  pine, 
and  two  and  one-half  inches  in  diameter  at 
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one  end  and  tapering  to  one  and  three-fourths 
inches  at  the  other,  six  inches  long.  Bore 
an  inch  hole  through  it  horizontally.  Notch 
as  shown  in  Figure  14.  Cut  a  piece  of  tin 
into  the  form  shown  in  Figure  16,  the  upper 
portion  to  fit  the  end  of  the  spigot  as  notched, 
the  lower  edge  about  four  inches  wide.  The 
tin  is  tacked  to  the  end  of  the  plug,  pro- 
ducing the  effect  shown  at  G,  Figure  1.  The 
tin  hood  can  be  bent  forward  or  back  to  direct 
the  flow  of  the  water  on  to  the  centre  of  the 
aeration  screen.  A  wooden  cider  spigot 
with  an  inch  hole  would  serve*  the  same 
purpose.  If  one  is  willing  to  go  to  a  little 
more  expense,  a  one-inch  molasses  spigot  is 
an  improvement  over  the  homemade  wooden 
'  one  herein  specified.  If  troughs  are  made 
of  galvanized  iron,  metal  spigots  in  the 
supply  trough  would  be  almost  a  necessity. 

Figure  17  shows  a  wedge.  Make  it  out 
of  one  half  inch  square  stock  or  dimensions 
approaching  that  size  and  from  4  to  5  inches 
long.  You  will  need  two  wedges  for  the  tail 
screen,  two  for  the  slash  board  and  two  for 
the  hatching  tray.  The  method  of  wedging  the 


Emma  Brown,  twelve  years  old,  and  her 
two  hour  catch  at  Penantan  Lake,  near 
Kamlocps,  B.  C. 


*;  Fish  culture  in  its  broadest  sense  consists 
not  only  in  the  art  of  fish  breeding  but  includes 


hatching  tray  so  as  to  hold  it  in  place  above 
the  bottom/  of  the  trough  is  shown  in  Figure 
6,  A.  By  this  method  the  tray  can  be  sus- 
pended at  any  height  in  the  trough  and  is 
used  most  frequently  where  roily  water  is 
encountered.  As  water  has  been  selected 
which  is  not  going  to  be  roily,  I  will  describe 
another  method  of  setting  the  hatching  trays 
in  the  trough.  Drive  two  4d  wire  finish 
nails  into  the  opposite  corners  of  one  end  of 
the  tray  and  two  6d  nails  into  the  opposite 
corners  at  the  other  end.  Drive  them  in 
just  enough  to  be  firm  and  so  that  all  four 
legs  thus  made  will  rest  firmly  on  the  bottom 
of  the  trough.  When  the  tray  is  set  in  the 
trough,  put  the  shorter  legs  towards  the  head 
of  it  and  wedge  the  tray  firmly  into  place  on 
one  or  both  sides.  All  these  preparations 
should  be  made  before  the  eggs  are  received. 
I  have  written  quite  a  detail  to  prepare  you 
for  the  reception  of  the  eggs  for  it  is  these 
details  which  must  be  looked  after  in  fish 
hatching  and  much  more  might,  of  course, 
be  said. 

(Concluded  in  January  number.) 


(1)  the  preservation  of  rivers,  lakes,  harbors, 
estuaries  and  shore  waters  in  a  normally  pure 
condition;  (2)  the  prohibition  of  methods  and 
seasons  of  fishing  which  have  proved  too  de- 
structive or  clearly  would  prove  to  be  so;  and 
and  (3.)  the  destruction  of  such  creatures  as 
prey  upon  food  fishes,  and  the  encouragement 
and  growth  of  plants  and  animals  which  serve 
them  for  food.  j«The  first  of  these  aids  to  fish 
culture  has  as  yet  scarcely  been  attempted. 
Every  town  befouls  the  neighboring  stream 
with  sewerage  and  with  the  refuse  products  of 
manufactories. —  W.  N.  Lockington.  g 


A  river  may  be  quickly  emptied  of  the  fish 
which  visit  it  periodically  such  as  salmon  and 
shad  by  overfishing  in  the  spawning  season  as 
well  as  by  dams  which  cut  off  the  fish  from 
their  spawning  grounds  and  by  the  sawdust 
and  refuse  from  milts;  numerous  rivers  in 
America  and  Europe  might  be  named  in 
which  this  has  occurred.  But  it  is  now 
equally  as  well  known  that  such  destruction 
of  valuable  property  can  easily  be  prevented, 
first  by  wisely  restraining  the  capture  ot  the 
fish,  and  their  destruction  by  refuse  in  the 
water,  and  second  by  cultivation  and  the 
placing  of  fishways  in  the  streams. 
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Viscount  Grey 

Robert  Page  Lincoln  - 


THE  appointment  of  Viscount  Grey  as 
the  temporary  representative  of  Great 
Britain  to  the  United  States  while  an 
ambassador  is  being  selected  is  bound  to 
awaken  some  interest  amongst  the  anglers  of 
this  continent  mainly  through  the  fact  that 
this  notable  Briton  is  a  true  Waltonian  and 
ranks  very  high  as  an  exponent  of  the  gentle 
art  of  angling.  The  present  writer  does  not 
care  to  judge  a  man  in  this  instance  by  his 
political  affiliations,  nor  by  his  state  record, 
but  rather  to  esteem  the  man  for  what  angling 
has  meant  to  him  and  what  effect  it  has  had 
upon  his  character.  We  are  wont  to  align  the 
most  honorable  of  men  with  anglers  of  the 
woild  and  we  rarely  find  a  man  in  those  ranks 
who  has  not  some  pure  icfeal  which  actuates 
his  best  thought  and  impels  him  to  give  his 
worthiest  to  the  cause  of  humanity.  There 
are  always  mistakes  made  it  is  true, — but 
then  life  is  at  best  a  mass  of  complications: 
we  have  to  make  the  best  of  circumstances 
and  conditions  as  they  are.  It  is  well  for 
the  true  Waltonian  to  keep  a-breast  of  the 
times  and  not  to  reject  a  plan  of  life  without 
sound  reasoning  and  deliberation.  I  believe 
that  Viscount  Grey  is  a  thinking  man:  one  in 
whom  a  certain  trust  is  reposed.  But,  as  1 
say,  I  judge  the  man  not  in  the  very  least  by 
anything  he  has  ever  done  politically:  what 
positions  he  has  held.  I  thiust  all  that  aside 
and  judge  him  as  an  angler.  What  a  man 
says  as  an  angler  amounts  to  what  a  man  is 
worth  in  this  world. 

And  so  we  judge  Grey  as  an  angler.  He  is 
known  to  fishermen  who  otherwise  have  not 
heard  of  the  man's  political  record  extending 
over  so  many  years.  His  book  "Fly  Fishing" 
tells  you  all  about  trout  and  salmon  fishing, 
it  is  finely  illustrated  by  Rackham,  has  colored 
plates  of  the  most  desirable  of  flies  to  use  and 
is  said  to  have  gone  through  four  editions.  In 
the  foreword  to  this  book  he  says; 

"I  cherish  a  belief  tl>at  I  am  entitled  to  rank 
high  amongst  those  whose  reputation  as 
anglers  is  measured,  not  by  skill  but  by  their 
devotion  to  angling,  and  by  the  delight  that 
they  have  in  it.  A  chief  object  of  this  little 
book  will  be  to  express  some  of  this  pleasure, 
to  explain  some  of  its  qualities  and  virtues, 
and  to  say  how  it  is  that  we  who  are  anglers 
congratulate  ourselves  upon  having  one  of  the 
best  and  most  wonderful  recreations  that  have 
ever  been  known  to  man." 


Grey  looks  upon  WTalton  as  the  Supreme 
High  Apostle  of  the  Brotherhood,  of  Anglers. 
He  delights  in  Walton  and  has  tried  to  fashion 
his  life  after  him.  He-has  obtained  from 
him  comfort  and  broadmindedness.  "With 
the  exception  of  Gilbert  White's  'Selborne'," 
writes  Grey,  "I  know  of  no  book  in  which  it  is 
so  easy  for  a  tired  mind  to  find  refuge  and 
repose  as  in  the  'Complete  Angler.'  " 

Grey  is  a  devoted  admirer  of  Charles 
Kingsley,  the  novelist,  who  was  also  a  de- 
voted angler.    He  writes; 

"There  is  an  onset  of  enthusiasm  in  such 
a  piece  as  'Chalk  Stream  Studies,'  which 
must  stimulate  the  keenness  of  any  angler, 
and  Kingsley  has  a  good  store  of  knowledge 
of  plants,  weeds,  birds,  and  all  the  life  about 
a  river.  Who  would  not  have  kindled  at  the 
thought  of  a  day's  fishing  with  Kingsley? 
Who  would  not  have  been  the  better  for  it? 
Walton  feels  that  all  he  has  to  tell  us  is  visibly 
leading  to  some  new  discovery  which  any 
man  with  a  good  will  may  hope  to  make  in  a 
lifetime.  In  Kingsley's  time,  and  still  more 
now  this  delicious  sense  of  impending  dis- 
covery is  gone,  fish  and  flies  are  classified 
and  indexed.  We  may  still  argue  some 
points  such  as  the  number  of  different  species 
of  salmonidae  or  whether  fish  have  a  keen 
sense  of  color,  but  we  know  enough  to  be 
dogmatic  and  to  make  even  things  which  are 
still  uncertain  appear  not  to  be  open  ques- 
tions." 

The  later-day  school  of  anglers  do  not 
believe  in  the  above  to  the  extent  that  all 
angling  lures  and  flies  have  been  thought  out 
and  are  now  a  common  thing.  The  field, 
as  Charles  Van  Horn  tells  me  quite  frankly, 
has  scarcely  been  touched.  We  shall  in  the 
future  give  some  ideas  along  that  line  that 
will  prove  this  conclusively. 

The  joys  and  gains  afforded  through  ang- 
ling, Grey  holds  are  many  and  one  should 
approach  the  recreation  in  a  right  mood.  He 
says: 

"If  we  are  to  enter  into  the  moods  of 
Nature  we  must  bring  with  us  some  vigor  and 
elasticity  of  spirit.  A  feeble  mind  looking 
upon  fair  scenes  with  a  languid  eye  will  not 
feel  the  joy  of  them,  and  it  is  with  Nature  as 
with  friendship— we  cannot  take  all  and  bring 
nothing.  On  the  other  hand,  work,  if  it  be 
of  an  interesting  sort  and  not  crushing  in 
amount  is  a  fine  preparation  for  the  country. 
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Such  work  is  stimulating  and  when  we  make 
our  escape  we  do  it  with  faculties  erect  and 
active,  with  every  sense  alert  and  eager  for 
sights  and  sounds  and  all  joys,  which  are  not 
to  be  met  with  in  cities.  These  we  bring 
with  us  such  an  uprising  of  the  spirit  that  we 
seem  to  be  fit  companions  for  Nature  even  in 
her  finest  and  best,  days  in  spring." 

Viscount  Grey  -  is  a  world-wide  known 
statesman  and  has  been  highly  spoken  of  by 
some  of  the  most  brilliant  of  men.  Perhaps 
the  greatest  compliment  paid  him  was  that 
spoken  by  Gladstone  when  he  said  of  Grey: 
"I  never  knew  in  any  man  such  aptitude  for 
political  life  and  such  disinclination  for  it." 
When  Gladstone  said  that  Grey  was  yet  a 
young  man  and  was  making  ready  for  his 
career.  Viscount  Grey  has  never  gone  in 
search  of  positions.  They  have  come  to  him 
and  he  has  filled  them  with  marked  merit. 
Grey  has  never  shown  out  on  the  platform  as~ 
an  orator:  he  is  quiet  and  unassuming.  When 
the  European  world  was  at  the  brink  of  war- 
fare and  hostilities  gave  evidence  of  brewing 
Viscount  Grey  was  at  the  head  of  the  British 
foreign  office.  The  thought  of  war-fare,  of 
the  world  plunged  into  a  mad  whirlpool  of 
blood  and  carnage  was  something  from  which 
he  turned  in  dread.  His  had  been  the  ways 
of  peace.  Like  all  anglers  he  had  learned  the 
futility  of  warfare,  and  modern  warfare  least 
of  all  as  a  means  to  any  end  worthy  of  sanc- 
tion. He  knew  that  wars  meant  the  com- 
plete overturning  of  Nature's  laws,  for  in 
modern  wars  the  pick  of  the  lands  are  mar- 
shalled out  to  be  shot  and  murdered  while  the 
unfit  are  left  at  home  to  propagate.  This 
fact  he  had  learned  by  the  study  of  Nature. 


He  knew  that  it  is  Nature's  law  that  the  weak 
and  unfit  fall  first  and  the  strong  survive  for 
the  betterment  of  the  race.  When  the  world 
was  torn  with  cries  for  early^  war  and  the 
patrioteers  were  busy  Grey,  kept  a  cool  head 
and  with  all  his  might  and  main  sought  to 
bring  about  a  peaceful  settlement.  But  such 
a  condition  was  impossible.  Europe  was 
boiling.  The  mad  were  set  on  making  the 
world  abide  by  their  dictates.  Says  a  con- 
temporary : 

"No  man  clothed  with  official  responsibility 
ever  labored  harder  to  avert  war  than  did 
Viscount  Grey.  But  Germany's  mad  am- 
bition was  settled,  unreasoning  and  arrogant 
in  the  extreme.  Full  preparations  for  the 
conquest  of  Belgium  and  France  had  been 
most  deliberately  planned  in  all  its  details, 
and  that  was  but  an  initial  step  in  the  German 
scheme  of  conquest. .  No  German  official  or 
militarist  of  note  questioned  her  ability  to 
put  the  program  through  and  they  were  not 
to  be  denied  the  glorious  day  they  had  so 
long  planned.  Viscount  Grey  did  his  best 
and  failed.  The  war  had  been  decreed  at 
Potsdam,  and  the  war  came.  To  read  the 
record  of  those  few  days  of  struggle  to  avert 
a  world  disaster  is  to  form  a  very  high  estimate 
of  the  moral  integrity  as  well  as  high  patriot- 
ism of  the  man  who  comes  to  Washington  to 
begin  the  responsible  work  of  representing  one 
of  the  very  greatest  world  powers  in  the  labor 
of  international  reconstruction.  No  man 
could  possibly  havel^een  chosen  whose  genius 
for  cementing  the  .  international  sentiment 
which  just  now  seems  to  mean  so  much  to  the 
world  could  inspire  greater  confidence  on 
both  sides  of  the  ocean." 


A  Pernicious  Practice 


A  clipping  from  a  Hamilton,  Ontario,  paper  reads  as  follows: 


W 


OULD  you  believe  that  it  is  possible 
for  a  man  to  woo,  fondle  and  caress 
a  fish  in  its  native  haunts? 


No! 


Well,  if  the  affidavit  of  Frank  Wall,  148 
Park  street  north,  is  to.be  respected,  don't 
make  a  bet  that  this  is  beyond  the  scope  of 
man's  winning  ways. 

Listen  to  Frank's  tale: 

"When  one  of  the  Duckworth  brothers 
who  are  members  of  the  Bay  Shore  clan,  told 
me  he  could  go  up  in  the  marsh  and  catch 
pike  without  the  aid  of  a  spear,  of  course,  I 
laughed  at  him,  but  he  afterwards  convinced 


me  that  he  can  catch  this  species  of  fish  with 
his  two  naked  hands. 

"At  this  season  of  the  year  the  female  of 
the  species  is  selecting  her  spawning  place, 
and  the  jack  pike  is  always  near  as  a  protec- 
tor. Duckworth,  in  his  flat-bottomed  boat, 
paddles  slowly  and  quietly  into  the  spawning 
quarters, usually  in  shallow  water,  and  seeing 
a  pike  lying  lazily  in  the  water,  he  puts  his 
hand  cautiously  down,  and,  with  a  tickling 
movement  of  the  fingers,  commencing  at  the 
tail,  plays  along  the  back  of  the  fish  with  his 
hand  until  he  reaches  the  gills,  when  he  takes 
hold  of  the  fish  and  lifts  it  out  of  the  water. 
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"Yes,  I  laughed,  too,  when  I  was  told  that 
this  man  could  catch  a  fish  in  the  marsh  with 
his  hands,  but  I  ceased  to  laugh  when  I  had 
the  feat  demonstrated  to  me  over  and  over 
again. 

"The  Duckworth  boys  have  been  around 
the  bay  all  their  lives,  and  it  may  be  that 
they  are  on  more  frierftlly  terms  with  the  fish 
than  the  rest  of  us.  You  can  tell  the  world 
that  there  is  no  fiction  about  their  being  able 
to  catch  pike  with  the  naked  hand.  And  they 
know  much  more  than  most  of  us  about  the 
nature  and  habits  of  the  furbearing  animals 
and  feathered  creatures  to  be  found  on  the 
bay  and  in  the  inlets." 

Catching  fish  by  the  tickling  method  is  one 
of  the  oldest  gags  in  the  gentle  art.    It  is 
immortalized  in  Shakespeare's  line: 
"Here  comes  the  trout  that  must  be  caught 
with  tickling." 

To  which  a  true  sportsman  replied  in  the 
same  paper  as  follows: 

To  the  Editor. 

I  notice  in  your  issue  of  even  date,  a  man 
priding  himself  in  taking  pike  by  hand  in  the 
bay  during  spawning  season.  This  is  easy 
for  anyone  to  accomplish. 

I  would  like  to  know  what  kind  of  sports- 
man he  is  who  would  do  things  like  that? 
He  is  not  only  destroying  unclean  fish,  which 
are  not  fit  for  food  (as  pike  are  not  fit  for  food 
during  spawning  season),  but,  on  the  other 
hand,  he  is  destroying  thousands  of  other  fish 
by  not  allowing  them  to  spawn. 

In  England  it  is  against  the  law  to  kill  fish 
•during  spawning  season,  and  I  think  the  same 
law  should  apply  here. 

However,  no  true  sportsman  would  be 
guilty  of  such  unsportsmanlike  conduct.  At 
least  there  is  the  opinion  of  yours  very  truly. 

GEO.  H.HILL. 

Angling  Editor's  Comment: — The  reply  is 
a  good  one,  and  well  put.  The  practice  of 
indiscriminately  harvesting  in  spawning  fishes 
by  any  method  or  system  that  will  make  the 
wholesale  performance  a  complete  success  is 
one  that  should  be  put  a  stop  to.  01  course 
we  realize  that  the  pike  as  a  game  fish  is  as 
nothing  in  comparison  with  the  trout,  and  we 
are  liable  to  class  it  too  freely  with  the  rough 
fishes,  hence  kill  the  specie  without  any 
thought  for  its  future.  That  the  pike  are 
assailed  during  the  spawning  season  in  what- 
ever part  of  the  continent  they  happen  to  be 
found  is  only  too  true.  In  some  places  they 
have  decreased  to  such  an  extent  lhat 
measures  are  being  taken  to  restore  them  to 
somewhat  near  past  numbers.    It  is  always 


true  that  the  large  fishes  suffer  during  the 
spawning  season  being  hunted  out  with  shot- 
guns and  spears  in  the  hands  of  thoughtless 
men  and  boys.  Usually  the  fish  is  shot  as  it 
lies  in  the  water  and  then  as  it  turns  up, 
stunned  for  a  moment,  it  is  speared.  As  the 
correspondent  to  the  above  Ontario  paper 
states,  fish  taken  during  the  spawning  season 
are  of  little  or  no  value  as>  a  food,  and  this  is 
especially  true  of  the  pikes  and  the  rough 
fishes,  also  the  trouts.  Fish  when  in  the 
state  of  milting  and  casting  eggs  are  truly  in 
an  "unclean  condition"  the  same  as  the  sal- 
mon. Not  knowing  of  this  fact  thousands  of 
people  consume  fish  taken  in  the  spawning 
season,  when  the  flesh  is  certainly  at  its  worst , 
and  with  probably  little  or  no  food  value  to 
it  at  all.  Because  fish  are  easy  to  optain 
during  the  spawning  season  when  the  hordes 
are  easily  speared  any  number  of  the  populace 
will  go  forth  to  reap  the  harvest.  They 
spear  fish  at  this  season  of  the  year,  then 
hang  them  up  and  have  pictures  taken  of 
them.  Usually  these  photos  will  be  shown 
around  later,  and  of  course  those  who  look 
upon  these  photos  are  told  that  they  were 
caught  on  rod  and  reel.  It  is  always  instinct 
with  these  clumsy  butchers  to  do  this,  and 
place  rods  and  reels  and  creels  around  the 
speared  fish  so  that  their  pseudo-prowess 
might  be  caroled  later  on. 

No  man  with  one-eighth  of  an  ounce  of 
sportsmanship  in  him  will  spear  and  murder 
wholesale  the  spawning  fishes.  Be  a  man  out 
of  Nature  at  least.  Let  the  fishes  spawn  and 
so  replenish  the  water  before  you  kill  the 
parents.  Abide  by  the  natural  laws  of 
Nature,  pleasel 


MAN'S   CONTROL  OVER  NATURE 

Both  the  jay-hawk  and  the  man  eat  chick- 
ens but  the  more  jaw-hawks  the  fewer  chickens, 
while  the  more  men  the  more  chickens.  Both 
the  seal  and  the  man  eat  salmon,  but  when  a 
seal  takes  a  salmon  there  is  a  salmon  less, 
and  were  seals  to  increase  past  a  certain  point 
salmon  must  diminish;  while  by  placing  the 
spawn  of  salmon  under  certain  conditions 
man  can  so  increase  the  number  of  salmon  as 
to  more  than  make  up  for  all  he  may  take,  and 
thus,  no  matter  how  much  men  may  increase, 
their  increase  need  never  outrun  the  supply 
of  salmon. — Henry  George. 


Food  springs  not  from  Agriculture  alone 
and  non  vegetable  food  may  be  multiplied 
almost  without  limit  by  the  free  agency  of 
man. — Henry  George. 


Robert  Page  Lincoln 


THERE  is  that  in  the  pleasure  of  angling 
that  is  not  easily  understood.  Perhaps 
this  is  so  because  fishing  and  all  that 
pertains  to  the  art  affords  such  happiness  that 
defies  comparison,  and  whether  one  be  young 
or  whether  one  be  past  his  prime  incapa- 
citated it  matters  not.  The  charm  of  angling 
is  in  the  blood  and  will  not  out.  I  hope  I  will 
be  forgiven  what  some  may  believe  is  a  mental 
failing.  It  is  that  I  look  upon  all  anglers  as 
the  chosen  of  the  Lord,  if  I  may  make  so  bold 
as  to  say  so.  This  failing  has  grown  with  the 
years.  We  will  say  we  are  given  to  the  law  of 
selection  and  elimination.  We  put  men 
through  the  hopper  of  our  estimation.  Some 
remain  true  to  our  calculations,  and  those  we 
set  aside.  It  may  be  that  we  are  prejudiced 
and  slip  by  every  angler  when  no  one  is 
looking,  and  of  course  one  may  be  forgiven 
for  that,  considering  the  possibilities  stored 
up  in  every  Waltonian. 

So  long  as  a  man  fishes  there  is  hope.  He 
has  good  nature  and  a  kindly  outlook  upon 
life.  Financially  and  intellectually  he  may 
be  at  a  shallow  margin  and  nevertheless  be 
wealthy  and  mentally  the  possessor  of  just 
that  knowledge  that  men,  otherwise  bent, 
have  spent  their  whole  lives  hunting  for  in  the 
Great  Grist  Mill  and  yet  have  not  discovered. 
Suddenly  as  one  sits  angling  one  day  the 
whole  purpose  of  life  will  reveal  itself  in  one 
flash.  Of  course  we  who  anp,le  know  just 
what  that  something  happens  to  be,  but  we 
refuse  to  part  with  our  information.  And 
yet  anyone  who  will  lay  a  line  to  water  and 
will  spend  a  certain  number  of  hours  every 


year  in  courting  chance  upon  the  good  waters 
will  sooner  or  later  discover  the  very  essence 
of  life. 

Once  a  man  has  angled  he  will  always  angle 
and  he  will  always  live  in  hopes  of  some  sup- 
erior attainment  toward  which  he  is  forever  in- 
stinctively reaching  out.  I  suppose  you  have 
all  heard  the  story  about  the  man  who  grew 
young  while  busy  at  the  art  of  angling.  He 
entered  the  ranks  rather  late  in  life  as  one 
would  say — commercially;  that  is,  on  the 
walks  of  trade  he  had  long  died  the  death 
of  the  dead  whose  souls  are  eaten  out 
in  the  lust  for  gain.  But  he  was  not  too 
old  to  angle.  And  when  he  was  to  die  he  still 
refused  to  expire  until  he  had  tried  out  a  bit 
of  water  which  he  just  knew  held  the  big  one 
he  had  been  after.  It  is  obvious  that  he  was 
stubborn.  He  refused  to  leave  us.  t\% 
ordered  his  tackle  laid  out  all  around  him  and 
he  had  a  rod  placed  in  his  hand  so  that  he 
would  be  ready  to  start  fishing  at  the  word  go. 
He  died  but  has  been  fishing  right  along. 
Men  will  tell  that  up  there  at  the  Big  Pool 
they  can  hear  him  come  wading  up  the 
shallows  and  they  can  see  the  invisible  flies 
fall  to  water  and  they  can  hear  an  inarticulate 
chuckle  of  delight  as  he  turns  up  a  good  one 
under  that  submerged  bank  at  the  "Twist." 
It  amounts  to  this;  That  angler  knew  per- 
haps that  extreme  caution  was  necessary  to 
obtain  any  luck  along  that  stream  so  what  w  as 
to  stop  him  from  becoming  invisible  so  he 
could  better  fool  the  wily  ones.  Nothing  that 
I  can  see.  Anything,  (no  matter  what  you 
can  think  of)  is  possible  with  one  who  angles. 
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The  closing  assertion  in  the  paragraph 
above  set  down  I  have  quite  often  made  use 
of.  I  am  the  originator  of  it:  the  sole  possessor 
and  founder  of  it.  Men  from  far  and  near 
realize  that  I  have  made  an  original  assertion 
and  have  been  quick  to  come  to  me  for 
advice.  I  have  risen  on  all  occasions  with 
alacrity  and  have  guided  my  disciples  right. 
They  have  been  able  to  fish  even  though 
handicapped.  I  feel  at  times  though  that 
I  am  strained  for  the  right  answer.  I  will 
prove  that  a  man  who  undertakes  to  .be 
guardian  and  adviser  to  the  goodly  clan  must 
needs  have  qualifications  out  of  the  ordinary. 

I  was  opening  my  mail  one  day  when  the 
letter  arrived.    I  opened  it.  The  writer  went 
on  to  state  that  she  was  the  sister  of  a  soldier 
who  had  returned  from  over-seas  and  while 
in  conflict  he  had  incurred  total  blindness. 
He  had  always  been  a  lover  of  fishing  and 
now  wanted  me  to  explain  to  him  how  it 
would  be  possible  to  fish  now  that  he  was 
blind.    I  at  once  sat  down  and  wrote  him  a 
courteous  letter  wherein  I  endeavored  to 
inform  him  that  blindness  was  rather  an  aid 
to  fshing  than  a  stumbling  block.    I  pointed 
out  that  whereas  he  had  been  deprived  of  one 
of  his  senses,  that  being  the  sense  of  sight,  it 
was  one  of  Nature's  wise  provisions  that  the 
other  senses,  as  a  direct  result,  become  the 
more  active  and  therefore  the  more  useful. 
Thus  I  pointed  out  that  if  a  man  lost  one  arm 
the  other  arm  becomes  as  possessed  of  the 
strength  of  two.    Thus  if  a  man  were  de- 
prived of  his  eye-sight  his  sense  of  touch  makes 
up  for  what  his  eyes  are  incapable  of  detailing 
to  his  mind.    Thus  being  blind  and  sans 
eye-sight  a  man's   hearing,   too,  is  at  the 
height  of  its  usefulness.    Guided  over  good 
waters  a  blind  man  can  cast  all  day  long, 
thumb  the  reel  better  than  ever  since  the 
sense  of  touch  is  now  so  heightened:  and  in 
every  way  comport  himself  so  as  to  absolutely 
deceive  the  onlooker.    At  still  fishing  the 
blind  man  is  of  course  in  his  element.    As  we 
all  know  the  bobber  to  the  line  is  a  hindrance 
rather  than  an  aid.     The  catch  is  made  two 
thirds  ot  the  time  while  the  fish  is  nibbling  at 
the  lure.    The  blind  man  with  his  intensified 
sense  of  touch  learns  to  judge  the  nibbles  so 
accurately  that  he  rarely  pulls  up  without 
hooking  the  fish.    It  is  for  that  reason  I 
continued  that  we  list  amongst  the  successful 
anglers  of  the  world  a  great  number  of  blind 
men. 

"So  many  anglers,"  I  wrote,  "waste  their 
time  in  aimlessly  looking  around  without 
paying  attention  to  the  matter  to  hand.  The 


blind  angler  howeyer  pays  strict  attention  to 
his  fishing,  and  being  in  the  darkness  as  re- 
gards the  sight  he  is  mentally  in  the  broadest 
daylight  and  discovers  speedily  the  tricks  so 
many  anglers,  possessing  all  the  senses,  rarely 
come  to  understand.  I  hardly  need  to  state 
that  angling  and  success  are  as  one  with  the 
blind  man.  He  has  his  hours  off  that  the 
man  possessing  his  eye-sight  can  rarely  make 
use  of.  A  blind  man  is  at  once  thi  friend  of 
every  man.  A  blind  angler  is  the  friend  of 
every  man — and  woman!" 

I  dispatched  the  letter  and  quite  forgot  it 
all  but  the  incident  returned  again  with  a  rush 
upon  receiving  a  letter  one  day.  First  of  all 
out  dropped  a  photograph.  It  was  signed: 
"Morris  S.  Earl,  the  blind  angler,  and  a 
32-lb.  muscallonge  caught  by -him."  The 
lettej  stated  that  he  was  having  good  success 
and  had  beaten  all  the  anglers  in  his  territory 
and  could  "pound  the  pads"  without  making  a 
hook-up  in  them  once.  He  stated  that  before 
the  season  was  over  he  expected  to  land  a 
40-pounder  'longe.  He  said  he  was  growing 
tired  telling  angling  visitants  where  to  go  for 
this  sort  of  fish  or  that.  He  said  he  made  his 
own  flies  now,  and  his  own  spoons,  and  that 
he  enjoyed  catching  the  common  fishes  in  the 
shallows  with  his  fly-rod. 

I  put  the  above  down  as  a  unique  case  and 
I  wished  Mr.  Earl  the  best  of  luck.  No  doubt 
he  will  be  one  of  the  best  guides  in  that  part 
of  the  country  in  a  couple  of  years. 

But  to  continue. 

I  was  going  through  my  mail  one  day  when 
I  came  across  an  epistle  that  I  read  twice 
before^  I  laid  it  aside.  The  writer  of  the 
letter  stated  that  he  had  been  on  a  visit  to 
France  and  that  it  was  more  than  a  pleasure 
jaunt  to  gay  Paree.  In  trying  to  break  the 
back  of  the  Hindenburg  line  he  had  met  up 
with  about  twenty  bullets  and  a  consignment 
of  shrapnel,  the  result  being  the  loss  of  two 
legs  a  id  his  left  arm.  But  he  stated  in  the 
letter  that  he  was  feeling  in  fine  fettle  and  had 
decided  to  spend  the  rest  of  his  days  fishing 
and  wanted  to  know  just  how  he  should  go 
about  this  in  the  most  efficient  manner. 

I  at  once  uncovered  my  typewriter  and  I 
wrote  a  singularly  courteous  letter  in  which  I 
stated  quite  emphatically  that  whereas  most 
anglers  find  their  legs  useful  in  fishing,  still, 
legs  are,  in  the  sense  of  the  word,  luxuries. 
It  follows  that  legs  may  be  dispensed  with  and 
one  may  still  be  a  successful  angler.  I 
pointed  out  that  legless  anglers  have  been  some 
of  the  most  industrious  students  of  Walton 
and  themost  efficient  contemplatively  speak- 
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ing.  I  went  on  to  declare  most  emphatically 
that  legs  are  often  the  worst  detriment  to  the 
average  angler.  It  is  often  as  not  a  race  from 
morning  till  night.  A  few  casts  in  this  pool 
and  then  up  and  away  to  the  next  pool,  never 
trying  out  any  one  spot  before  its  up  and 
hurry  on  to  another  locality.  Legs,  I  pointed 
out,  were,  therefore,  one  point  scored  against 
the  efficiency  of  the  average  angler.  For  so 
long  as  the  average  angler  has  legs  he  will  use 
them.  Without  legs  an  angler  speedily 
becomes  a  progressive  Waltonian.  I  further 
went  on  to  state  that  evolution  is  doing 
away  with  many  needless  appliances  found 
in  our  bodies  such  as  the  tonsils  and  the 
appendix.  No  doubt,  I  averred,  the  legs  will 
be  the  next  to  pass  into  the  beyond,  since  we 
are  given  to  riding  over  wheels  most  of  the 
time,  and  therefore  will  have  no  use  for  those 
implements.  I  stated  that  whereas  he  had 
lost  his  legs  he  had  merely  come  in  on  the 
ground  floor  neck  to  neck  with  evolution. 

I  stated  that  whereas  he  had  lost  his  left 
arm  that  was  fortunate.  So  long  as  it  was 
not  the  right  arm  it  did  not  necessarily  impair 
his  fishing  ability.  Most  of  the  angling 
people  rarely  use  the  left  hand  save  as  guiding 
the  line  on  the  reel  and  pretending  that  it  is  a 
useful  member  which  is  not  always  true. 
Again  one  does  not  have  to  use  a  casting  rod 
and  reel  to  be  a  successful  angler.  Far  from 
it.  It  is  with  the  cane  pole  that  some  of  the 
lustiest  fish  swimming  the  lakes  are  caught. 
The  one  armed  angler  resting  the  butt  of  the 
pole  against  his  body  and  using  the  lever- 
age system  is  able  to  bring  the  fish  out  of  the 
briny  deep  with  such  remarkable  finish,  that, 
if  seen  by  other  still  fishermen  possessing 
three  arms  they  will  at  once  discard  two  and 
use  only  one  since  that  is  the  method  pro- 
claimed far  and  wide  as  the  one  best  bet. 
The  fact  that  a  one-armed  man  has  the 
strength  of  two  arms  in  one  makes  it  possible 
to  derrick  up  a  fifteen  pound  musky  with 
such  finish  that  he  can  say:  "Never  mind  the 
gaff,  me  lad;  it  is  my  good  right  arm  that  is 
doing  it." 

I  had  a  few  more  things  to  say  in  the  line  of 
encouragement.  Mr.  Perry  wrote  me  a  letter 
telling  me  that  he  had  found  life  much  rosier 
by  reason  of  my  comforting  words,  and  that 
he  can  use  a  cane  pole  in  such  a  successful 
manner  that  he  marvels  he  ever  had  use  for  a 
left  arm.  The  other  day  he  tells  me  he  played 
a  large  bass  for  fifteen  minutes  and  brought 
him  to  the  boat,  picked  him  up  and  un- 
hooked him  without  moving  much,  if  any,  in 
his  seat.    He  tells  me  that  he  displayed  a 


string  of  fine  bass  and  pike  to  five  or  six  non- 
successful  anglers  the  other  day  who  had  cast 
over  three  lakes  all  morning  without  any 
luck  and  were  using  the  best  outfits  money 
can  buy.  He  tells  me  that  he  likes  the  small 
Number  3  spinners  with  trailers  of  red  flannel 
attached  to  the  hooks;  he  works  these  in  the 
pot-holes  and  along  the  weed  banks  and  in 
amongst  the  deadheads  with  a  great  deal  of 
success.    He  says: 

"One  bit  of  advice  I  have  to  give  to  anglers 
having  legs  and  two  arms  and  that  is,  do  not 
try  to  cover  a  whole  lake  in  the  morning.  Pay 
strict  attention  to  what  you  are  doing.  Fish 
carefully,  with  cauiion.  Most  fishermen  here- 
abouts cast  over  a  nook  in  a  bay  but  two  or 
three  times  and  then  they  move  on.  It  is 
far  better  to  cast  a  couple  of  times  at  one  place, 
then  cast  over  in  another  end  of  a  nook. 
After  a  while  come  back  to  the  first  place  and 
like  as  not  you  will  find  a  bass  waiting  that 
was  only  stirred  up  and  interested  during  the 
first  casts.  I  always  manage  to  pick  out  some 
fine  ones  in  that  manner.  I  find  small  baits 
far  better  than  large  baits.  The  one  trouble 
I  have  to  find  with  large  baits  that  are  cast 
with  the  rod  with  a  reel  attached  is  that  it 
falls  to  water  with  a  crash  that  is  likely  to 
frighten  a  fish  more  than  interest  it.  Select 
the  smaller  baits,  whether  live  or  artificial  and 
you  will  be  doing  the  right  thing.  Then  see 
that  you  place  them  to  water  without  it 
sounding  like  you  had  dropped  in  a  cobble 
stone.  That  is  one  reason  I  like  the  long  cane 
pole.  I  just  hold  the  butt  against  the  pit  of 
my  stomach,  then  I  move  the  tip  of  the  pole 
forward  at  the  same  time  releasing  .my  bait 
and  it  swings  out  and  drops  without  any 
sound  to  water.  Then  I  move  the  bait  with 
little  jerks  through  the  water  and  it  is  not 
long  before  I  have  some  elegant  bass  or  pike 
in  my  boat.  I  know  now  since  I  have  lost 
both  my  legs  and  my  arm  the  value  of  study 
and  concentration  about  one's  fishing.  I 
actually  think  it  took  a  world  war  to  make  a 
good  fisherman  out  of  me!" 

I  can  find  no  faults  with  the  above.  On  the 
other  hand  I  find  that  it  contains  many  hints 
about  fishing  that  bear  careful  study  and  a 
following  up  by  those  who  have  all  their  limbs 
and  yet  complain  about  the  poor  fishing. 

ADDENDUM 
I  must  stop  writing  at  this  point  as  I  have 
some  letters  that  must  be  answered,  one  of 
them  being  from  a  soldier,  Arthur  Gwyn, 
who  has  had  both  arms  amputated  through 
frightful  injuries  sustained  in  the  fearful 
battles  in  Flanders  when  the  German  com- 
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mand  was  hurling  its  grey  masses  through 
the  gap  between  Bethune  and  gas-drenched 
Armentieres.    He  expects  to  be  on  the  lakes 


again  this  autumn  and  would  like  to  know  a 
few  good  lures  to  be  used  for  fishing  for  the 
great  northern  pike 


How  Much  Does  Your  Bullet  Fall? 

John  Lynn 


T^HE  following  contains  little  that  will 
be  new  to  the  seasoned  rifleman  and 
hunter,  but  it  is  a  new  assemblage  of  data 
that  perhaps  never  before  has  all  been  pre- 
sented together.  In  an  effort  to  put  a  finger 
on  reliable  figures  as  to  fall  of  bullets,  all 
published  information  was  found  to  be  badly- 
scattered,  and  much  of  it  dealt  only  indirectly 
with  fall.  The  handbooks  and  catalogs  we 
are  all  familiar  with  contain  tables  of  tra- 
jectory, but  no  satisfactory  statement  of  the 
ratio  between  trajectory  and  fall.  A  few 
writers  have  touched  on  the  fall  of  bullets  in 
discussions  of  other  points,  notably  Col. 
Townsend  Whelen,  but  no  one  seems  to  have 
made  a  special  point  of  the  matter. 

Ever  since  I  was  a  small  boy  believing  that 
a  bullet  carried  "flat"  and  superintelligently 
found  its  mark,  however,  this  subject  of  fall 
has  forced  itself  on  me  whenever  I  tramp  over 
the  mountains  and  through  the  woods.  It 
is  a  very  practical  question.  Why  did  I 
not  figure  it  out  and  be  satisfied?    The  fall  of 


bullets  is  easily  calculated,  it  is 


coir! 


u. 


The 


ballistic  sharp  can  figure  it  by  mea  ns  of  various 
mystic  formula  that  are  preserved  deep  in 
books  on  ordnance  and  physics.  But  as  a 
ballistic  sharp  I  have  never  been  put  through 
promotions  and  advancements  to  the  point 
where  this*  thirty-second  .degree  knowledge 
has  been  imparted  to  me  for  everyday  use. 
On  this  subject,  therefore,  and  particularly 


for  the  purposes  of  this  article,  I  stand  with 
thousands  of  other  hunters  and  ask:  "How 
much  fall  have  I  got  to  hold  over  for  or  raise 
the  sights  for,  on  any  particular- shot?" 

All  these  years  manufacturers  of  rifles  have 
been  telling  how  much  their  bullets  rise  while 
passing  over  various  ranges.  Those  facts 
are  of  the  greatest  value  to  manufacturers, 
themselves  in  determining  the  height  of  sights 
to  put  on  and  to  hunters  in  adjusting  the 
sights  before  going  into  the  woods.  But  the 
tables  of  trajectories  do  not  answTer  the 
question  that  flashes  up  in  the  mind  of  the 
fellow  who  gets  a  shot  on  game  at  a  range 
beyond  his  point-blank  adjustment.  They 
do,  however,  bear  a  certain  relation  .to  the 
amount  of  fall,  which  is  useful  when  known, 
but  the  popular  catalogs  and  hand-books  are 
silent  on  what  this  relation  is. 

Once  in  a  while  a  magazine  article  has  spec- 
ulated on  the  point,  sometimes  with  reason- 
able accuracy;  sometimes  in  an  absurd  way. 
For  instance,  it  has  been  printed  that  the 
fall  for  any  distance  is  three  times  the  tra- 
jectory height  at  the  halfway  point  to  that 
distance:  and  again  the  fall  is  stated  as  four 
times.  A  very  old  idea  is  that  the  fall  is 
just  double  the  midway  trajectory  height. 
At  this  point  the  ballistic  sharp  will  interrupt 
with  scorn  in  his  eye,^and  say  that  the  matter 
is  absolutely  simple.  You  simply  square  the 
trajectory,  or  the  velocity,  or  some  other 
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data  figure  (I've  heard  which,  but  the  detail 
has  slipped  my  memory)  and  multiply  by  the 
number  of  scratches  on  the  stock  of  your  rifle 
or  by  some  other  easily  obtained  number. 

Again,  Urey  Maines  says  he  can  tell  in 
advance  of  shooting  exactly  how  much  his 
32-20  bullet  falls  by  sighting  over  an  ordinary 
match  stick  held  at  arm's  length.  If  falls 
just  the  space  hidden  from  the  eye.  And  Cal 
Holt,  who  has  a  32-40,  knows  that  his  bullet 
falls  precisely  two  inches  at  300  yards,  for 
one  fine  day  he  fired  at  a  knot  in  a  board  that 
distance  away  and  the  bullet  struck  two 
inches  under  it.  A  44-40  carries  up  as  well 
as  a  30-30,  in  the  opinion  of  another  fellow, 
because  he  saw  a  deer  wounded  with  one  at  a 
long  range  while  another  hunter  with  a  30-30 
was  plowing  up  the  leaves  this  side  the  deer. 

In  other  words,  the  woods  are  full  of  poor 
guesses,  and  something  better  is  needed. 

Before  discussing  the  shooting  that  was 
done  in  this  investigation,  it  is  well  to  glance 
over  the  scraps  and  odds  of  dope  in  the  books 
which  may  be  made  to  give  light  on  bullet  fall. 

Perhaps  of  most  importance,  because  most 
complete,  are  the  tables  giving'  the  "Angle  of 
departure  (of  bullet)  for  every  25  yards  from 
100  to  2,000  of  the  30-06,  the  30-40,  the  45-70, 
and  other  military  cartridges,  These  tables 
are  all  to  be  found  in  Col:  Townsend  Whelen's 
"The  American  Rifle,"  and  separately  in 
different  ordance  pamphlets,  in  the  old 
Newton  catalog,  and  in  some  foreign  publica- 
tions. The  Lyman  sight  people  also  issue  a 
leaflet  which  carries  something  of  a  similar 
nature  under  the  title  "Elevation  table." 

The  angle  of  departure  or  the  number  of 
minutes  of  angle  to  which  the  bore  of  the 
rifle  is  elevated  above  the  line  of  sight  readily 
can  be  translated  into  inches  of  bullet  fall, 
since  one  minute  of  angle  equals  one  inch  for 
each  hundred  yards  of  range.  The  new 
Springfield  rifle  and  the  30-06  cartridge,  for 
instance,  must  be  given  about  2.4  minutes  of 
elevation  for  100  yards  range.  Therefore 
this  bullet  falls  2.4  inches  at  100  yards.  At 
200  yards  range  the  necessary  angle  is  5.1, 
and  the  tail,  therefore,  is  10.2  inches,  though 
here  enters  several  other  factors  that  will  be 
discussed  in  separate  paragraphs.  At  300 
yards  the  angle  is  about  8.3,  with  consequent 
fall  of  24.9  inches;  at  400  yards  the  angle  is 
about  12  and  the  fall  48  inches,  and  at  500 
yards  the  angle  is  about  15,  the  fall  80  inches. 

For  the  30-40  cartridge  the  angles  of  depart- 
ure and  fall  are  as  follows,  small  decimals 
being  eliminated:  100  yards,  4.5  minutes, 
4.5  inches  fall;  200  yards,  10  minutes,  20 


inches  fall;  300  yards,  16  minutes,  48  inches 
fall;  400  yards,  23  minutes,  92  inches  fall,  500 
yards  31.6  minutes,  158  inches  fall. 

The  outstanding  fact  about  these  figures 
is  their  size.  To  a  hunter  they  seemed  ab- 
surdly big.  Few  will  believe  that  the  Krag7 
bullet  falls  20  inches  at  200  yards,  or  the  30-06 
ten  inches.  And  if  these  high  power  bullets 
fall  so  much,  what  in  the  world  must  the  low 
powers  do,  such  as  the  38-55  and  32-20? 
The  tables  of  trajectory  give  the  200  yard 
halfway  height  of  the  30-06  as  about  2.9 
inches,  and  of  the  30-40  as  about  5.5  inches. 
The  actual  fall,  therefore,in  these  instances  is 
three  and  a  half  to  four  times  the  trajectory 
height.  The  200  yard  halfway  trajectory  of 
the  38-55  is  about  13  inches — is  then  its  fall  at 
200  yards  upwards  of  four  times,  13  inches  or 
about  50  inches? 

Every  user  of  a  38-55  knows  that  he  does 
not  hold  over  or  adjust  his  elevation  for  50 
inches  at  200  yards  in  order  to  hit,  and  every 
30-40  man  knows  he  allows  for  no  20  inches. 
Evidently  then  is  something  the  matter  with 
figures  of  absolute  fall  so  far  as  woods  use  is 
concerned.  They  may  be  correct,  but  they 
do  not  fit  conditions.  No  tables  giving  angles 
of  departure  of  bullets  are  available  for  other 
than  the  three  or  four  military  cartridges, 
anyhow. 

A  little  further  examination  shows  where 
several  errors  can  creep  into  the  calculations. 
There  is  the  matter  of  barrel  flip.  A  rifle 
may  fling  a  bullet  higher  than  the  bore  is 
pointed.  This  is  a  thing  that  can  not  be 
calculated.  It  must  be  found  through  actual 
firing,  and  it  must  be  allowed  for,  lower  or 
higher,  in  the  setting  of  the  sights.  Also, 
there  is  a  matter  of  the  limit  of  vision,  and  of 
light  on  sights.  A  person  may  think  the  tip 
of  a  bead  was  in  exact  line  with  a  certain  spot 
on  a  paper  or  animal's  hide  or  bird's  feathers, 
but  it  reality  a  little  space  was  between.  If 
there  had  not  been,  the  spot  would  have 
been  hidden.  For  this  reason  rifles  nearly 
always  are  sighted  to  shoot  above  the  exact 
point  at  which  aim  is  taken.  The  eye  may 
not  distinguish  the  fact  when  the  setting  is 
close,  but  the  fact  is  there  just  the  same. 

And  this  leads  directly  to  a  third  error  that 
interferes  with  the  usefulness  of  figures  of 
absolute  fall.  The  "point-blank"  adjust- 
ment of  a  rifle's  sights  may  be  anything  the 
owner  wishes.  It  consists  of  enough  eleva- 
tion to  make  the  bullet  rise  to  the  line  of 
sight,  which  means  the  half  inch  to  full  inch 
or  more  of  distance  between  bore  and  tip 
of  front  sight,  plus  the  allowance  for  limit  of 
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vision  mentioned,  and  plus  whatever  distance 
the  bullet  falls  in  travelling  to  the  object 
aimed  at.  If  the  point  blank  adjustment  is 
for  short  range,  as  for  squirrel  shooting  at 
10  to  50  yards,  the  setting  necessary  on  some 
rifles  may  be  higher  than  is  needed  for  50 
yards  or  more,  and  fully  high  enough  for  100 
yards  and  more.  Thus  Col.  Whelen  describes 
a  25-35  rifle  he  owns  which  requires  exactly 
the  same  elevation  for  50  yards  as  for  100 
yards.  The  reason  is  that  when  the  bullet 
climbs  up  to  the  line  of  sight  abruptly,  it 
gets  an  upward  slant  that  is  not  overcome  by 
its  fall  (tlrat  of  course  starts  as  soon  as  it 
leaves  the  muzzle)  for  many  yards. 

Figures  of  fall  that  are  to  be  useful,  there- 
fore, must  give  the  part  of  the  absolute  fall 
that  remains  after  the  lift  and  range  of  the 
point-blank  adjustment  is  deducted.  In  a 
very  few  instances  such  figures  may  be  found 
in  print.  Original  Ross  literature  gave  them 
for  the  280,  for  instance,  as  something  like  3 
inches  at  200  yards,  7  inches  at  300  yards, 
15  inches  at  400  yards  and  35  inches  at  500 
yards.  Col.  Whelen  gives  a  table  for  the  30- 
40  cartridge  on  page  248  of  his  book,  "The 
American  Rifle,"  which  tells  exactly  what 
hunters  want  to  know.  It  gives  the  fall 
remaining  at  100,  200,  300  and  400  yards, 
when  the  sights  are  set  to  strike  the  point  of 

Fall  of  Bullets  as  Determined 

Cartridge.        25  yards  75  yards 

30-06        jHrinch  rise  Net  on  center 

%-inch  group       1 3^-inch  group 

35  Rem.     1 -inch  rise  23^-inches  fall 

3-inch  group         4  3^-inch  group 

38-55        1 3^-inch  rise         3  inches  fall 
2-inch  group         6-inch  group 

45-70        1-inch  rise  4  inches  fall 

1  K-inch  group      7-inch  group 

aim  or  just  above  it  at  50  yards,  100  yards* 
150  yards,  200  yards,  250  yards  and  300  yards. 
With  the  200-yard  setting,  as  an  example,  the 
bullet  falls  about  8  inches  at  250  yards,  about  a 
foot  and  a  half  at  300  yards  and  more  than  4 
feet  at  300  yards.  It  is  a  wonder  that  rifle- 
makers  have  not  presented  similar  informa- 
tion for  all  the  hunting  cartridges  they  desire  to 
push.  The  table  mentioned  could  hardly 
be  bettered  as  a  model. 

The  relation  of  25-yard  sighting  or  100- 
yard  sighting  or  whatever  the  point-blank 
may  be,  to  longer  ranges  up  to  500  yards  or  so 


is  the  information  that  is  needed.  As  a  means 
of  getting  it  in  the  cases  of  four  rifles  that 
happened  to  be  standing  behind  the  door  of 
the  author,  they  were  taken  out  and  fired  just 
as  sighted  for  shooting  in  the  woods.  All  of 
them  have  been  used  to  kill  game.  The  35 
Remington  was  the  only  one  with  the  fac- 
tory sight  adjustment  for  point-blank  un- 
changed— actual  distance  unknown,  as  the 
catalog  does  not  say.  The  Springfield  was 
set  for  150  yards,  the  38-55  and  35-70  for  30 
to  40  yards,  I  should  estimate. 

The  target  in  each  case  was  a  9-inch  bulls- 
eye  with  a  strip  of  paper  about  30  inches  wide 
behind  it  and  hanging  down  far  enough  to 
catch  the  bullets,  and  it  was  fired  on  from  25 
yards,  75  yards,  150  yards,  200  yards  and  300 
yards.  Firing  was  first  done  at  25  yards, 
the  aiming  point  being  a  square  of  white 
paper  the  size  of  a  postage  stamp.  Aim 
being  as  near  as  the  eye  could  deter- 
mine on  the  center  of  this  white  spot.  The 
small  paper  was  pasted  in  the  upper  half 
of  the  bull  at  a  point  where  the  25  yard  aim 
would  be  held  as  nearly  as  could  be  estimated 
to  the  point  that  the  aim  at  the  longer  range 
would  fall  normally  when  sighting  at  the 
whole  bull. 

The  result  of  the  firing  is  summarized  in 
the  following  table. 

by  Shooting,  With  Other  Data 

150  yards        200  yards    .     300  yards 
5  inches  fall       15  inches  fall 
5  ^-inch  group  8-inch  group 
(3-inch  traj.)      (73^-inch  traj.) 
5  inches  fall       1 1  inches  fall 
23^-inch  group  14-inch  group 

(53^-inch  traj.) 
16  inches  fall     34  inches  fall 
8-inch  group      9-inch  group 

(13-inch  traj.) 
18  inches  fall     35  inches  fall 
14-inch  group    20-inch  group 
(13-inch  traj.) 

Observe  that  at  25  yards  all  bullets  struck 
above  the  point  of  aim  with  a  setting  of 
sights  that  was  dictated  by  experience  in  the 
woods.  All  these  rifles  had  been  used  for 
shooting  game  such  as  deer  and  bear,  and 
rabbits,  groundhogs,  weasels  and  other  small 
stuff,  and  had  delivered  the  goods  when 
called  in.  The  number  of  shots  at  each 
range,  three,  is  hardly  enough  to  swear  by, 
yet  the  results  preserve  a  certain  relation  to 
other  known  facts,  a  fact  that  helps  to  justify 
conclusions.  With  the  30-06  the  fall  is 
about  one  and  a  half  times  the  trajectory  at 


ROD  AND  GUN  IN  CANADA 


793 


hunting  ranges;  with  the  35  Remington  it  is 
twice;  and  with  the  other  rifles  it  is  two  and  a 
Jialf  times. 

Here  we  have  the  figures  which  connect  the 
ballistic  data  with  ordinary  shooting  experi- 
ence, and  make  the  catalog  facts  of  some  use 
in  the  field.  From  the  trajectory  tables  one 
can  learn  the  midrange  height  of  the  curve  of 
any  hunting  bullet  for  100,  200  and  30Q  yards, 
and  often  for  500  yards.  With  the  rifle 
sighted  as  usual,  the  fall  for  any  longer  range 
within  hunting  distances  can  be  learned  rough- 
ly by  multiplying  the  trajectory  height  by 
one  and  a  half,  two,  or  two  and  a  half,  depend- 
»  ing  on  Whether  the  rifle  is  of  the  2700  to  3000 
foot  velocity  class,  the  2000  foot  class,  or  the 
black  powder  class.  Some  shooting  then 
should  be  done  to  check  up  these  figures.  It 
is  unfortunate  that  the  article  can  not  be 
completed  with  a  list  of  figures  for  a  large 
number  of  hunting  rifles,  but  such  a  project 
is  too  expensive  for  an  individual  to  under- 
take, besides  being  something  that  each  rifle 
owner  can  settle  for  himself. 

Once  the  amount  of  fall  is  known  for  each 
range,  the  rifle  owner  should  proceed  to  mark 
his  sight  for  correcting  it  accurately  on  short 
notice.  .  Each  division  on  the  stem  of  the 
peep  sight,  if  one  is  used,  or  each  step  on  the 
elevator  of  the  open  sight  such  as  the  rifle 
factories  furnish,  will  correct  a  certain  num- 
ber of  inches  of  fall  for  each  hundred  yards. 
How  much  each  division  or  step  corrects  can  be 
figured  accurately  by  counting  the  number 
of  them  in  a  half  inch  or  an  eighth  inch. 
Peep  sight  divisions  usually  measure  about 

,  .04  or  .05  inch,  though  some  are  as  small  as 
.02  inch,  while  the  scale  on  one  or  two  peep 
sights  has  the  marks  farther  apart  the  higher  the 
elevation  is.  Open  sight  elevators  usually 
have  a  range  of  about  3-32  of  an  inch  from 
bottom  to  top,  and  within  this  space  three, 
four  or  five  notches,  which  makes  each 
notch  measure,  quite  often,  about  .025.  To 
learn  the  correction  that  a  division  or  a  step 
will  give' at  100  yards,  divide  the  number  on 
inches  between  front  and  rear  sights  into  the 
number  of  inches  in  100  yards,  (whic  h  is 
3,600)  and  multiply  by  the  decimal  measure- 
ment of  the  division  or  notch.  Almost  always 
this  correction  will  be  found  to  be  between  3 
and  6  inches,  and  mostly  abdTtt  4  or  5  inches. 

The  next  step  is  to  mark  down  somewhere 
on  the  gun  the  figures  of  fall  and  the  figures 
of  sight  correction.  Thus  if  one  notch  of 
elevation  equals  5  inches,  put  down  1-5  and 


follow  with  the  inches  of  fall  thus,  for  illus- 
tration : 

.100  yards.         150  yards.        200  yards. 
7  inch  fall         16-in.  fall  34  in.  fall 

The  figures  may  be  put  on  the  wood  of  the 
stock  by  pressing  them  into  it  with  the  point 
of  a  nail  or  other  blunt  tool,  or  even  with  a 
hard  pencil  point,  and  finishing  with  an  indel- 
ible pencil.  Or  they  may  be  lightly  carved. 
Another  way,  still  better,  is  to  stamp  them 
on  a  nickel  or  silver  plate  which  can  be  screwed 
lightly  to  the  side  of  the  stock. 

The  influence  of  different  ammunition  must 
never  be  overlooked  when  making  allowance 
for  bullet  fall.  Some  cartridges  shoot  higher 
than  others.  Light  bullets,  particularly  if 
pointed,  commonly  fly  higher  than  blunt- 
nosed  bullets.  The  fall  of  the  bullet  is 
always  less  when  the 'gun  is  pointed  downhill. 
It  is  also  less  when  the  shooting  is  done  up- 
hill at  the  same  distance  as  on  the  level,  a 
fact  that  is  not  understood  by  many  hunters. 
Therefore  uphill  and  downhill  shooting  take 
less  holding  over  or  less  sight  elevation  than 
shooting  on  the  level. 

For  holding  over,  it  is  invaluable  to  learn 
the  appearance  of  the  front  sight  against 
objects  commonly  seen  in  the  field,  including 
the  game  to  be  shot.  The  ordinary  Iront 
bead  is  1-16  of  an  inch  in  diameter,  and  on 
the  usual  rifle  seems  to  hide  about  6  inches 
of  space  for  each  100  yards  of  distance,  though 
in  theory  it  should  hide  8  inches  or  more. 
When  the  United  States  Government  equipped 
its  soldiers  with  its  model  1917  rifle,  it  supplied 
score  books  and  charts  showing  the  exact 
appearance  of  the  front  sight  for  different 
wind  holds,  and  the  width  of  the  blade  was 
the  basis  for  all  calculations.  On  a  hunting 
rifle  it  is  easy  enough  to  hold  over  for  12 
inches  of  fall  at  200  yards,  for  instance,  when 
it  is  known  that  the  bead  just  covers  that 
space. 

With  a  bolt  rifle  the  number  of  inches  of 
absolute  fall  can  easily  be  determined  with 
fair  accuracy  by  sighting  the  rifle  in  bv 
shooting,  then  sighting  the  boie  accurately 
on  the  target  and  without  moving  the  gun 
noting  how  far  below  the  center  of  ike  target 
the  line  of  sight  strikes.  And  yet  this  result 
will  be  almost  valueless  just  as  most  ballistic 
computations  of  fall  are. 

One  of  these  days  some  sight  maker, 
ammunition  maker  or  rifle  maker  is  going 
to  wake  up  to  what  figures  hunters  can  use, 
and  immortalize  itself  by  publishing  them, 
complete  lor  all  the  good  hunting  cartridges 
and  rifles,  in  a  catalogue  or  handbook. 
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International  Small  Bore  Match 


C.  S.  Landis 


THE  international  Small  Bore  Match  was 
one  of  the  most  important  features 
of  the  National  Matches  this  year. 
Due  to  a  lack  of  space  in  the  November  issue, 
I  could  not  incorporate  the  results  of  this 
match  in  that  issue  and  as  a  match  of  this 
type  is  of  great  interest  to  nearly  all  riflemen 
who  are  interested  in  the  .22  cal.  rifle,  I  am 
giving  an  account  in  this  issue  and  separating 
it  from  the  regular  military  rifle  and  pistol 
matches,  the  account  of  which  featured 
the  November  issue. 

The  English  team  was  picked  from  the 
various  small  bore  riflemen  of  England  and 
was  assembled  at  one  place  in  Great  Britain 
where  they  fired  their  scores  and  the  results 
were  iorwarded  to  the  statistical  officer 
of  the  matches  at  Caldwell. 

The  American  Team  shot  their  scores  on 
Sunday,  August  24th.  The  match  began 
at  8.30  in  the  morning  and  was  completed 
about  1  P.M.  The  match  consisted  of  twenty 
men  per  team,  one  team  from  Great  Britain 
and  one  from  the  United  States,  Each  man 
fired  twxnty  shots  slow  fire  at  50  yards  upon  a 
target  whose  inner  scoring  circle  was  one 
inch  in  diameter  and  also  twenty  shots  slow 
fire  per  man  at  100  yards  upon  a  target  whose 
inner  scoring  circle  was  two  inches  in  diameter. 

The  scores  were  as  follows: 

International  Team,  United  States  of  America 

Individual 

Name  Total 

Wotkyns.  G    391 

Morgan,  A  .  .=   388 

Richard,  W.  II  ,   386 

Stokes,  W.  R   386 

Hart,  A.  E   385 

Raymond,  P   385 

Miller,  J.  E   384 

Preussner,  D    382 

Rice,  E  ;   .  382 

Lee,  W.  A.  ;   382 

Andrews,  W   382 

Renewi  J    '.   379 

Chesley,  G     379 

Stewart,  R    *   377 

Crossman,  Mrs.  E.  C   377 

Denny,  H   376 

Laudensack,  A   375 

Boles,  J   374  - 

Schneering,  J   374 

Wade,  J   373 


International  Team,  Great^Britain 

Individual 

Name  Total 

Mcintosh,  II. .!..   384 

Tyerman,  A   383 

Bayley,  A.  J   383 

Samways,  W   383 

Harper,  R..:   381 

Cole,  II.  L   380 

N.  S.  Stuart   380 

Ridler,  A   379 

Oakey,  D.S   379 

Butt,  A   376 

Deeley,  G.  P   376 

May,  J.  H   375 

Huck,  F   375 

English,  H  \   374 

Willcox,G.  G.M   373 

Scott,  W.  R   373 

Rickarby,  A.  G   371 

Norton,  W.  T   369 

Keir,  A.D   367 

Richardson,  F   362 

As  will  be  noticed,  the  American  Team 
won  by  quite  a  substantial  margin,  and  I 
am  rather  inclined  to  believe  that  both  coun- 
tries could  turn  out  a  team  who  would  defeat 
both  of  these  teams.  The  American  Team 
as  will  be  noticed,  is  composed  largely  of 
expert  military  rifle  shots,  very  few  of  whom 
have  given  the  time  to  the  small  bore  shooting 
that  has  been  done  by  many  other  riflemen 
throughout  the  United  States.  There  are 
many  small  bore  riflemen  of  splendid  reputa- 
tion in  the  United  States  who  would  have  been 
almost  certain  to  have  made  this  team  but 
who  were  not  at  Caldwell  as  the  National 
Matches  are  generally  considered  a  series  of 
military  rifle  matches  and  the  teams  that 
represent  the  states  at  the  National  Matches 
are  picked  from  men  who  are  likely  to  make  a 
good  showing  with  the  military  rifle.  For  that 
reason,  I  believe  that  a  team  that  was  picked 
from  individuals  who  were  sent  to  the  Nation- 
al Matches  for  the  one  purpose  of  competing 
upon  „a  small  bore  team  would  be  likely  to 
turn  out  higher  scores  than  any  team  that 
could  be  picked  from  an  exaggeration  of 
expert  military  riflemen,  v 

I  suppose  that  it  is  also  true  that  the  rifle- 
men in  Great  Britain  have  suffered  very  much 
more  severely  from  the  war  than  those  in  the 
States,  which  may  account  in  large  measure 
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for  the  difference  in  the  scores.  However, 
the  fact  remains  that  the  American  Team 
turned  out  a  remarkable  set  of  scores  consid- 
ering circumstances  and  considering  also 
the  fact  that  many  of  them  were  just  as  busy- 
on  the  military  range  during  the  early  part 
.  of  the  matches  as  they  were  later  on  at  the 
small  bore  range. 

The  writer  hopes  to  see  the  time  arrive 
when  a  National  Small  Bore  Match  will  be 
held  each  year  for  the  purpose  of  holding  an 
International  Match  between  Great  Britain, 


Canada  and  the  United"  States  where  men 
will  be  sent,  for  their  proficiency  with  the 
small  bore  and  where  each  country  will  send 
the  best  they  possess  in  this  particular  line. 
If  this  is  done  and  if  the  small  bore  internat- 
ional match  is  made  the  ultimate  goal  of  the 
series  of  matches  instead  of  being  an  incid- 
ental attraction  at  the  National  Matches, 
I  believe  it  will  do  much  to  boom  the  sport 
of  small  bore  rifle  shooting  throughout  these 
countries. 


More  Hunting  Experiences  With  Various  Arms 

W.  L.  Decker 

9 


]V/f  R.  Ashley  A.  Haines'  article  in  August 
Rod  and  Gun  is  responsible  for  this 
attempt  to  break  into  print.  I  am 
unable  to  agree  with  Mr.  Haines  on  a  couple 
of  points.  I  am  aware  that  I  am  "bumping 
into  something"  when  I  attempt  to  dispute  a 
man  of  his  caliber  but  I  am  unable  to  under- 
stand how  a  man  with  his  experience  can 
recommend  the  .30-30  class  of  rifles  for  deer, 
in  preference  to  the  later  rifles. 

I  have  hunted  deer  for  16  successive  seasons 
and  some  years  ago  used  to  hunt  them  out  of 
season  as  well  as  in  season,  whenever  I  wanted 
meat.  I  do  not  know  how  many  deer  I  have 
shot  but  I  have  shot  deer  every  season  and 
one  season  shot  15  deer  when  I  was  acting  as 
guide  for  a  party  and  we  were  allowed  two 
deer  per  man.  The  last  few  years  my  count 
has  gone  as  low  as  one  deer  to  the  season, 
but  two  or  three  is  my  usual  number. 

Living  as  I  do  in  a  big  game  country  and 
always  hunting  with  a  party  I  have  had  a 
good  chance  to  observe  the  effects  of  the 
various  cartridges  on  deer. 

My  first  three  deer  were  killed  with  a  single 
shot  each  from  a  .32-40  black  powder  rifle 
but  who  will  say  that  the  .32-40  black  pow- 
der is  a  good  deer  cartridge?  Not  I!  (Pos- 
sibly it  might  suit  Mr.  Haines  because  it 
doesn't  spoil  much  meat.)  This  good  start 
was  followed  by  a  long  string  of  wounded  deer 
escaping  and  a  few  shot  full  of  holes  before 
lying  down  for  good,  so  I  finally  changed  to 
the  2.000  ft.  sec.  rifles  and  for  a  long  time 
thought  that  they  couldn't  be  beaten  but 
since  then  "I've  had  my  eyes  openeo!." 

If  Mr.  Haines  finds  that  the  .30-30  class  of 
rifles  suits  him,  all  well  and  good.  That  is 
the  rifle  for  him  to  use  but  I  do  not  think 


he  should  make  an  attempt  to  prove  that 
they  are  ideal  deer  rifles,  for  the  fact  that  he 
and  others  have  killed  many  deer  with  a  single 
shot  from  such  rifles  is  no  proof  that  they  will 
always  do  so.  I  have  proven  to  my  own 
satisfaction  that  even  a  properly  placed  bullet 
will  not  always  stop  them  at  once  and  it  is 
not  always  possible  to  place  your  bullets 
where  you  want  them,  especially  on  a  running 
deer. 

In  this  part  of  the  country  there  is  so  much 
underbrush  that  if  you  wait  to  make  the  first 
shot  count  you  might  almost  as  well  stay  at 
home  although  I  agree  with  Mr.  Haines 
that  it  is  best  to  do  so  whenever  possible. 

I  hunted  for  several  seasons  with  a  man  who 
always  made  the  first  shot  count  but  he  only 
shot  three  deer  in  that  time  and  one  of  the 
three  was  not  found  until  the  next  day  several 
hundred  yards  from  where  it  was  shot  and 
the  bullet  just  missed  the  heart.  The  rifle 
used  was  a  .303  Savage.  He#was  always  the 
first  man  to  leave  camp  because  he  didn't 
get  enough  sport. 

Personally,  I  hunt  for  sport  as  well  as  meat 
and  I  agree  with  Mr  Haines'  brother  Jay 
that  "it  is  no  sport  to  shoot  a  standing  deer.'' 
The  faster  they  go  and  the  more  shots  I 
have  to  fire,  the  more  sport  it  is  for  me  and 
the  rifle  that  will  kill  with  the  first  fair  hit  is 
the  rifle  I  want,  providing  it  is  light  enough 
to  carry  on  an  all  day  hunt,  has  a  quick  action 
and  light  recoil. 

My  experience  with  the  .30-30  class  of 
rifles  is  that  the  deer  usually  have  more  holes 
than  a  pepper  duster  before  they  do  go  down 
for  good  and  often  they  get  away  wounded 
especially  if  the  user  is  not  good  on  quick 
repeat  shots  on  running  deer.    My  experi- 
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ence  is  that  even  a  shoulder  shot  does  not  save 
them  from  being  shot  up  for  they  will  often 
go  far  enough  to  have  several  other  bullets 
tear  through  them,  for  who  will  not  keep 
firing  at  a  wounded  deer  that  is  making  a 
get  away?" 

One  bullet  from  a  3000  ft.  sec.  rifle  is  usually 
enough  and  although  they  do  spoil  some 
meat,  still  one  such  bullet  will  not  spoil  as* 
much  meat  as  several  .30-30  bullets.  I  "do 
not  claim  that  the  3000  ft.  sec.  rifles  will 
always  stop  a  deer  with  one  shot  but  they 
will  do  so  with  much  greater  regularity  than 
the  .30-30. 

Some  years  ago  old  hunters  would  not 
use  even  the  .30-30  because  they  said  it 
spoiled  loo  much  meat  and  for  a  time  stuck 
to  the  old  black  powder  rifles  but  they  gradu- 
ally came  to  it.  Now  we  have  more  improved 
cartridges  and  again  a  bunch  "from  Missouri." 

One  would  think  that  Mr.  Haines'  experi- 
ences on  "shooting  them  up"  would  have 
been  sufficient  to  convince  him  that  the  .30-30 
is  not  the  best  to  be  had  for  deer.  Let  me 
quote  from  his  own  article.  "The  shooting 
however,  was  under  a  bit  more  favorable 
conditions,  the  first  shot,-  broadside,  being 
a  standing  one,  the  next  two  as  she  slowly 
walked  along  beside  a  fallen  tree  but  she 
did  not  fall  until  the  third  bullet  struck  her. 
These  three  shots  were  easily  covered  with 
one  hand  and  were  grouped  right  where  they 
should  have  been  just  behind  the  front 
shoulder.  All  -told  that  deer  was  hit  ten 
times."  What  was  wrong  with  the  .30-30? 
He  will  not  admit  that  the  rifle  was  at  fault 
but  I  can  think  of  no  other  explanation. 

About  seven  years  ago,  I  used  a  .22  H.P. 
Savage  and  sighted  a  deer,  about  100  yds. 
away.  All  I  could  see  was  the  hind  parts, 
from  the  paunch  back,  past  a  pine  tree.  I 
was  on  a  small  rock  and  could  not  move  and 
if  that  Beer  moved  he  was  completely  out  oi 
sight.  I  fired  one  shot,  so  as  to  barely  miss 
the  tree  and  hit  it  in  the  paunch.  That 
deer  did  not  go  30  ieet  and  there  was  no  meat 
spoiled.  This  is  only  one  of  several  I  got 
with  a  single  paunch  shot  from  the  Imp. 
Mr.  Haines'  deer  as  above  related  had  one 
paunch  shot  but  "it  was.  a  long  ways  from 
there  before  that  deer  was  finally  killed." 

About  10  years  ago,  a  club  of  twelve  of  us 
hunted  at  an  old  lumber  camp.  An  old  camp 
foreman,  who  knew  the  ground  perfectly,  was 
the  leader  of  the  party.  He  placed  us  along 
an  old  log  road,  on  the  edge  of  a  hardwood 
and  then  set  out  the  dog.  The  dog  took  a 
fawn  past  almost  the  entire  crew  and  things 


happened  fast  and  kept  happening  for  some 
minutes.  I  do  not  pretend  to  remember 
how  many  shots  were  fired  but  each  man 
fired  several  shots.  There  were  .30-30, 
.32  Spl,  .38-55  and  .45-70  rifles  barking.  The 
last  man  in  the  line,  seeing  that  the  deer  was 
hard  hit,  quit  shooting  and  watched  the  deer 
stand  for  several  minutes  before  it  finally 
fell  dead.  I  do  not  know  how  many  bullets 
found  the  mark  but  almost  every  part  ol  that 
deer,  from  head  to  tail,  was  shot  up.  All 
the  meat,  that  was  fit  for  use,  could  be  put  in 
your  hat.  This  was  the  worst  case  I  ever  saw 
of  "shooting  them  up"  but  was  only  one  of 
many  I  have  seen. 

One  day,  I  was  walking  along  an  old  road 
and  saw  a  deer  standing  about  30  feet  to  one 
side  of  the  road.  '  I  was  using  a  .32-40  H.  P. 
Savage  and  fired  for  the  shoulder  but  that  deer 
sure  went  some  and  although  several  other 
bullets  went  after  him,  he  kept  going.  I 
trailed  him  a  long  distance,  getting  an  occas- 
ional shot  and  finally  finished  it.  There 
were  six  bullets  through  that  deer,  two  of 
them  clear  through  endways  and  the  one 
through  the  shoulder,  from  my  first  shot. 
The  other  three  were  poorly  placed  shots. 

Another  case  was  a_big  buck,  standing  in  a 
small  clearing  about  50  feet  away.  I  fired 
at  his  shoulder  but  he  started  for  the  tall 
timber.  I  fired  several  other  shots  before  he 
disappeared.  Then  I  ran  along  an  old  road, 
about  200  yards  and  headed  him  off  at'  the 
end  of  a  ravine,  two  more  shots,  at  about  25 
feet  and  he  quit.  He  was  hit  five  times, 
three  of  them  shoulder  shots  and  one  just 
forward  of  the  hips  and  ranging  forward  and 
out  just  back  of  the  front  shoulder,  the  other 
one  was  only  a  flesh  wound. 

A  few  days  later  I  was  standing  on  a  small 
rock  overlooking  a  small  ravine  and  had 
three  deer  run  past  me  within  20  feet.  I 
fired  four  shots  at  them  and  had  one  dead 
deer.  The  other  two  got  •  away  wounded. 
A  couple  of  hours  later  I  found  one  of  the 
wounded  deer,  by  chance,  about  a  quarter  of 
a  mile  away.  The  one  killed  at  once  had  one 
paunch  shot  and  one  end  shot  and  the  other 
had  two  shoulder  shots. 

The  rifle  used  in  the  last  two  cases  was  a 
.303  Savage.  I  didn't  get  one  clean  kill, 
that  fall,  with  that  rifle  although  the  fall 
before  I  had  five  clean  kills  in  a  string.  I 
cannot  account  for  this  as  I  had  the  poorest 
chances  the  fall  I  got  the  clean  kills.  I  have 
often  noticed  that  one  often  has  a  run  of 
clean  kills  even  when  using  rifles  of  inferior 
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killing  powei  and  then  a  long  string  of  badly 
shot  uf.  deer  or  wounded  deer  getting  away. 

I  could  go  on  and  give  many  other  cases  of 
"shooting  them  up"  but  I  think  that  those 
given  should  be  sufficient. 

The  fact  that  a  deer  is  killed  with  a  single 
shot  proves  nothing.  I  have  known  of  three 
deer  being  killed  with  a  single  shot  each  from  a 
.22  rim  fire  but  is  the  .22  R.  F.  a  deer  rifle? 
Well,  I  guess  not.  I  once  knew  a  big 
buck  to  be  killed  with  a  .32  Spl. 
and  all  that  bullet  did  was  to  knock  off  a 
piece  of  hide  and  flesh  about  the  size  of  a 
silver  dollar  just  back  of  the  front  legs  J^elow 
the  heart.  Perhaps  that  is  the  proper  place 
to  hit  them.  I  don't  know  but  anyway  it  got 
that  one. 

The  last  seven  years  I  have  been  using  .22 
H.  P.  Savage  and  .250-3000  rifles  mostly. 
My  experience  with  the  .22  H.  P.  is  that, 
while  it  is  a  wicked  little  pill  and  although 
it  gives  a  tremendous  shock,  it  has  not  got 
quite  enough  punch  to  make  it  a  clean  killer 
at  all  times,  although  I  never  shot  up  a  deer 
as  badly  with  it  as  with  the  .30-30  class  of 
rifles  and  I  shot  a  lot  of  deer  with  it.  It/  gave 
a  majority  of  clean  kills  and  I  would  certainly 
cboose  the  .22  H.  P.  in  preference  to  the  .30- 
30.  My  biggest  objection  to  it  was  that  the 
bullets  seldom  went  clear  through  and  left 
no  trail  of  blood  to  follow  if  the  deer  got  out 
of  sight  and  besides  was  not  good  in  thick 
brush. 

I  have  used  a  .250-3000  Savage  for  the  last 
four  seasons  and  while  I  naveL  not  shot  very 
many  deer  with  it,  I  have  had  no  cases  of 
"shooting  up."  A  couple  of  years  ago,  out 
of  about  20  deer  shot  by  members  of  our 
hunt  club  with  .250-3000  rifles,  there  were 
only  about  four  deer  that  required  a  second 
shot  and  as  near  as  I  can  remember  only  one 
that  required  a  third  shot.  My  experience 
is  that,  while  it  makes  a  dirty  mess  to  clean 
up,  a  paunch  shot,  lrom  a  .22  H.  P.  or  a 
.250-3000  rifle  is  as  .sure  a  kill  as  any  and 
spoils  little  or  no  meat,  while  a  paunch  shot 
with  a  2,000  ft.  sec.  rifle  is  a  worse  than  use- 
less shot. 


The  above  are  my  own  conclusions  arrived 
at  from  my  own  experiences  with  the  various 
calibers.  The  experiences  of  others  may 
differ  from  mine,  due  to  different  hunting 
conditions  in  different  sections  of  the  coun- 
try and  to  the  individualities  of  the  user. 
What  one  may  find  best  for  his  own  may 
not  be  best  for  another  but  T  believe,  however, 
that  most  deer  hunters,  who  have  given  all 
the  different  rifles  a  fair  trial,  will  agree  with 
me. 

It  is  a  well  recognized  fact  that  even  a  .22 
rim  fire,  will  kill  a  deer  with  a  single  properly 
placed  bullet,  on  rare  occasions,  while  the 
powerful  modern  rifles  will  unaccountably 
tail  down  sometimes.  Any  single  incident, 
or  even  shoit  series  of  incidents,  do  not  prove 
the  killing  power  of  a  cartridge,  but,  it  is  by 
comparing  the  results  of  many  such  incid- 
ents, that  the  facts  in  regard  to  the  killing 
power  of  the  various  cartridges  can  be  arrived 
at. 

Personally,  I  prefer  to  "shoot  them  up" 
once  in  a  while,  rather  than  take  a  chance  of 
using  a  rifle  which  may  let  them  get  away  to 
lie  in  the  bush. 

Mr.  Haines'  advice  to  withhold  the  first 
shot,  until  sure  what  you  are  shooting  at, 
cannot  be  too  strongly  impressed  on  shooters 
in  general,  for,  while  we  have  never  had||a' 
shooting  accident  in  any  of  the  hunt  clu'bs 
I  have  hunted  with,  still,  I  could  fill  Rod  and 
Gun  with  accounts  of  close  calls  and  of  the 
many  times  they  were  avoided  by  taking 
time  to  make  sure  it  was  a  deer.  Many 
deer  have  escaped  for  this  reason  but  I  do 
not  regret  it,  "better  no  deer  than  a  dead 
comrade."  Therefore,  first,  be  certain  it's 
a  deer  then  blaze  away. 

In  conclusion,  let  me  say  that  I  have  always 
enjoyed  and  expect  tb  continue  to  enjoy  Mr. 
Haines'  writings  and  this  is  the  first  occasion 
I  have  ever  felt  justified  in  criticizing  any- 
thing in  his  writings  and  I  am  not  looking 
for  a  quarrel  now  and  trust  I  may  be  par- 
doned for  expressing  views,  differing  from 
those  of  a  man  of  his  experience  and  ability. 


Queries  and  Answers 


A  Cure  For  Flinching 
Editor,  Guns  and  Ammunition  Dept. 

The  writer  has  been  a  lover  of  flight  shoot- 
ing for  many  years,  but  two  years  ago  un- 
consciously developed  the  habit  of  closing  his 


eyes  at  the  moment  of  pulling  the  trigger. 
The  result  is  generally  satisfactory  to  the' 
bird.    Can  you  suggest  how  this  habiV  can 
be  overcome? 

Yorkton,  Sask.  W.  N.  F. 
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Reply — The  best  way  I  know  of  to  cure  your 
habit  of  gun  shyness  would  be  to  use  a  heavy 
weight  shotgun  fitted  with  a  rubber  recoil  pad 
and  practice  shooting  at  tin  cans  thrown  into 
the  air  until  you  are  able  to  control  your 
nerves.  The  habit  of  flinching  is  the  most 
distressing  one  that  can  be  developed  by  a 
sportsman,  but  as  far  as  I  know  there  is  no 
absolutely  certain  cure  for  it. — Editor. 

The  tfewton  Rifle 

Editor,  Guns  and  Ammunition  Dept. 

I  have  been  a  reader  of  your  magazine  for 
sometime  amd  enjoy  reading  the  discussions 
on  guns.  I  would  like  to  read  more  about 
the  Newton  rifle.  In  my  opinion,  this  is  one 
of  the  best  rifles  on  the  market  due  to  the 
high  velocity  and  consequent  flat  trajectory 
developed  by  them  and  to  the  fact  that  they 
retain  a  higherNstriking  energy  at  300  yards 
and  over,  then  any  other  rifles  manufactured 
in  this  country. 

I  would  like  to  have  your  opinion  of  the  .30 
Newton  as  to  its  qualities,  and  defects,  if  any. 
Would  you  choose  the  .256  Newton,  the 
.30-1906  Winchester  or  the  .405  Winchester 
for  use  on  big  game  in  Canada? 

Would  you  select  a  solid  frame  or  a  take- 
down model  if  you  were  purchasing  a  Model 
1895  Winchester? 

.  There  has  been  quite  a  controversy  in 
some  of  our  magazines  here  regarding  the 
Lever  action  and  Bolt  action  rifles.  It  has 
always  appeared  to  me  that  the  superior 
ballistic  qualities  possessed  by  the  Newton 
rifles  as  compared  to  other  types,  would 
offset  the  speed  obtained  with  a  Lever  action 
rifle.  My  reasons  for  believing  so  are  due 
to  the  greater  energy  of  the  Newton  bullet 
at  impact  which  is  where  the  game  is  when  it 
is  hit.  I  would  like  to  have  your  opinion 
ol  the  above  and  a  comparison  of  the  ballis- 
tics of  the  Newton  and  other  leading  big  game 
rifles. 

Chicago,  111.  G.  D.  Marsh. 

Reply — I  recently  had  the  opportunity  of 
thoroughly  testing  a  .30-1906  Cal.  Newton 
rifle  on  the  Navy  Rifle  Range  at  Caldwell, 
N..J.  during  the  National  Matches.  This 
rifle  was  equipped  with  a  gold  bead  front  sight, 
and  a  Lyman  peep  sight  was  mounted  on  the 
cocking  piece. 

This  was  a  Newton  sporting  rifle  manufac- 
tured by  The  Newton  Arms  Company  at 
Buffalo,  N.Y.  and  which  had  been  purchased 
and  sold  by  the  re-organized  Newton  concern 
located  in  the  Woolworth  Bldg.  New  York, 
City.     I  found  by  trial  that  the  rifle  shot  2^ 


feet  to  the  left  at  500  yards.  As  there  was 
no  wind  gauge  on  this  rifle,  we  drove  the  front 
sight  over  by  the  aid  of  a  tack  hammer  until 
the  rifle  was  sighted  correctly.  Fifteen 
shots  were  then  fired  on  the  20  inch  bull  at 
500  yards,  using  Frankford  Arsenal  ammuni- 
tion loaded  with  full  metal  cased  bullets. 
These  15  shots  scored  71  points  out  of  75, 
there  being  11  bull's  eyes  and  4  shots  out  for 
wind,  the  last  12  shots  being  in  a  group  app- 
proximately  15-  inches  in  diameter.  This 
is  the  most  accurate  shooting  that  I  have  been 
able  to  do  with  a  sporting  rifle.  Two  of  us 
tried  it  out  at  rapid  fire  at  200  yards  and  we 
both  had  trouble  with  the  gun  jamming  in 
rapid  fire.  This  was  caused  by  the  rifle  not 
loading  well  from  the  clip.  The  greatest 
number  of  shots  that  either  of  us  could  get 
off  in  one  minute  was  eight,  although  I  have 
no  trouble  whatever  to  shoot  10  shots  from 
a  Springfield  in  45  seconds  witrr-sufTiciently 
good  aim  to  score  well  at  200  yards. 

Whether  to  select  a  .256  Newton  ,  a  .30-1906 
Newton,  a  .30  Newton  or  a  .35  Newton 
depends  altogether  upon  your  ammunition 
supply  more  than  any  other  one  thing.  I 
would  suggest  that  you  select  a  rifle  chambered 
for  the  .30-1906  cartridge  as  it  is  the  most 
accurate  one  of  the  lot  and  the  easiest  to 
obtain  ammunition  for.  This  cartridge  load- 
ed with  the  new  200  grain  Winchester  bullet 
is  more  powerful  than  the  .405.  Whether  to 
select  a  Newton  or  a  Winchester  rifle  is 
entirely  a  matter  of  personal  taste. 

I  would  prefer  a  solid  frame  rifle  to  a 
take-down,  unless  it  would  be  necessary  to 
pack  the  rifle  in  a  very  small  space.  The 
.30-1906  Winchester  is  ballistically  equal  to 
the  .30-1906  Cal.  Newton  and  the  others  com- 
pare in  proportion  to  the  ballistic  qualities 
of  the  cartridges  they  shoot.  For  shooting 
big  game  in  brushy  country,  I  would  prefer 
the  .405  to  any  of  the  others,  and  for  shooting 
big  game  at  long  range,  I  would  prefer  a 
.30-1906  Newton  when  loaded  with  the  180 
grain  bullet  to  any  of  the  others. 

Editor. 


Various  Inquiries. 

Editor,  Guns  and  Ammunition  Dept. 
Which  is  the  best  caliber  for  shooting  moose 

and  deer? 

What  is  the  extreme  killing  range  of  it? 

Where  can  I  get  waterproof  balloon  silk 
to  make  a  tent  or  something  like  it? 

Yours  truly, 
Port  Arthur,  Ont.  S.  Sanford. 

Reply — In  reply  to  your  inquiry,  the  best 
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calibers  for  shooting  moose  and  deer  are 
entirely  a  matter  of  personal  preference. 
For  use  in  brushy  country  I  would  prefer  a 
weapon  like  the  .35,  the  .405,  cal.,  Model 
1895  Winchester  or  .35  Remington  Automatic 
or  the  .303  Savage.  For  a  rifle  to  be  used  in 
localities  where  occasionally  one  would  score 
long  range  shots,  I  would  prefer  a  Bolt  Action 
.30  Cal.  rifle  shooting  the  .30-1906  cartridge 
loaded  with  the  180  grain  bullet. 

The  extreme  killing  range  of  any  of  these 
cartridges  for  all  practical  purposes  is  as 
far  as  you  can  hit  your  game  in  a  vital  spot. 
Under  ordinary  circumstances  that  would 
be  300  yards,  the  number  of  actual  hits  be- 
yond that  range  being  so  small  on  running 
game  as  to  be  hardly  worth  considering. 

To  obtain  water-proof  balloon  silk,  I  would 
suggest  that  you  write  to  Abercrombie  & 
Fitch  Company,  New  York  City,  or  Schover- 
ling,  Daly  &  Gales,  also  of  New  York  City. 
Probably  Hallam's,  the  D.  Pike  Company 
or  the  Lion  Sporting  Goods  Company  ,  all 
Canadian  firms  who  advertise  in  this  maga- 
zine could  also  obtain  it  for  you. — Editor. 


Editor,  Guns  and  Ammunition  Dept. 

Would  you  kindly  answer  the  following 
questions : 

1.  I  have  a  .280  Ross  and  I  would  like  to 
get  a  peep  sight  lor  it.  If  possible  I  would 
like  to  get  the  one  which  fits  just  over  the 
bolt  such  as  the  Ross  Factory  puts  out.  Is 
there  any  other  peep  sight  that  could  be 
fitted  to  this  rifle? 

2.  I  would  like  to  get  a  white  ivory  bead 
for  this  gun  too.  Is  there  any  firm  that 
makes  a  bead  that  would  fit  this  rifle? 

3.  Is  the  Ross  Factory  completely  shut 
down,  or  is  it  possible  to  get  spare  parts,  etc. 
for  g«ns  at  present? 

4.  I  have  a  .303  Ross  Mark  II  target  rifle 
which  I  am  altering  myself  into  a  sporting 
rifle.  I  have  made  a  very  good  job  so  far, 
but  would  like  to  know  where  I  could  have 
a  piece  cut  off  the  barrel.  It  is  now  30  inches 
long.  How  much  should  I  have  cut  off, 
four  or  six  inches!  Do  you  think  it  will  be  a 
good  sporting  rifle?  What  sights  would  you 
recommend  for  the  above  rifle  and  how  could 
they  be  attached? 

5.  My  collection  of  guns  up  to  the  pres- 
ent are:  .280  Ross,  .22  High  Power  Savage, 
.303  Ross,  No.  1  Grade  12  gauge  Remington 
Repeating  shotgun,  which  I  had  made  to 
order,  all.  engraved,  and  a  matted  rib  down 
the  barrel.  What  do  you  think  of  this 
shotgun,  its  shooting  qualities,  etc? 


6.  Is  there  any  other  arm  that  you  would 
recommend  to  make  my  collection  more 
complete? 

Yours    very  truly, 
Ottawa,  Canada.  A.  G.  Hamilton. 

Reply — In  reply  to  your  inquiry,  the  Ly- 
man Gun  Sight  Corporation,  Middlefield, 
Connecticut,  can  supply  you  with  both 
front  and  rear  sight  for  your  .280  Ross 
rifle. 

In  regard  to  your  inquiry  in  reference  to 
the  Ross  Factory  being  completely  closed 
down,  I  will  be  unable  to  answer  this  ques- 
tion definitely  until  a  month  or  so  after  the 
reply  to  this  inquiry  as  at  present  writing  it  is 
not  definitely  decided  whether  they  will 
resume  operations  fcr  not. 

In  regard  to  cutting  off  the  barrel  of  your 
.303  Ross  rifle  I  would  not  advise  you  to  do 
so  as  it  will  materially  change  the  balance  of 
the  rifle.  However,  this  can  be  done  for  you 
by  A.  O.  Niedner,  1  Beacon  St.,  Maiden, 
Massachusetts  or  by  A.  W.  Peterson,  Denver, 
Colo. 

Your  Remington  shotgun  is  undoubtedly  as 
good  a  repeating  shotgun  as  you  can  secure 
and  is  thoroughly  reliable.  To  make  your 
collecjtion  of  arms  more  complete,  I  would 
suggest  that  you  secure  a  good  .22  Cal.  target 
rifle  which  will  give  you  more  real  sport  than 
any  of  the  others.  Among  the  rifles  which 
are  properly  adapted  to  this  work  are  the 

B.  S.A.  No.  12,  the  Stevens  No.  404  and  414 
the  Winchester  single  shot  musket,  the  new 
Winchester  bolt  action,  .22  Cal.  rifle  (as 
sodn  as  it  is  retailed)  and  you  might  also  like 
one  of  the  lighter  weight  repeating  rifles  like 
the  Savage  bolt  action,  the  Remington  No.  12, 

C,  the  Marlin  Model  1897,  or  the  Winchester 
Model  1890.  However,  I  would  suggest  a 
good  heavy  single  shot  target  rifle  equipped 
with  the  finest  sights  or  a  telescope.  This 
latter  would  complete  your  very  satisfactory 
outfit. — Editor. 


A  Remarkable  Shot. 

Editor,  Guns  &  Ammunition  Dept. 

I  use  a  .30  U.S.  rifle  with  Lyman  receiver 
sight  on  the  rear  and  a  gold  bead  on  the  front. 
This  rifle  was  lost  in  the  White  River  for 
about  one  year  but  is  still  effective  and  does 
good  business. 

On  one  occasion  my  collie  dog  ran  a  lynx 
out  on  a  small  lake  that  was  frozen  over  and 
had  about  one  inch  of  snow  on  the  ice.  The 
lynx  was  300  feet  ahead  of  the  dog  and  was 
travelling  fast,  making  long  high  jumps. 
The  dog  was  running  low  with  his  tail  straight 
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out  and  was  gaining  on  the  lynx.  I  broke 
the  back  of  the  lynx  with  the  first  shot  at  a 
distance  of  800  feet.  This  distance  was 
correctly  measured. 

Is  this  considered  good  shooting? 
Matoniska,  Alaska.  Geo.  S.  Moshier.  ' 

Reply — This  certainly  was  a  most  extra- 
ordinary shot  and  undoubtedly  is  one  that 
you  will  remember  for  many  years  as  one 
seldom  makes  a  shot  of  this  nature. — Editor. 


Notes  on  Reloading. 

Editor,   Guns  and  Ammunition  Dept. 

Will  you  be  good  enough  to  advise  me  what 
the  best  reloading  tool  on  the  market  for  a 
.38  New  Army  Colt's  Revolver  would  be.  I 
don't  want  to  make  any  mistake  in  buying 
this. 

Will  you  also  give  me  the  address  of  someone 
in  your  part  of  the  country  who  would  be 
liable  to  stock  the  above,  as  it  is  impossible 
to  obtain  same  here. 

I  should  like  to  know  if  there  is  a  book 
published  on  the  subject  of  "Reloading"  and 
where  same  might  be  ordered. 

Yours  sincerely, 
Calgary,  Alta.  Sergt  Mat  Park. 

Reply — The  tool  you  want  is  the  Ideal  No. 
3  with  double  adjustable  chamber  and  a 
separate  bullet  mould.  A  good  bullet  to" 
use  would  be  the  Ideal  bullet  360271  with 
3  grains  of  Bull's  Eye.  In  addition  to 
the  loading  tool  you  would  need  to  order  a 
bullet  mould  for  bullet,  No.  360271  and  a 
bullet  resizing  chamber  to  fit  the  No.  3  tool 
for  the  same  bullet.  Another  good  bullet  to 
use  would  be  Ideal  bullet  358311  and  3  grains 
of  Bull's  Eye.  Use  the  Ideal  tool  for  this 
bullet  also. 

Ideal  tools  are  sold  by  P.  J.  O'Hare,  33 
Bruce  St.,  Newark,  N.J.  by  the  Abercrombie 
&  Fitch  Company,  New  York  City,  by  Hal- 
lam's,  the  Lion  Sporting  Goods  Company  and 
by  the  D.  Pike  Co.,  all  of  which  are  Canadian 
firms  that  advertise  in  Rod  and  Gun.  All 
of  these  firms  will  be  glad  to  receive  your 
order. 

The  only  book  published  upon  reloading  is 
the  Ideal  Handbook  which  is  now  out  of 
print. 

Very  truly  yours, 
 Editor. 

Talks  on  the  .22  Caliber  Rifle. 

Having  noted  with  much  interest  the  Guns 
and  Ammunition  talks  in  Rod  and  Gun  I 
thought  I  would  give  my  experiences  with  the 
common  .22  Caliber  rifles  made  in  the  U.S. 
to-day. 


Any  man  has  a  large  assortment  of  rifles 
to  choose  from  and  also  a  variety  of  cartridges 
after  he  lias  chosen  the  rifle  which,  to  his 
way  of  thinking,  is  the  best  ever.  I  have 
tried  the  different  single  shot  rifles  but  at  last 
I  have  taken  to  the  repeaters.  The  gun 
which  may  suit  my  requirements  may  not 
suit  another  person.  Then  there  are  the 
different  makes  which  are  all  good,  but 
that  is  not  saying  that  they  could  not  im- 
prove a  lot  on  their  products. 

Having  used  and  liked  the  cheap  Stevens 
rifles,  I  thought  I  would  try  the  visible  loader 
they  had  on  the  market  some  years  ago.  I 
purchased  it  and  was  well  pleased  with 
the  shooting  qualities  oi  same.  But  that 
was  the  only  good  point,  the  worst  being  its 
short  barrel,  poor  extractors  and  also  its 
loosening  up  in  the  'action  after  shooting  a 
good  deal. 

The  next  rifle  was  a  Remington  target 
grade.  This  gun  was  a  good  shooter,  but  one 
day  a  friend  of  mine  and  I  were  out  hunting. 
My  friend  was  shooting  and  I  was  standing  a 
little  to  one  side,  when  "bang"  and  the 
extractor  whizzed  by  my  head  and  as  far  as  I 
know  it  is  flying  yet.  That  finished  ^ the 
Remington  for  I  sold  it  the  following  week. 
About  this  time,  I  met  a  friend  who  was  using 
a  nice  pump  action  Winchester.  It  was 
built  nice,  the  action  worked  right,  but  still 
the  gun  Could  have  been  improved. 

I  had  my  mind  set  on  one  particular  gun 
and  one  day  I  came  across  a  fellow  using  one. 
It  was  the  Marlin  Model  1897. 

Boys,  if  you  want  a  reliable,  accurate,  strong 
and  nicely  finished  gun,  get  the  1897.  I  have 
shot  mine  thousands  upon  thousands  of  times 
and  I  have  yet  to  have  a  shell  stick  so  that 
the  extractors  won't  pull  it  out.  For  the 
trapper,  it  ought  to  be  the  best  ever,  as  he  can 
load  it  up  in  the  morning  and  the  chances  are 
that  one  loading  will  be  enough  for  the  day. 
For  the  hunter  or  gun  crank,  its  nicely  finished 
stock  and  lines  ought  to  appeal  to  him  the 
minute  he  lays  his  eyes  on  it.  Anybody 
having  the  above  gun  certainly  must  be  some 
tough  customer  if  he  is  not  satisfied  with  it. 

I  know  there  will  be  some  who  will  say  that 
there  are  lots  of  rifles  just  as  good.  Maybe 
there  are,  but  I  wish  to  state  that  there  are 
lots  of  rifles  being  made  that  are  worse. 

Trusting  to  see  somebody  else  write  about 
the  most  used  of  all  calibers  the  .22. 

A  .22  For  Target  Shooting. 

Editor,  Guns  and  Ammunition  Dept. 
Would  a  Remington  U.M.C.  Model  12  C, 
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N.R.A.,  target  grade  rifle  make  a  good  target 
rifle,  if  not  what  other  make  should  I  select? 
(This  is  a  new  grade  in  1918-19  catalogue?) 

Would  you  advise  sights  listed  on  rifle  per 
catalogue  or  what  others? 

Would  you  kindly  tell  me  how  our  laws 
govern  firearms  particularly  revolvers  in 
this  province,  or  could  I  get  some  book  or 
copy  of  them,  and  how  and  where. 
Toronto,  Ont.  F.  J.  Benham. 

Reply — In  reply  to  your  inquiry,  the 
Remington  12C,  N.R.A.  target  repeater 
would  be  as  good  a  .22  repeater  of  light  weight 
as  you  could  secure  for  target  shooting. 
However,  it  is  not  as  accurate  nor  as  easy 
to  hold  for  very  fine  work  in  target  shooting 
as  one  ol  the  heavier  single  shot  rifles.  It  is  a 
splendid  rifle  lor  hunting  and  for  light  target 
shooting,  shooting  at  tin  cans  and  things  of 
that  nature,  but  for  shooting  at  a  2  inch  mark 
at  100  yards,  or  its  equivalent,  it  is  not  as 
good  as  a  heavier  weapon. 

The  sights  that  are  furnished  on  this  rifle 
are  quite  satisfactory. 

I  cannot  give  you  any  information  concern- 
ing the  laws  governing  fire-arms  in  Ontario. 
It  will  be  necessary  for  you  to  inquire  of  your 
local  authorities  to  obtain  this  information. 

Editor. 


The  .32-20  for  Wolves  and  Deer. 

Editor,  Guns  and  Ammunition  Dept. 

Will  you  kindly  answer  this  question  in 
one  of  your  issues?  I  have  a  .32-20  Win- 
chester model  1892  repeater.  Is  it  a  good 
rifle  for  game  such  as  deer,  coyotes,  or  wolves? 
I  have  found  it  fair  for  ground  hogs  and  other 
small  game.  I  am  thinking  of  taking  up 
deer  hunting  this  fall.  Would  I  need  a 
more  powerful  rifle? 

Orangeville,  Ont.         Norman  I.  Phillips. 

Reply—  In  reply  to  your  inquiry  in  re" 
gard  to  using  a  .32-20  Winchester  for  deer, 
coyotes,  and  wolves,  I  would  suggest  that 
this  rifle  lacks  both  range  and  power  for 
anything  but  close  range  shooting. 

I  would  suggest  a  rifle  like  the  .250-3000 
Savage,  a  .30-1906  Springfield,  Winchester  or 
Newton  or  some  similar  rifle  that  has  both 
long  range  and  a  flat  trajectory,  both  of  which 
are^  necessary  in  successiul  shooting  at  coy- 
otes and  wolves./  Amost  any  rifle  from  the 
.30-30  to  the  .405  Winchester  will  do  good 
shooting*at  deer  in  the  usual  brushy  country. 

You  will  undoubtedly  be  able  to  kill  deer 
occasionally  with  a  .32-20,  but  you  are  far 
morei  likely  to  lose  wounded  game  than  if 
you  used  a  more  powerful  weapon. — Editor. 


Editor,  Guns  and  Ammunition  Dept. 

Will  you  kindly  let  me  have  your  opinion 
in  your  magazine  as  to  a  suitable  rifle  to 
purchase  for  a  sixteen  year  old  boy  for  use 
upon  game  in  the  district  of  Parry  Sound. 
At  present  I  am  considering  a  .32  Winchester 
Special  with  a  short  barrel  and  a  .30  Rem- 
ington. Do  you  think  the  mechanism  of  the 
latter  will  stand  up  as  well  as  that  of  the 
Winchester?  How  do  their  respective  ranges 
compare?  Do  you  consider  the  advantages 
of  a  take-down  style  of  rifle  exceed  its  disad- 
vantages? 

Toronto,  Ont.  A.  A.  Jackson. 

Reply — In  reply  to  your  inquiry,  in  regard 
to  the  comparison  between  a  .32  Winchester 
Special  and  a  .30  Remington,  these  two 
cartridges  are  almost  exactly  equal  in  power 
and  range  and  also  in  accuracy,,  so  the  ques- 
tion resolves  itself  into  a  choice  between  the 
two  types  of  rifles. 

If  you  use  open  sights  exclusively,  I  do 
not  think  that  a  take-down  rifle  is  any  par- 
ticular disadvantage  in  regard  to  changing 
the  sighting,  but  if  you  use  a  tang  peep  sight, 
your  sighting  will  be  continually  changing 
whenever  you  take  the  rifle  apart  and  put  it 
together  again.  This  change  will  not  be 
very  great  with  a  new  rifle, but  it  will  exist 
in  spite  of  information  to  the  contrary. 

Either  of  these  two  rifles  would  be  well 
adapted  to  the  use  of  a  young  man  of  16  and 
I  would  suggest  that  you  let  him  handle  both 
of  them  if  possible  and  then  have  him  use  the 
one  he  seems  to  like  the  feel  of  the  better. 
He  should  have  either  rifle  sighted  with  a 
medium  sized  gold  or  ivory  bead  front  sight 
and  a  rear  sight  similar  to  the  No.  6  Lyman 
or  King  rear  sights  or  1A  Lyman  tang  peep 
sight  or  the  corresponding  type  of  marble 
eights. — Editor. 


The  Question  of  Snapping  Firearms 

Editor,  Guns  and  Ammunition  Dept. 

Much  confusion  and  many  different  opin- 
ions exist  as  to  the  advisability  of  snapping 
empty  pistols,  rifles  and  revolvers.  Some 
claim  much  injury  is  done  thereby,  others  that 
snapping  practice  may  be  indulged  in  with 
impunity,  while  still  others  claim  pistols  and 
rifles  with  firing  pins  should  never  be  snapped 
but  that  those  equipped  with  firing  pin  and 
hammer  may  be,  without  harm  to  the  arm. 

The  writer  was  much  interested  in  Mr. 
James- Whyte's  letter  on  page  410,  Septem- 
ber, 1919  issue  of  your  most  excellent  magazine 
and  especially  where  he  states  he  may  write  a 
short  article  on  snapping  practice.    It  is 
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sincerely  to  be  trusted  that  he,  or  some  other 
expert,  will  do  this. 

Like  many  other  ardent  lovers  of  firearms, 
the  writer  possesses  quite  a  collection  of  the 
very  finest  pistols  and  revolvers  put  out  by 
the  famous  Smith  &  Wesson  and  Colt's  fac- 
toiies  and  it  is  felt  an  article  under  the  sub- 
ject of  snapping  empty  hand  guns  would  be 
appreciated  by  all  such  owners.  Such  an 
article  would  be  particularly  valuable,  if 
written  by  somebody  in  an  authoritive  man- 
ner and  with  sufficient  expert  knowledge  of 
the  mechanism  of  hand  guns  to  expound 
logically  the  reasons  for  or  against  the  snap- 
ping of  empty  guns.  Such  an  article,  it  is 
felt,  would  be  more  than  welcome  and  would 
certainly  assist  in  putting  the  writer's  mind 
at  rest  as  to  whether  or  not  snapping  may  be 
indulged  in  without  damage  or  whether  it 
can  be  done  with  certain  guns. 

Advantage  is  taken  of  this  opportnuity  to 
express  admiration  of  the  method  in  which 
your  entire  magazine  is  conducted,  especially 
interesting  and  valuable  are  the  many  articles 
contributed  by  your  editor  and  others  on  the 
subjects  of  fishing,  guns  in  general  and  am- 
munition. 

Kansas  City,  Mo.  S.  Harris. 

Reply — My  peisonal  opinion  has  always 
been  that  it  was  perfectly  allowable  and  not 
injurious  to  the  weapon  to  snap  any  bolt 
action  rifle  as  often  as  desired,  but  that  this 
should  never  be  done  with  any  weapon  that 
uses  a  rim-fire  cartridge.  I  have  never  seen 
anyone  actually  break  a  revolver  by  snapping 
it,  but  I  notice  that  very  few  target  shots  seem 
to  care  to  have  their  pet  weapons  snapped 
unnecessarily. — Editor. 


A  Rifle  for  Moose,  Deer  and  Bear. 

Editor,  Guns  and  Ammunition  Dept. 

I  have  been  thinking  of  getting  a  rifle  for 
hunting  moose,  deer,  bear  and  so  forth,  but 
I  cannot  decide  which  would  be  a  good  gun 
for  them. 

I  have  had  in  mind  a  .32  Special  Winchester 
or  a  .30-30  Winchester.  I  would  like  some- 
thing like  the  above  mentioned.  Are  they 
strong  enough  for  above  mentioned  game? 
If  so,  will  you  please  tell  me  which  would 
be  the  best  of  the  two? 
Winnipeg,  Man.  B.  Molecey. 

Beply — In  reply  to  your  request,  there  is 
very  little  difference  between  the  .32  Special 
and  the  .30-30,  the  .32  Special  being  more 
powerful. 

Either  of  these  would  be  a  good  selection 
for  deer  and  small  bear,  but  for  heavy  bear 
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and  moose,  I  would  prefer  something  a  little 
heavier.  For  instance,  the  .30-1906  cartridge, 
shooting  the  180  grain  bullet;  a  .35  Remington 
Automatic,  the  .35  or  .405  model  1895  Win- 
chester and  8  m.m.  or  9  m.m.  Mauser  or 
some  other  weapon  of  similar  power. 

The  two  rifles  that  you  mention  will  both 
be  quite  satisfactory  for  the  majority  of  your 
shooting,  but  occasionally  you  will  hit  one 
too  far  back  and  lose  a  cripple  that  you  would 
hold  if  you  were  using  a  more  powerful  cart- 
ridge.— Editor. 


Another  Moose  and  Bear  Rifle. 

Editor,  Guns  and  Ammunition  Dept. 

I   take  much  pleasure  in  reading,  your 
publication.    I   would  like   to  know  your 
opinion  of  the  Winchester  Automatic  .351 
for  big  game,  moose,  bear,  etc. 
Swift  Creek,  B.C.  F.  B.  Ells. 

Reply — Replying  to  your  request,  the  .351 
Winchester  Automatic  is  a  good  weapon  for 
the  game  that  you  suggest,  but  I  would  prefer 
a  rifle  that  shoots  a  more  powerful  cartridge 
like  the  .30-1906,  using  the  180  grain  bullet, 
the  8  m.m.  Mauser,  the  .35  or  .405  model 
1895  Winchester.  I  would  prefer  the  .401 
Winchester  Automatic  to  the  .351  as  it  is  more 
powerful. 

I  would  rather  have  a  rifle  using  a  more 
powerful  cartridge  than  is  used  in  any  of  the 
automatic  rifles.  — Editor. 


Editor,  Guns  and  Ammunition,  Dept. 

Does  it  harm  a  .22  long  rifle  by  shooting  .22 
short  ammunition  in  it?  If  so  does  it  harm 
the  rifle  by  shooting  .22  long  ammunition  in 
it? 

Could  a  person  shoot  as  accurately  from  the 
left  shoulder  as  from  the  right? 
Newmarket,  Ont.  Geo.  Cave. 

Reply — I  would  suggest  that  you  use 
nothing  but  .22  long  rifle  cartridges  in  any 
rifle  chambered  for  them. 

The  continued  shooting  of  short  and  long 
cartridges  will  naturally  result  in  gas  cutting 
and  the  roughening  up  of  the  chamber  of  the 
rifle,  which  eventually  destroys  the  accuracy 
and  causes  the  rifle  to  fail  to  extract  the 
fired  cartridges. 

It  is  possible  to  shoot  as  accurately  from 
the  left  shoulder  as  from  the  right.  Some  of 
the  b^st  shots  I  know  shoot  from  the  left 
shoulder. 

%  A  person  who  shoots  from  the  left  shoulder 
will  nearly  always  require  a  different  sight 
setting  than  one  who  shoots  from  the  right 
shoulder  due  to  the  difference  in  the  way  the 
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recoil  is  taken.  This  is  particularly  notice- 
able with  a  military  rifle  or  any  other  high 
power  rifle.  Those  who  shoot  from  the  left 
shoulder  are  usually  at  a  disadvantage  when 
shooting  rapid  fire  with  a  bolt  action  rifle 
or  when  shooting  a  rifle  that  ejects  to  the 
right  side.  Whenever  possible,  those  who 
shoot  from  the  left  shoulder  should  choose  an 
automatic  or  lever  action  rifle  that  ejects 
from  the  -top  or  from  the  bottom  of  the  re- 
ceiver.— Editor. 


A  Special  B.S.A.  Single  Shot  Rifle. 

Editor,  Guns  and  Ammunition,  Dept. 

I  would  like  your  advice  concerning  a  B.S.A. 
Martini  single  shot  which  I  intend  to  have 
built  for  the  .25-20  single  shot  cartridge.  I 
wish  to  use  it  for  target  and  crow  shooting  and 
to  have  a  28.  or  30  inch  barrel. 

What  charges  would  you  recommend  in 
both  black  and  smokeless  and  what  is  the 
longest  range  at  which  such  a  gun  would  be 
most  accurate.  I  have  used  a  rifle  of  this 
make  before  and  for  accuracy  would  ask  for 
nothing  better. 

Yours  very  truly, 
Lewis ville,  George  Huntingford. 

Moncton,  N.B. 

Reply — In  reply  to  your  inquiry,  the  Special 
B.S.A.  .25-20  single  shot  rifle  that  you  mention 
would  make  a  most  excellent  rifle  for  the  pur- 
pose for  which  you  intend  to  use  it.  Your 
best  charges  would  probably  be  about  one 
grain  of  bulk  smokeless  powder  like  Scheut- 
zen,  DuPont  or  "E.C."  smokeless  shotgun 
powder  in  the  bottom  of  the  shell  and  the 
balance  of  the  shell  full  of  F.F.G,  &  R 
Orange  Extra  black  powder  on  top  and  an 
86  grain  25720  Ideal  bullet  cast  about  1  to 
30  and  the  usual  black  powder  primer.  One 
grain  F.F.G.  black  powder  in  the  bottom  of 
the  shell  and  the  balance  of  the  shell  full 
of  DuPont  Scheutzen  bulk  smokeless  and  an 
Ideal  bullet  25720  cast  1  to  15,  tin  and  lead 
also  makes  a  splendid  combination. 

Seat  these  loads  with  two  bands  of  the 
bullet  projecting  from  the  shell  and  do  not 
!  crimp  the  shell  upon  the  bullet  to  any  appreci- 
able extent.  In  using  the  Scheutzen  load 
it  will  be  necessary  for  you  to  clean  your 
rifle  with  stronger  ammonia  to  be  absolutely 
sure  that  you  will  not  ha\e  any  pitting  of  the 
barrel.  Either  of  these  loads  are  extremely 
accurate. 

I  suppose  that  this  rifle  will  be  made  with 
an  ordinary  soft  steel  barrel  in  which  case  it 
will  not  be  possible  for  you  to  use  a  metal- 
cased  bullet,  but  if  you  are  able  to  obtain  it 


with  a  special  smokeless  steel  barrel  the  86 
grain  full  metal  cased  bullet  and  from  10  to 
12  grains  of  Hercules  Lightning  powder  will 
make  a  very  fast  and  extremely  accurate  load. 
This  will  be  a  much  better  load  for  crow 
shooting  than  either  of  the  previous  ones 
mentioned  as  it  will  do  very  good  service 
up  to  125  yards  and  occasionally  you  will  be 
able  to  get  one  at  longer  range.  This  lifle 
would  be  accurate  at  100  yards  but  it  would 
not  be  of  much  account  for  crow  shjooting  over 
125  yards  due  to  the  fact  that  the  caitridge  has 
too  high  a  trajectory. 

If  you  have  this  rifle  equipped  with  a 
telescopic  sight  and  a  special  smokeless  steel 
barrel,  you  will  have  a  splendid  rifle  for  all 
small  game  shooting.  I  would  suggest  that 
you  clean  the  barrel  with  stronger  ammonia 
(26%),  in  which  case  your  rifle  would  last 
for  a  life  time  and  will  retain  its  extreme 
accuracy. 

Editor. 


A  Rifle  for  the  Trap -Line. 

Editor,  Guns  and  Ammunition,  Dept. 

Is  a  .22  Gal.  rifle  adapted  to  use  on  the  trap 
line  by  a  14  year  old  boy? 

A  Reader. 

Reply — In  reply  to  your  inquiry  a  repeating 
rifle  chambered  for  the  long  rifle  cartridge 
would  be  the  most  generally  satisfactory  rifle 
that  you  could  use  for  this  purpose.  If  you 
can  secure  the  cartridges  loaded  with  hollow 
point  bullets  they  will  prove  somewhat  better 
than  the  regular  ones  supplied  with  solid 
bullets.  i 

You  will  find  the  .22  rifle  to  be  the  best 
weapon  for  securing  bait  for  your  traps  and 
you  will  have  the  added  advantage  of  being 
able  to  carry  a  large  supply  of  ammunition 
in  a  very  small  space. — Editor. 


The  .351  Winchester  for  Moose  and  Mountain 

Sheep. 

Editor,  Guns  and  Ammunition  Dept. 

Will  you  please  tell  me  what  you  think  of  a 
.351  Winchester  Automatic  for  big  game 
hunting  such  as  moose,  mountain  sheep  and 
bear.  I  am  just  a  young  man  and  do  not 
know  very  much  about  rifles  and  would  like 
someone  who  has  more  experience  to  tell  me 
what  they  think,  so  that  I  will  not  select  the 
wrong  weapon. 

Thanking  you,  I  am, 
Calgary,  Alta.  G.  M. 

Reply — The  .351  Winchester  Automatic 
would  be  a  good  rifle  for  moose  and  bear  in 
the  brush  and  at  ranges  not  over  about  150 
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yards  but  the  cartridge  does  not  have  a  suffic- 
iently flat  trajectory  to  be  satisfactory  for 
shooting  mountain  sheep  where  the  shots  are 
quite  often  at  long  range.  For  such  work  I 
would  prefer  the  Winchester  rifle  shooting  a 
cartridge  like  the  .30-1906  or  .303  British  or 
some  other  long  range  cartridge  of  this  type. 

These  cartridges  when  loaded  with  a  good 
heavy  bullet  are  also  just  as  well  adapted  to 
use  in  shooting  moose  and  bear  at  any  range 
that  you  are  likely  to  encounter. — Editor. 


Ammunition  for  an  Old  Spencer. 

I  have  an  old  Spencer  Carbine.  It  takes 
a  rim  fire  cartiidge.  Do  you  know  where  I 
could  secure  ammunition  for  it?  What 
Caliber  is  this  rifle? 

Have  you  any  idea  what  range  it  is  good 
for?  Would  this  rifle  be  suitable  for  bear  and 
moose  hunting  and  if  not  what  kind  of  hunting 
is  it  adapted  to? 

Detroit,  Mich.  Edward  Ross.    | | 


Reply — In  reply  to  your  inquiry,  you  could 
secure  ammunition  for  this  Spencer  Carbine 
from  the  Remington  Arms  U.M.C.  Corp., 
Broadway,  New  York  City.  This  old  Spen- 
cer might  be  either  a  .56-50  or  a  .56-56  Cal. 
if  it  is  a  Carbine,  but  if  it  is  a  Spencer  rifle 
it  is  a  .56-52  Cal. 

If  you  could  secure  an  old  cartridge  or  a 
bullet,  this  matter  could  easily  be  determined. 
This  rifle  would  Tint  be  of  verymuch  use  for 
hunting  over  about  150  yards  as  the  velocity 
of  the  bullet  is  too  low  at  longer  ranges  and 
you  would  have  trouble  from  under  and  over 
shooting.  This  rifle  was  one  of  the  first 
attempts  at  designing  a  magazine  rifle. 

You  could,  of  course,  use  this  rifle  for  either 
bear  or  moose  shooting  but  I  would  suggest 
that  you  secure  a  more  powerful  weapon 
unless  your  shooting  is  at  very  close  range  in 
the  brush. — Editor. 


Watching  the  "Running  Deer"  target  at  the  Nova  Scotia  Guides'  Tournament,,  Yarmouth, 

August  26th,  1919 


Wild  Life  Protection 


W.  T.  HORNADAY 

Address  Delivered  Before  the  Wild  Life  Conference,  Ottawa,  February  18th,  1919 


Mr.  Chairman,  Ladies  and  Gentlemen  :- 
To  me  this  is  really* a  thrilling  moment;  it 
means  a  very  great  deal  to  me.  During  the 
past  four  years  the  boundary  line  between  the 
United  States  and  Canada  has  become  more 
than  ever  an  imaginary  line.  It  is  3,000 
miles  long,  but  it  is  not  defended  by  a  single 
gun  or  a  single  soldier,  or  even  by  a  canoe  of 
war.  It  rests  on  something  far  stronger — a 
gentleman's  agreement. 

During  the  past  four  years  we  have  lived 
to  witness  many  great  events.  I  am  proud 
and  thankful  that  I  have  lived  to  witness  two 
things,  the  triumph  of  the  treaty  for  the  pro- 
tection of  1,022  species  of  migratory  birds  of 
North  America,  and  the  complete  defeat  and 
smashing  of  Germany  on  land  and  sea. 

Canada,  has  participated  in  both  those 
great  undertakings  and  shares  in  the  glory 
of  both  those  achievements.  I  invite  you  to 
pause  a  moment  and  join  me  in  gloating  a 
few  gloats  over  the  triumph  of  the  migratory 
bird  treaty;  such  an  opportunity  comes 
to  us  but  once  in  a  lifetime.  Events  have 
been  moving  so  rapidly  during  the  past  four 
years  that  the  people  of  the  United  States 
and  possibly  the  people  of  Canada  also,  have 
scarcely  had  time  as  yet  to  take  full  cog- 
nizance of  the  meaning  of  the  triumph  of  that 
international  treaty.  I  know  very  well  in- 
deed that  there  was  a  time  during  the  pro- 
gress of  the  great  war  when  it  seemed  not 
only  useless  but  almost  cruel  to  call  upon 
Canada  to  pay  any  attention  to  that  treaty 
that  was  pending.    Iaview  of  the  tremendous 


efforts  that  Canada  was  making  to  carry  on 
her  share  of  the  great  war  it  seemed  almost 
wrong  to  talk  to  Canadian  statesmen  and 
Canadian  naturalists  about  the  protection 
of  birds.  But  the  bird  protectors  of  the 
continent  agreed  in  their  hearts  that  Canada 
and  the  United  States  were  great  enough  to 
protect  their  wild  life  and  forests  and  conduct 
a  great  war  at  the  same  time.  And  so  Canada, 
in  spite  of  the  tremendous  efforts  that  she  was 
putting  forth  in  mobilizing  men  and  sending 
them  across,  took  hold  of  the  matter  and 
promptly  and  effectively  performed  her  full 
part  in  the  ratification  of  the  treaty.  That 
left  United  States"  nothing  to  do  but  play  a 
good  second. 

Now,  when  we  came  to  the  ratification  or 
the  enabling  act  of  congress  to  carry  the 
treaty  into  effect,  our  congress  was  busy  with 
war  measures,  and  did  not  want  to  hearken. 
So  we  said:  "Look  here;  see  what  Canada 
did  during  the  throes  of  her  great  struggle. 
Can  we  do  less?"  Of  course,  the  answer  was: 
"No,  we  can  do  no  less." 

Now,  the  wonderful  thing  about  that 
Migratory  Bird  Treaty  is  that  it  covers  about 
four-fifths  of  the  whole  of  the  continent  of 
North  America — isn't  that  magnificent — and 
it  protects  1,022  species  of  migratory  birds. 
Just  previous  to  that  the  United  States  and 
Canada  had  enacted  laws  prohibiting  for  all 
coming  time  importation  of  wild  birds' 
plumage  for  millinery  purposes,  and  so  far 
as  this  continent  was  concerned  north  of 
Mexico,  we  protected  the  birds  of  the  world 
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against  the  millinery  trade.  It  is  no  wonder 
that  our  colleagues  in  London  have  said  and 
printed  openly  and  even  joyously  that^we-are 
to  be  envied  the  success  that  we  have 
achieved  m  these  lines. 

What  is  the  wonderful  thing  about  the 
operation  of  the  migratory  bird  law?  I  will 
try  to  tell  you  in  a  very  few  words. 

In  the  first  place,  in  the  United  States  there 
have  been  during  all  these  years  of  bird  pro- 
tection certain  recalcitrant  and  incorrigible 
States.  There  wgre  certain  States  that  were 
bad,  just  as  bad  boys  are  bad;  there  were  cer- 
tain States  unethical  and  ungentlemanly 
toward  their  wild  life  and  toward  the  wild 
life  of  the  continent  at  large.  The  majority  of 
our  States  did  What  was  right  by  the  birds  of 
North  America,  migratory  and  all.  others, 
without  any  international  treaty,  but  there 
are  others,  like  Texas,  South  Carolina,  and 
North  Carolina,  and  others  that  I  could 
name  if  there  were  time,  that  were  absolutely 
incorrigible.  That  migratory  bird  treaty 
did  this:  it  enabled  the  United  States  Gov- 
ernment, in  the  first  place,  to  stop  all  spring 
shooting  in  all  these  recalcitrant  States.  It 
enabled  the  United  States  government  to  fix 
bag  limits  in,  all  the  States  where  no  bag 
limits  had  previously  existed.  It  enabled  the 
United  States  government  to  declare  long 
close  seasons  for  all  migratory  birds  that  were 
threatened  with  extermination.  Finally,  and 
perhaps  most  important  of  all,  it  enabled  the 
United  States  government  absolutely  to 
prohibit  the  sale  of  game  so  far  as  the  migra- 
tory birds  were  concerned.  Four  great 
things  wrapped  up  in  the  folds  of  that  magni- 
ficent treaty— and  Canada  has  done  precisely 
the  same.  Think  what  that  means  from  the 
international  boundary  between  ^the  United 
States  and  Mexico  to  the  North  Pole.  Is 
not  that  something  so  much  worth  while  that 
we  should  feel  thankful  that  we  have  lived 
to  see  its  accomplishment? 

But  with  all  this  there  are  flies  in  the 
ointment.  The  Migratory  Bird  Treaty  does 
not  touch  the  non-migratory  birds.  Now, 
I  do  not  like  adjectives  that  express  negation 
so  I  am  going  to  call  these  non-migratory 
birds  the  stationary  birds.  The  stationary 
birds  are  the  birds  which  do  not  migrate,  of 
course,  and  they  include  all  the  upland  game 
birds  as  -they  are  called  by  naturalists — the 
grouse,  the  quail,  the  ptarmigan,  and  all  their 
likes.  There  are  a  great  many  of  them,  and 
they  depend  for  their  existence  to-day,  to- 
morrow, and  the  day  after  upon  local  State 
or  Provincial  legislation.    It  is  a  great  pity, 


ladies  and  gentlemen,  that  the  international 
bird  treaty  could  not  protect  the  upland 
game  birds  as  well  as  the  migratory  birds  of 
all  kinds,  but  it  did  not,  it  could  not,  and  so 
Vse  see  this  unfortunate  state  of  affairs. 

In  the  first  place,  there  are  fifty  times  too 
many  guns  for  the  upland  game.  Anybody 
and  everybody  can  go  out  and  hunt  upland 
game  birds,  if  there  are  any.  In  the  United 
States,  perhaps  5,000,000  men  and  boys  went 
hunting  every  year  previous  to  the  war, 
though  not  so  many  during  the  war.  Well, 
the  upland  game  cannot  stand  that  awful 
strain,  particularly  when  we  add  to  that 
fearful  handicap  the  further  handicap  of 
automatic  and  pump  shot  guns,  the  awful 
decrease  of  cover  and  natural  food  supplies, 
the  exposure  to  the  attacks  of  their  natural 
enemies  both  on  the  ground  and  in  the  air, 
and  the  absence  of  cover  that  leads  to  extra 
exposure  and  starvation  in  the  winter.  A 
great  many  handicaps  press  heavily  upon  the 
upland  game  birds.  They  appeal  to  a 
greater  number  of  Sportsmen,  men  and  boys, 
than  the  migratory  water  fowl  or  the  shore 
birds,  because  they  are  more  widely  diffused 
over  the  land. 

Now,  I  believe  in  legitimate  sport.  I  am 
interested  in  the  protection  of  wild  life  partly 
because  I  wish  to  help  protect  the  rights  ot 
posterity  in  our  heritage  of  game,  and  also 
because  I  do  not  wish  to  see  the  legitimate 
sport  of  hunting  with  the  gun  become  an 
extinct  pastime.  I  am  not  a  complete  and 
thorough-going  sentimentalist.  I  think  that 
when  game  is  sufficiently  plentiful  and  the 
taking  of  a  portion  of  it  does  not  spell  exterm- 
ination, it  is  rigjht  to  take  a  toll  of  the  wilds; 
therefore  I  have  been  exceedingly  interested  in 
endeavoring  to  promote  measures  that  would 
preserve  the  quail  and  the  sage  grouse  and  the 
sharp-tailed  grouse  and  the  pinnated  grouse 
from  the  extermination  with  which^they  have 
been  threatened.  I  do  not  wish  to  see  sport 
with  these  birds  become  an  extinct  pastime. 
As  I  have  said,  the  future  of  these  birds 
depends  on  local  legislation;  it  is  for  the  states 
of  the  United  States  and  the  provinces  of 
Canada  to  say  whether  these  birds  shall  be 
protected  on  an  adequate  basis  or  not.  We 
have  before  us  certain  object  lessons  that 
every  American  and  every  Canadian  should 
lay  to  heart. 

The  enormous  increase  in  the  population  of 
United  States  and  Canada  and  the  enormous 
increase  in  guns  and  gunners  must  not  for 
one  moment  be  forgotten  by  the  friends  of 
wild  life.  Jn  the  state  of  New  York  37,000 
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The  Side  Partner  You  Can  Trust- 
THE  SAVAGE  AUTOMATIC 


It's*"  small,  light,  unobtrusive. 
You  don't  notice  it  in  the  pocket  or 
on  the  belt. 

But  when  the  diamond-back  rat- 
tler buzzes  or  the  copper-head 
squirms — when  there's  a  bear  in  the 
trap  or  a  bob-cat  in  the  tree— when 
the  rare  chance  of  human  violence 
threatens  in  the  wilderness — or  when 
the  stinging  wind  on  the  North 
shore  of  Superior  brings  the  blood 
chilling  yell  of  the  man-hunting 
wolf-pack  nearer  and  nearer — the 
little  Savage  proves  the  closest,  truest 
friend. 

f  ItsT  barrel — length  and  f  locked 
breech  gives  more  power  and  ac- 
curacy than  other  pistols  of  the 
calibre — its  ten  shots  and  one-hand 


reloading  permit  faster  and  more 
continuous  fire — and  the  lines  of 
its  celebrated  grip  make  you  point 
it  and  shoot  it  straight  in  an  emer- 
gency— as  straight  and  as  instinc- 
tively as  you  point  your  finger.  Its 
monkey-wrench  simplicity  makes  it 
always  ready  and  always  sure-fire, 
because  like  the  best  military  pistols, 
you  can  cock  and  uncock  it  with 
your  thumb. 

.32  calibre  3%"  barrel,  19  ounces, 
11  shots,  $22.50. 

.380  calibre,  4  \i"  barrel,  21  ounces, 
10  shots,  $23.50. 

Your  dealer  will  show  you — can 
supply  you.  For  complete  descrip- 
tion, write  us. 


Sharon,  Pa. 


SEWAGE  Arms 


UTICA,  N.  Y. 


Detroit,  Mich 


Executive  and  Export  Offices: 
50  Church  Street,  New  York  City! 
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men  go  deer  hunting  every  year.  There  aie, 
in  round  numbers,  about  50,000  deer  in  the 
state  of  New  York,  and  about  10,000  are  killed 
annually.  Strange  to  say,  the  balance  of 
deer  life  in  the  state  of  New  York  is  to-day 
fairly  well  preserved,  but  we  have  had  the 
fight  of  our  lives  in  placing  upon  our  statute 
books  a  law  forbidding  the  killing  of  female 
deer  in  the  state  of  New  York.  Ever  since 
that  law  was  put  on  our  statute  book  it  has  , 
been  attacked  in  the  Legislature  regularly  by 
the  deer  hunters  of  the  Adirondacks,  except 
last  winter.  In  the  state  of  New  Jersey, 
thanks  to  the  excellent  foresight  of  the  people 
of  that  state  and  its  Conservation  Commis- 
sion, there  are  more  deer  to-day,  I  believe, 
than  there  are  in  the  state  of  New  Mexico. 
New  Mexico  should  have  10,000  deer,  and 
New  Jersey,  by  rights,  should  have  none; 
because  of  its  enormous  population  and  the 
large  number  of  men  who  go  deer  hunting. 
But,  with  all  that,  deer  are  so  plentiful  in  the 
little  state  of  New  Jersey  to-day  that  365  were 
legally  and  properly  killed  in  that  state  last 
year. 

I  have  spoken  of  recalcitrant  states,  of 
incorrigible  states.  I  am  going  to  sketch 
another  picture.  In  order  that  I  may  not 
be  accused  of  partiality,  I  will  generously  and 
kindly  go  outside  the  state  of  New  York  and 
invite  you  to  consider  for  a  moment  the  virtues 
of  the  state  of  Pennsylvania.  Really  the 
history  of  game  protection  in  the  state  of 
Pennsylvania  is  something  of  which  all 
Pennsylvanians  may  well  be  proud. 

Briefly,  this  is  what  Pennsylvania  has  done. 
Pennsylvania  has  created  nineteen  state  game 
sanctuaries,  small  ones,  to  be  sure,  but  each 
situated  in  a  five-acre  tract  of  state  forest. 
Whenever  a  Pennsylvania  deer  is  shot  at, 
if  he  is  not  killed  he  immediately  makes  a  bee 
line  for  the  heart  of  that  five-acre  forest  where 
he  knows  he  has  a  sanctuary  in  which  he 
will  find  protection;  once  he  goes  under  the 
breast-high  wire  which  surrounds  that  sanc- 
tuary, he  knows  that  he  is  safe  and  that  no 
hunter  dares  follow  him  there.  In  Penn- 
sylvania automatic  guns  are  prohibited  and 
the  use  of  guns  by  aliens  is  prohibited*  More  • 
than  that,  the  ownership  of  dogs  by  aliens 
is  prohibited.  That  leads  to  this  interesting 
observation.  Sometimes  when  I  and  my 
colleagues  over  there  in  wild  life  protection 
have,-  metaphorically  speaking,  been  fighting 
for  our  lives  against  powerful  enemies,  lor 
their  encouragement  and  for  mine  I  have 
said:  Gentlemen,  remember  that  in  this 
cause,  righteous  as  it  is,  the  boldest  policy 


is  the  best  policy.  Now,  New  York,  is  a  good 
game  protecting  state;  in  some  respects  I 
consider  that  it  stands  higher  than  all  others. 
But  we  never  have  dared  to  pass  a  law  similar 
to  that  Pennsylvania  law  prohibiting  the 
ownership  of  guns,  and  even  the  ownership 
of  dogs,  by  aliens.  But  Pennsylvania  was 
goaded  into  the  Alien  Gun  Act  by  the  murder 
of  her  wardens  by  alien  hunters,  and  so 
they  shut  their  fists  and  shut  their  teeth  and 
said:  "we  will  stop  this  killing  of  our  wardens 
by  aliens  who  are  hunting."  They  enacted 
that  law,  and  of  course  the  aliens  fought  it. 
Remember,  there  is  a  large,  ignorant  alien 
population  in  Pennsylvania,  on  account  of 
Pennsylvania's  coal  mines.  The  law  was 
immediately  challenged  as  to  constitutional- 
ity and  they  fought  it  clear  through  to  the 
Supreme  Court  of  the  United  States  and  won 
out  on  its  constitutionality.  The  same 
thing  happened  in  regard  to  the  automatic 
gun;  that  was  carried  to  the  Supreme  Court, 
and  the  state  authorities  won  out  on  that. 

Just  one  more  word  with  regard  to  Penn- 
sylvania. Pennsylvania  is  now  very  active 
in  the  introduction  of  wild  game.  They  have 
sufficient  funds  and  their  Conservation  Com- 
mission are  introducing  deer,  wild  quail 
brought  all  the  way  from  Mexico — pheasants, 
rabbits,  squirrels.  And  besides,  they  are 
trapping  an  immense  number  of  animals 
that  are  destructive  to  wild  game,  ground 
game  especially,  which  are  classed  in  one 
word,  as  vermin.  On  these  they  pay  boun- 
ties. * 

That  shows  what  a  state  can  accomplish 
in  wild  life  protection  when  she  puts  her  mind 
to  it  and  diligently  follows  a  definite  plan. 
Here  is  one  interesting  fact.  The  hunters 
of  Pennsylvania  killed  more  bear  last  year  thaD 
were  killed  in  any  other  state  of  the  United 
States — about  300 — and  they  have  been 
so  successful  in  the  introduction  of  white- 
tailed  deer  that  in  many  portions  of  the 
state  they  now  have  excellent  deer  hunting. 
They  have  even  gone  to  the  Yellowstone  Park 
and  imported  elk  from  that  region  and  turned 
them  loose  in  Pennsylvania  that  they  might 
become  numerous  there;  but  I  regret  to  report 
that  orchards  and  farms  are  so  very  numerous 
throughout  the  state,  even  in  the  forested 
regions,  that  the  elk  have  made  themselves 
too  much  at  home;  they  have_thrived  too 
well.  They  immediately  began  to  destroy 
valuable  orchards  and  crops  generally;  so  the 
elk  experiment  in  that  state  must  be  discon- 
tinued. As  an  animal  to  introduce  in  an 
agricultural  country  the  elk  is  impossible, 
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because  he  is  too  large,  too  courageous,  too 
voracious  and  too  destructive.  -  , 

There  is  one  matter  of  which  I  must  speak 
in  this  connection,  and  that  is,  public  senti- 
ment; it  relates  to  the  ethics  of  shooting. 
The  sportsmen  at  large  of  the  United .  States 
have  yet  much  to  learn  and  much  to  remem- 
ber in  regard  to  the  ethics  of  hunting  and 
game  protection.  I  mean  that  there  are  in 
the  United  States  an  immense  number  of 
sportsmen  and  hunters  out  of  the  four  or  five 
million  men  who  hunt  who  entertain  the 
curious  idea  that  it  is  entirely  right  and 
proper  and  desirable  to  kill  every  wild  thing 
that  the  law  permits  them  to  kill;  that  is  to 
say,  in  hunters'  parlance,  to  "kill  up  to  the 
bag  limit."  Now,  a  more  deadly  idea  never 
found  lodgement  in  the  minds  of  sportsmen. 
The  conscientious,  educated,  sensitive  sports- 
man who  sincerely  desires  to  do  his  part  in 
the  preservation  of  our  stock  of  wild  game  for 
posterity  is  impelled  to  stop  when  he  sees 
that  the  species  that  he  is  pursuing  is  threat- 
ened with  extermination — even  if  the  law 
permits  him  to  go  on.  But  there  are  men 
who  will  go  out  and  cheerfully  kill  the  last 
quail,  the  last  ruffed  grouse,  the  last  sage 
grouse,  the  last  wild  duck  and  the  last  any- 
thing, if  the  law  permits  them  to  do  it.  Is 
it  not  strange  that  the  ethical  idea  should  be 
absent  from  the  minds  of  so  many  intelligent 
.men? 

At  times  I  have  been  positively  disgusted 
by  the  attitude  of  some  of  the  quail  hunters  of 
Long  Island.  Men  have  talked  to  me  about 
the  sufferings  of  Long  Island  quail  in  the 
severe  winter  weather  and  have  told  me  with 
moisture  in  their  eyes,  almost  with  the  tears 
coursing  down  their  cheeks,  of  how  the  quail" 
were  slaughtered  last  winter  by  sleet,  snow 
and  starvation.  And  when  I  turn  to  such  a 
man  and  say;  Will  you  refrain  next  fall 
when  the  hunting  season  opens  from  going  out 
quail  hunting,  what  do  you  suppose  his 
answer  is?  Every  single  time  that  I  have 
talked  to  ,  a  confirmed  Long  Island  quail 
hunter  in  that  strain,  he  has  said;  Well, 
it  is  not  the  hunters  who  have  exterminated 
the  quail:  it  is  the  cold  and  hard  winters. 
Why  should  we  leave  them  for  the  winters  to 
kill?  We  might  just  as  well  have  them  for 
ourselves.  Now,  is  that  not  enough  to  dis- 
gust anyone? 

That  reminds  me  of  another  thing  in  regard 
to  local  control.  Beware  of  the  danger  of 
local  control  in  certain  cases.  We  will  say 
that  in  nine  cases  out  of  ten  it  is  all  right,  it 
is  save  and  may  be  trusted,  but  look  out  for 


the  tenth  case.  Take  Long  Island  as  an 
illustration.  I  have  known  for  a  long  time 
that  the  quail  of  Long  Island  were  on  the 
point  of  extermination.  -  A  few  quail  have 
existed  on  the  grounds  of  a  number  of  hunting 
clubs  where  they  are  well  protected  except 
during  the  hunting  s*eason,  but  elsewhere  in 
the  open,  where  Thomas,  Richard  and  Henry 
may  go  out  with  their  licenses  and  shoot  them, 
they  have  almost  disappeared.  Long  Island 
menjiave  told  me  this — men  in  a  position  to 
know — and  that  is  why  I  state  it  as  a  fact. 

Long  Island  men  have  asked  me  to  help 
them  to  give  the  long  close  season  to  the 
quail  of  Long  Island  that  six  years  ago  the 
rest  of  New  York  extended  to  the  quail  of  the 
whole  state.  I  have  said;  Yes,  but  the 
impulse  must  come  from  within;  let  the  men 
of  Long  Island  show  that  they  are  interested 
in  protecting  the  quail  of  Long  Island  from 
extinction,  and  I  will  come  forward  and  help. 
That  challenge  was  accepted  once.  Some 
gentlemen  whom  I  know,  only  two  or  three 
of  them  all  told,  made  a  strong,  well-organized 
and  determined  effort  to  convince  the  state 
Conservation  Commission  that  the  quail  of 
Long  Island  needed  the  exercise  of  the  dis- 
cretionary power  of  that  Commission  in  the 
way  of  a  long  close  season  for  these  quail. 
This  is  what  happened.  A  hearing  was  held 
in  New  York,  attended  by  the  representatives 
of  shooting  clubs  to  the  total  number  of 
seventeen;  just  five  people  were  there  to 
speak  on_  behalf  of  the  quail.  So  those 
seventeen  men  who  came  for  the  purpose  of 
assuring  the  Conservation  Commission  that 
everything  was  lovely  and  that  the  quail  were 
on  a  continuing  basis  on  Long  Island  and 
that  the  proposed  close  season  was  entirely 
unnecessary —  why,  they  talked  the  rest  of  us 
down.  We  made  a  very  poor  showing,  the 
five  of  us  against  the  seventeen,  The  same 
thing  was  repeated  at  River  Head,  only  to  a 
worse  extent.  Only  three  people  were  there 
to  talk  for  the  quail,  and  judging  by  the 
weight  of  evidence  that  was  presented  at 
those  hearings,  our  Conservation  Commission 
was  bound  to  conclude  that  the  contentions 
of  the  majority  were  right.  So  the  quail  of 
Long4sland  did  not  get  their  long  close  sea-% 
son,  and  I  bade  them  then  a  long  farewell. 
If  the  people  of  Long  Island  are  indifferent  to 
their  fate,  I  can  afford  to  be.  I  will  never 
hunt  any  of  them;  I  can  stand  the  extermin- 
ation of  the  quail  of  Long  Island  if  they  can. 
I  was  at  a  Long  Island  club  not  long*  ago  on 
the  opening  day  of  the  quail  season.  Four 
very  able  sportsmen,  aided  by  four  dogs,  went 
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at  the  big  WESTY  HOGAN  SHOOTTSept.  9-13, 1919 
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Woolfolk  Henderson  won  the  WESTY  HOGAN  INTRODUCTORY  scoring  119x120. 

Mr.  Henderson  tied  for  the  WESTY  HOGAN  CHAMPIONSHIP  with  a  score  of  99x 
100,  and  finished  second  in  the  shoot  off  scoring  39x40. 

G.  M.  McCutcheon    1  (97x100 

and  [tied  for  first  in  WESTY  HOGAN  HANDICAP  scoring  { 

G.W.Blake  J  [97x100 

In  the  shoot  off  Mr.  McCutqheon  won  by  breaking  50  straight,  Mr.  Blake  49x50. 

The  DuPont  18  yd.  Championship  was  won  by  Mr.  Henderson  with  a  score  of  98  x  100 
breaking  his  first  67  straight. 

Mr.  Henderson  also  won  the  ATLANTIC  CITY  CUP,  the  high  average  trophy,  472x480 

Targets  credited  to  Mr.  Henderson  for  entire  program  are  as  follows  • — 
16  yard  targets  (registered)  472  x  480 


18     "       "  "   98x100 

22     "       "  "   92x100 

662  x  680 

Practice  119  x  120 


781x800 

In  winning  these  signal  honors  |dl  three  shooters  used  PARKER  GUNS- 

That  much  of  this  remarkable  shooting  was  done  under  unfavorable  shooting  conditions,  "almost  a 
gale"  blowing  some  of  the  time,  speaks  volumes  for  the  regularity  of  PARKER  patterns. 
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New  York  Salesrooms.  25  Murray  Street. 
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out  and  hunted  a\\  day  in  the  best  covers  they 
have,  and  they  came  back  at  night  with  one 
poor,  little  hen  quail. 

There  is  something  to  be  said  with  regard 
to   the   big  game  'situation.    The  subject 
is  so  large  that  it  is  impossible  to  covers 
even  one-tenth  of  the  ground,  but  I  will  try 
to  give  you  a  brief  sketch  of  it. ' 

The  big  game  situation  is  very  peculiar 
in  the  United  States;  in  no  two  states  is  it 
exactly  the  same,  because  of  the  different 
manner  in_which  different  states  handle  their 
game.  We  have  seen  moose  disappear  to 
the  point  that  only  three  groups  of  moose 
now  exist  in  the  United  States,  in  Maine,  in 
Minnesota  and  in  northwestern  Wyoming. 
The  moose,  as  an  animal  to  be  hunted  in  the 
United  States,  has  almost  gone  forever. 
According  to  law,  there  is  no  longer  any 
hunting  of  antelope  anywhere  in  United 
States  and,  worse  than  that,  the  antelope  are 
disappearing  in  spite  of  that  universal  pro- 
tection. As  you  know,  the  antelope  is  a 
peculiar  creature,  very  delicate,  very  sensi- 
tive to  evil  conditions;  and  under  adverse 
circumstances  it  has  no  more  stamina  than  a 
pet  monkey,  and  is  easily  snuffed  out.  We 
noted  with  extreme  interest  and  delight  the 
action  of  Alberta  in  establishing  a  great, 
special  antelope  reserve  a  short  distance 
southwest  of  Medicine  Hat.  That  experi- 
ment is  now  a  success;  the  herd  that  was  orig- 
inally impounded  there  has  increased  by  thirty 
head  and  now  contains  seventy-four  head. 
It  looks  like  what  business  men  call  a  going 
concern.  The  antelope  are  living  in  their 
own  country  and  are  eating  their  own  food; 
there  is  no  reason  why  they  should  not  sur- 
vive and  thrive. 

We  have  endeavored  to  acclimatize  the 
antelope  in  some  of  our  bison  ranges  in  the 
United  States.  In  two  of  these  bison  ranges 
the  experiment  promises  to  succeed,  and  we 
hope  that  eventually  the  species  can  be 
perpetuated  in  the  eight  national  bison 
ranges  that  we  now  have. 

The  mountain  sheep  is  not  so  badly  placed. 
No  hunting  of  mountain  sheep  is  done  any- 
where in  the  United  States  now  except  in 
Wyoming  and  the  state  of  .^Washington. 
Something  like  twenty-eight  years  ago  Color- 
ado became  a  great  mountain  sheep  preserve. 
At  the  beginning,  it  was  estimated  that  about 
two  hundred  mountain  sheep  were  left;  now 
there  are  considerably  over  seven  thousand, 
and  the  number^  is  continually  increasing. 
There  was  a  case  where  all  the  people  of 
Colorado  in  the  regions  inhabited^by|[the 


mountain  sheep  elected  to  observe  not  only 
the  letter  but  the  spirit  of  the  law  to  protect 

these'wonderful  animals. 

A  curious  thing  happened  at  Ouray  not 
long  ago.  The  people  of  Ouray  regard  the 
mountain  sheep  that  surround  their  town  as 
you  and  I  regard  our  pet  dogs  and  cats;  they 
are  just  as  sacred  to  them.  A  time  came 
when  the  state  of  Colorado  wished  wbout  six 
specimens  of  mountain  sheep  from  the  stock 
at  Ouray  to  use  in  the  park  at  Denver  for 
breeding  and  exhibition  purposes,  so  they  sent 
a  man  to  Ouray  to  capture  some  living  speci- 
mens. Of  course,  everything  of  that  kind  had 
to  be  done  openly  and  above-board,  and  the 
people  of  Ouray  became  cognizant  of  what 
was  proposed.  To  the  astonishment  of  the 
state  authorities  the  people  of  Ouray  rose 
as  one  man  and  said:  Not  by  any  means; 
these  sheep  are  ours;  they  are  inviolate; 
death  to  the  man  who  touches  one  of  our  sheep 
— etc.,  etc.,  Well,  it  took  considerable  per- 
suasion to  bring  the  people  of  Ouray  around 
to  the  point  of  believing  that  ethically  and 
sentimentally  and  every  other  way  it  would 
be  all  right  and  perfectly  proper  to  catch  some 
of  these  sheep  and  transport  them  to  the  city 
of  Denver  to  exhibit  them  and  to  breed  them 
in  captivity.  That  is  why  Colorado  has  to- 
day over  seven  thousand  living'  mountain 
sheep.  The  mountain  sheep  has  responded  to 
protection. 

The  grizzly  bear,  as  an  animal  to  be  hunted 
by  sportsmen,  has  almost  disappeared  from 
the  United  States.  There  are  a-  few  regions 
in  Wyoming  in  which  it  is  possible  for  a 
sportsman,  if  he  has  an  extra  skilful  guide, 
to  find  and  shoot  a  grizzly  bear,  but  the  locali- 
ties in  which  that  can  be  done  can  be  counted, 
I  think,  on  the  fingers  of  one  hand.  The  griz- 
zly bear  is  just  that  near  to  extinction  in  our 
country. 

The  black  bear  approaches'the  status  of  the 
white-tailed  deer;  it  politely  but  firmly  re- 
fuses to  be  exterminated,  so  that  many  states 
— almost  an  absurd  number  of  states,  one 
may  say — in  our  country  contain  some  black 
bears.  Give  the  black  bear  species  half  a 
chance — aye,  even  quarter  of  a  chance — and 
he  will  not  only  survive,  he  will  actually 
increase.  We  have  black  bears  in  the  Adiron- 
dacks  and  in  the  Catskills  in  the  state  of 
New  York.  As  I  have  said,  Pennsylvania 
sportsmen  killed  300  two  years  ago.  I  think 
that  about  sixty  were  killed  in  New  York  state 
during  the  past  year.-  We  hope,  therefore, 
that  the  black  bear  will  remain  with  us:  1 
should  be  sorry  indeed  to  see  any  species  of 
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North  American  bear  exterminated.  Those 
of  you  who  are  sportsmen  know  that  one 
single  bear  on  foot  and  in  a  healthy  frame  of 
mind  can  cast  a  glamour  of  romance  over  a 
thousand  square  miles  of  wild  country. 

The  white-tailed  deer  is  in  many  respects 
the  most  valuable  animal  that  we  have, 
because  he  also  refuses  to  be  exterminated. 
Give  the  white-tailed  deer  one-tenth  of  a 
chance  and  it  will  survive.  I  think  it  is  sa^ 
to  predict  that  when  the  last  inhabitant  of 
North  America  kills  the  last  hoofed  animal, 
that  animal  will  be  the  white  tailed  deer.  The 
white-tailed  deer  carries  his  head  low:  he 
skulks.  When  you  start  him  in  the  timber,  in 
the  brush,  or  anywhere  he  rarely  stops  to 
turn  around  and  look  at  you  and  see  what 
kind  of  clothes  you  are  wearing:  all  that  he 
is  anxious  to  do  is  to  put  ^pace  between 
himself  and  you.  The  mule,  deer  is  a  much 
finer  animal  to  look  at,  much  more  statues- 
que. He  carries  his  head  high,  and  yearly 
every  time  when  you  start  him,  before  he 
runs  out  of  gun  shot  he  stops  and  turns 
around  and  takes  a  good  look  at  you:  and  that 
is  the  moment  for  which  the  hunter  waits  and 
which  is  so  often  fatal  to  the  splendid  mule 
deer.    The  mule  deer,  is,  1  am  afraid,  doomed 


to  disappear,  but  the  white-tailed  deer  re- 
mains. It  exists  in  our  country  in  a  very 
i,reat  number  of  states.  It  is  the  hoofed 
animal  of  all  others  that  responds  most  quickly 
and  most  thoroughly  to  protection.  If  you 
have  in  Canada  an  area  or  territory  that  is 
at  all  suitable  to  the  existence  of  the  white- 
tailed  deer,  all  you  need  do  in  order  to  have 
the  white-taiied  deer  inhabit  that  country  is  to 
purchase  a  dozen  specimens  at  from  $25  to 
$50  each,  take  them  there  in  the  spring  and 
turn  them  loose,  and  they  will  do  the  rest. 
The  state  of  Vermont  once  had  completely 
exterminated  her  white-tailed  deer.  They 
put  in  thirteen  head,  and  in  twenty-two 
years  they  opened  deer  hunting  and  were 
killing  all  the  way  from  one  thousand  to  two 
thousand  deer.  So  it  pays  to  protect  and 
propagate  and  colonize  that  particular  species 


Dr.  Hornaday  then  showed  forty-three 
lantern  slides,  illustrating  the  slaughter  of 
wild  life  in  the  United  States,  Canada  and 
elsewhere  on  the  North  American  continent, 
the  species  that  have  been  exterminated,  the 
influence  of  protection  on  wild  life,  and  game 
in  oreserves. 


My  First  Deer  Hunt 


W.  H.  W, 


VERY  interesting  events  stay  fresh  in  a 
person's  memory  after  a  considerable 
lapse  of  time  and  so  the  details  of  the 
following  hunting  trip  still  remains  a  pleasant 
recollection. 

Four  years  ago  last  autumn,  a  friend  of 
mine,  who  had  been  in  the  habit  of  making  his 
holidays  coincide  with  a  deer  hunting  trip, 
asked  me  how  a  similar  trip  would  suit  me. 
About  as  quickly  as  I  could  say,  "Nothing 
better,"  arrangements  were  made.  On  ac- 
count of  our  respective  business  ties,  no  exact 
date  for  our  departure  could  be  agreed  upon 
and  I  had  begun  to  think  that  the  trip  had 
fallen  through,  when  one  evening  about  8.30 
a  tel  'phone  message  informed  me  that  the 
rf^st  of  the  party  were  making  final  preparations 
and  owing  to  faulty  telephone  service,  they 
had  not  been  able  to  get  in  touch  with  me 
until  the  last  half  hour.  However,  that 
thirty  minutes  was  enough  for  me  to  get 
together  a  few  essentials  including  blankets, 
waterproof,change  of  clothing  and  of  course  a 


few  "eats"  and  a  rifle  and  ammunition.  A 
few  summers  in  a  military  training  camp* had 
given  me  an, idea  of  how  to  travel  "light." 

Well,  in  brief  we  arrived  at  our  local  station 
and  were  soon  on  our  way  to  Toronto  and 
thence,  via  C.P.R.,  to  our  destination  in 
Parry  Sound,  where  we  arrived  at  eight 
o'clock. 

Packing  our  duffle  about  forty  rods  to 
a  convenient  sheltered  spot,  we  decided 
-on  a  makeshift  camp  for  the  night.  After 
getting  a  bite  to  eat  we  spread  the  tent  out 
on  the  ground,  or  I  should  say  rock,  for  that 
is  about  all  that  you  walk  on  in  that  section, 
the  blankets  spread  on  top  and  we  undertook 
to  keep  beneath  them.  Well,  the  frost  got  a 
little  sharp,  the  wind  a  little  unruly,  and  the- 
unfortunate  tenderfoot,  either  by  chance  oi 
purpose,  was  allotted  the  centre  where  the 
blankets  met.  Yes,  they  met  alright  and 
even  overlapped  for  awhile,  but  the  overlap 
grew  less  and  less  until  a  space  appeared  and 
that  space  grew  and  grew  until  the  edges  «f 
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YOU  TOO  CAN  BE  A 
SATISFIED  FUR  SHIPPER 


Like  thousands  upon  thousands  of  others, 

you  too  can  be  a  satisfied  Fur  shipper  if  you  will  ship 
your  Furs  direct  to  "SHUBERT."    Prices  are  higher 

than  ever  before. 

It's  up  to  you  to  get  the  full  mar- 
ket value  for  every  skin  you  ship. 
Don't  be  misled  by  high  quotations. 
It's  not  the  prices  quoted  in  a  price 
list  that  count— it's  the  amount  of 
the  check  you  receive  that  either  makes 
you  smile  or  swear.   "SHUBERT"  checks 
will  make  you  smile.   That's  why  Fur  ship- 
pers never  change  after  they  have  once  given 
"SHUBERT"  a  trial.  Join  the  happy  crowd 
of  satisfied  Fur  shippers.  Ship  your  Furs  direct 
to  "SHUBERT."    You  take  no  risk.  "The 
Shubert  Guarantee"  protects  you  absolutely. 
Why  not  give  "SHUBERT"  a  trial  today? 

>  A.B.  SHUBERT,  *<™>  4 
CThe  Largest  House  in  the  World  <*r 

Dealing  Exclusively  in  Art 

NORTH  AMERICAN  RAWFURSlj 

ki-i3Z*  DONAID  ST.,  DEPT.  1 02    WINNIPEG  CANAOAji 


HOTEL 

VAN  RENSSELAER 

Eleventh  Street,  by  Fifth  Avenue 
NEW  YOKK 
KNOTT  MANAGEMENT 

Situated  in  the  coolest  and  quietest  part  of  New 
York.    Directly  in  the  Washington  Square  Section. 
Near  the  terminus  of  the   popular  Fifth  Ave.  busses. 

The  town  residence  of  prominent  business  and  pro^ 
fessional  men  and  their  families. 


MINIMUM  KATES  BY  TJHE  DAY: 
Single  Room  (A  person) 

It  II  41 

Double  Room  (2  persons)  * 


$4.00  with  meals 
$2.00  without  meals 
-$7.00  with  meals 
$3.50  without  meals 


Special  weekly  rates  for  families. 
An  interesting  illustrated  booklet  sent  free. 

JOHN  HARRIS 

Manager 


816 


ROD  AND  GUN  IN  CANADA 


the  blankets  absolutely  refused  to  meet.  It 
took  a  whole  blanket  to  reach  around  the 
"Doc",  so  every  half  turn  meant  half  a 
blanket  gone.  Fortunately  I  had  no  reason 
to  be  afraid  of  night  prowlers,  for  as  soon  as 
"Doc"  got  to  sleep  he  breathed  definance  over 
a  large  area,  in  a  very  sonorous,  guttural. 
Lesson  1.  Don't  get  where  you  have  to  depend 
on  someone  else  for  blankets. 

There  were  five  of  us  in  camp  at  first. 
"Doc"  was  cook,  general  supervisor  and  "first 
aid  to  the  injured."  Before  we  left  Toronto 
he  was  swinging  along  with  a  circular  bundle 
in  a  bag,  sometimes  over  his  back,  sometimes 
in  one  hand,  often  changing  hands  but 
always  in  his  own  hands,  and  once  I  fancied 
I  heard  it  gurgle.  Then  there  was  Sile,  who 
has  probably  accounted  for  more  coons  than 
any  other  man  in  this  country.  Bert,  who 
could  eat  more  toast  than  any  other  man  in 
camp.  Jim,  who  always  fired  a  shot  once  a  * 
week  whether  he  nee*ded  to  or  not  and  always 
tumbled  his  deer  "end  over  end,"  and  then 
the  song  again,  "slipped  around  a  rock  and 
got  away,"  and  always  "thebiggess  buck  you 
ever  seen."  Lastly  the  writer  who  was  out 
to  see  and  learn.  The  sixth  member,  the 
"undertaker,"  blew  in  about  three  days  later. 
He  was  minus  a  thumb  and  finger,  which 
made  his  gun  handling  look  suspicious. 

The  first  day  was  taken  up  setting  up  tents 
and  laying  in  a  supply  of  firewood.  We 
selected  a  sheltered  wood  lot,  dry  and  with 
enough  earth  to  enable  us  to  stake  the  tents, 
and  near  to  a  clear  stream  of  water. 

All  was  in  readiness  for  a  hunt  the  next 
day.  "Doc."  always  took  care  of  camp  or 
hunted  near  by,  his  build  not  adapting  him 
to  much  rock  climbing  or  marsh  wading. 
We  "still  hunted"  and  got  under  way  in  fair 
time  and  working  up  the  wind  or  across  it. 
Sile  advised  me  to  keep  in  touch  with  him  for 
the  first  day,  not  being  acquainted  with  this 
style  of  country,  and  this,  by  the  aid  of  a 
whistle,  I  endeavored  to  do.  We  had  been 
working  along  for  about  an  hour  when  Sile's 
little  rifle  began  to  talk.  He  used  a  Marlin 
25-20  and  usually  got  the  most  and  best  deer. 
I  had  heard  that  he  could  shoot,  but  that 
sounded  more  like  an  automatic  to  me.  If  a 
rifle  could  "sputter"  that  one  could.  The 
deer  was  at  a  distance  and  only  visible  at 
times,  and  he  managed  to  get  away.  About 
noon  I  heard  three  shots  from  the  same  little 
rifle  and  in  answer  to  Sile's  whistle  I  helped 
him  hang  up  a  splendid  buck,  with  a  fine,  set 
of  antlers.  He  weighed  over  200  pounds  at 
our 'local  station.    The  25.-20  did  it  and  yet 


there  are  some  who  use  a  .280  Ross  or  high 
power  Newton  to  do  the  same  trick.  We 
used  three  Marlin  25-20's,  a  Marlin  32-40, 
a  Remington  30-30  and  a  303  Savage. 

We  had  been  working  west  and  now  worked 
north  for  several  miles  and  found  that  we  were 
at*  the  head  of  an  angling,  rough-coasted 
lake  that  forced  us  to  make  a  detour  of  several 
miles  over  the  roughest  country  that  I  have 
ever  travelled,  up  one  rock  ridge  and  down 
another,  through  a  marsh  and  then  a  timber- 
strewn  stretch  that  would  tax  our  ingenuity 
to  traverse  it  at  all.  I  believe  that  if  I  had 
carried  a  pedometer  that  day  that  it  would 
have  started  to  repeat.  We  got  back  to 
camp.  Bert  reported  a  buck  to  his  credit, 
but  Jim  "never  saw  a  flag."  The  boys  had 
told  me  that  tramping  in  the  north  country 
was  a  great  appetizer,  but  Oh,  Boys!  just 
see  those  fellows  eat,  of  course  I  was  pretty 
busy  myself,  but  side  glances  revealed  won- 
ders, whole  platefuls  just  disappearing.  After 
the  eating,  had  subsided  "Doc"  commanded 
"All  hands  to  the  dishwashing,"  but  they 
simply  couldnX  and  just  rolled  onto  the 
bunk. 

We  were  pretty  stiff  the  next  morning,  but 
has  some  luck  and  brought  home  a  small 
deer  to  help  out  the  meat  rations  at  camp. 

The  next  day  Sam  the  undertaker,  came. 
He  was  supposed  to  be  a  seasoned  bushman. 
You  couldn't  lose  him,  no  sir,  you  couldn't 
get  far  enough  away  from  him.  He  was  a 
great  trailer. 

We  had  a  lively  time,  one  morning  when 
Sile  and  Sam  were  working  a  small  swamp, 
yours  truly  on  the  right  bank  on  high  rock. 
A  snap  in  the  bushes  put  me  on  my  guard  and 
then  things  began  to  happen.  The  other 
two  opened  fire  for  a  few  seconds,  then  I  got 
a  few  shots  using  a  32-40.  The  deer  was 
running  through  a  thick 'growth,  only  being 
visible  for  a  few  seconds  each  time,  and  at 
times  the  three  rifles  working  on  him.  Then 
all  was  still.  I  said  the  deer  was  still  there; 
the  others  said  he  wasn't.  But  Mr.  Deer 
settled  the  question  by  jumping  out  then 
and  another  shot  or  two  stopped  him.  That 
deer  was  just  seen  by  flashes.  He  had  ten 
wounds  on  him,  some  from  front  sides,  rear 
and  top.  Bert  and  Jim  claim  that  they 
heard  over  twenty  shots. 

Another  deer  was  shot  on  a  runway.  Sam 
at  least  shot  at  him  and  claimed  him  for  his 
own  but  when  told  that  he  was  blind  he  was 
not  quite  so  enthusiastic. 

Sile's  .25-20  accounted  for  another  large 
buck  with  a  splendid  head,  which  we,  Sam, 
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THE  DOUBLE  TRACK  ROUTE 


WINTER  TOU 


TO 


CALIFORMIA 

Or  to  some  other  Pacific  Coast  Point  or  to 


Alabama 
Arizona 
Bermuda 
Cuba 


Florida 
Geor  ia 
Louisiana 
Mississippi 


New  Jersey 
New  Mexico 
North  Carolina 


South  Carolina 
Texas 

West  Indies 


Golfing,  Tennis,  Polo,  Bathing,  Fishing,  etc.,  or  just  rest. 
Tickets  on  Sale  Now  Stop-over  Privileges  Allowed 

Apply  to  any  Agent  of  the  Company  who  will  be  pleased  to  furnish  you 
with  complete  information  as  to  fares,  routes,  etc. 


G.  T.  Bell 

Passenger  Traffic  Manager 
Montreal 


W.  S.  Cookson 

General  Passenger  Agent 
Montreal 
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FREE  SAMPLE 


I 


of  HALLAM'S  Paste 
ANIMAL  BAIT 


use, 


Enough  for  2  or  3  sets — attracts  all  flesh  eating 
animals — is  put  up  in  tubes  (like  tooth  paste) — not 
affected  by  rain  or  snow.    Economical  to 
handy  to  carry.  1 

Also  Hallam's  Trappers'  and  Sportsmen's 
Supply  Catalog  —  48  pages,  English  and 
French — showing  Animal  Traps,  Guns, 
Ammunition,  Fish  Nets,  etc.    All  at 
moderate  prices. 

Sample  bait  an'd'catalog 
Free  for  the  asking — 
Send  to-day. 

Address  in 
full  as  below 


imitedL 


541  HALLAM  BUILDING,- 
TORONTO. 
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Sile,  Bert  and  myself,  by  turns  carried  part 
way  to  camp,  but  before  we  got  to  a  familiar 
section,  darkness  overtook  us.  We  hung  up 
the  buck  and  made  a  line  as  near  as  possible 
for  camp.  Sile  was  guide  and  he  never  used 
a  compass,  but  we  had  been  consulting  it 
now  and  then  to  try  and  keep  our  bearings. 
After  tumbling  over  rocks  and  trees  and  falling 
into  holes  for  an  hour  or  two,   Sile  said, 

"Where's  your  compass?    I'm  done." 

I  might  say  the  moon  began  to  rise  and  then 
all  blackened  over.  We  were  certainly 
"balled  up"  and  could  not  recognize  any  of 
our  surroundings.  We  had  been  travelling 
east  by  the  compass  for  some  time  without 
making  much  headway,  when  Sile  reached 
for  my  rifle  and  fired  a  shot  in  the  air.  A 
shout  from  Jim,  who  had  started  for  camp  an 
hour  before  us,  answered  from  a  march  in 
front  of  us.  You  would  hear  a  limb  crack, 
then  a  splash  accompanied  by  a  few  adjectives 
and  finally  Jim  floundered  out  with 
"Gee  I'm  glad  to  find  you  fellows." 

He  had  got  so  near  camp,  just  at  dark  that 
he  heard  the  dog  bark,  but  on  working  his 
way  out  through  a  swamp,  he  had  put  the 


rising  moon  behind  him,  instead  of  the  setting 
sun  and  the  sky  having  clouded  over  he  had 
been  travelling  west  until  he  met  us.  We 
got  to  camp,  but  oh!  what  a  tramp!  We  had 
carried  a  small  deer  out  with  us  and  still 
carried  it  in  case  of  forced  camp  on  the  rock. 
Some  of  us  were  "all  in"  and  that  small  deer 
seemed  to  weigh  about  200  lbs.  Lesson  No.  2 
If  in  a  strange  bush  country,  get  to  camp  by 
dark. 

The  others  were  getting  their  count  pretty 
easily  and  I  was  getting  uneasy  about  mine. 
The  deer  took  advantage  of  my  ignorance  and 
started  out  of,  apparently  the  most  unlikely 
places  and  always  managed  to  beat  a  safe 
retreat.  However,  one  day  a  fool  deer 
stopped  running  and  just  left  about  three 
inches  of  the  top  of  his  head  showing  over  a 
rock  about  fifty  yards  away,  and  in  about 
two  seconds  that  deer's  brain-box  was  empty 
and  I  had  shot  my  first  deer. 

Our  twelve  days  were  about  up,  so  we 

brought  in  our  deer,  got  loaded  on  the  train 

and  were  soon  on  our  way  to  our  respective 

homes,  well  satisfied  with  our  outing. 


My  1918  Deer  Hunt 

Melville  W.  Robinson 


IT  was  just  ten  years  since  I  enjoyed  a  deer 
hunt,  and  this  year  in  particular, — owing 
to  the  World's  war,  and  scarcity  of  meat,- 
the  Government  was  allowing  two  deer  in 
number  for  a  license  of  three  dollars. 

Fully  making  up  my  mind,  the  license- 
bought  (it  sure  looked  like  old  times  to  see  it) 
I  started  preparations. 

The  tinge  of  youth  seemed  to  run  through 
my  whole  frame.  It  hardly  seemed  true  I  was 
going  to  one  of  Canada's  solitudes  in  quest 
of  deer,  away  from 'the  noise  for  a  rest,  and 
an  outing.  I  felt  jubilant  at  having  intact 
my  hunting  outfit,  (which  had  been  carefully 
packed  for  a  month  previous),  and  which 
included  my  303  Savage,  rifle  light  weight 
takedown,  packed  in  the  outfit  with  one 
hundred  and  twenty  rounds  of  soft  nosed 
cartridges. 

I  have  always  taken  such  pride  in  my 
hunting  outfit,  and  no  man  on  the  Continent 
has  a  finer  one.  It  is  all  that  is  needed, 
everything  for  lightness  and  water-proofing, 
and  has  been  figured  from  years  of  experience 
in  the  woods,  and  on  the  marsh. 


Now  for  deer  hounds,  being  a  breeder  of 
Irish  Water  Spaniels,  English  Pointers,  and 
Fox  Hounds  (the  intervening  ten  years  having 
been  devoted  to  grouse  and  duck  shooting, 
and  fox  in  winter),  I  have  some  of  the  finest 
fox  hounds  that  ever  put  a  nose  to  the  track, 
and  stayers,  but  they  had  never  yet  smelled 
deer.  An  invitation  had  been  extended  to 
me  from  three  paities,  all  good  fellows,  and  I 
was  at  a  loss  to  know  whiqji  one  to  take. 
Then,  at  the  last  minute  the  one  which  had 
been  decided  on,  two  of  the  four  members  did 
not  think  they  could  get  away.  My  partner 
and  I  then  decided  to  get  a  duck  hunt  on 
Mile  Lake,  ninety  miles  north  of  Kingston, 
where  ducks  were  in  thousands,  and  deer  also 
came  when  hounded.  With  this  now  in  view,, 
decoys  and  boats  packed,  as  well  as  a  case  of 
five  hundred  twelve  gauge  No.  5  shells,  a  fish 
net  was  also  packed,  as  fish  were  known  to  be 
plentiful  in  this  lake. 

Our  hunt  seemed  to  be  upset,  but  we  were 
going  somewhere  at  any  rate,  then  near  the 
time  to  go  we  arranged  with  George  Mc- 
Intyre  of  Douglas,  Ont.,  Robt.  McLaren  of 
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About  Your  Own  Vigor 

Sent  Free  To  Men 


MR.  READER: 

Here  is  something  I  have  to  offer  you  absolutely. for 
nothing — a  little  private  book  of  special  information 
about  the  legitimate  uses  and  unnatural  abuses  of 
manly  vigor;  about  the  preservation  of  manly  strength 
and  its  possible  self-restoration;  an  illustrated  pocket 
compendium  of  8,000  words  72  pages  and  30  half-tone 
photographs,  reproductions — which  I  am  very  pleased 
to  send  by  mail,  absolutely  free  of  charge,  in  a.  plain, 
sealed  envelope,  to  any  man,  young  or  elderly,  single  or 
married,  who  writes  for  it 

Over  a  million  of  these  books  have  been  thus  sent  to 
applicants  all  over  the  world  since  my  free  offer  first 
appeared  Publishers  are  charging  as  much  as  $2  for 
books  on  sex  subjects,  while  my  book  is  lree.  There- 
fore, reader,  if  you  would  Jike  a  great  fund  of  inside 
information  relating  directly  to  the  subject  of  manly 
vigor,  all  put  in  perfectly  plain,  easy-to-read  language, 
with  many  hint*  that  you  can  sure!}  apply  f  o  your  own 
self  no  matter  how  strong  you  may  be,  or  how  nervous 
or  run-down  you  may  be — if  you  want  to  know  the  facts 
about  this  particular  subject,  given  to  you  without  a 
single  scare,  then  fill  in  the  coupon  below,  send  to  me  and 
receive  my  book,  sealed,  by  return  mail.  In  one  part 
of  this  little  publication  I  describe  a  mechanical  in- 
vention of  my  own.  which  I  call  the  SANDEN  Vitalizer, 
something  you  wear  at  night  as  an  aid  to  the  restoration 
of  lost  or  waning  strength  ;  but  you  are  not  expected  to 
get  one  of  these  appliances  unless  you  decide  for  your- 
self that  you  want  one.  The  book  is  complete,  and 
there  is  absolutely  nothing  you  are  required  to  buy  or 
pay,  either  now  or  in  the  future.  Therefore,  please 
send  your  name  and  address  to-day.  SANDEN, 
Author. 

MANHOOD!  The  quality  which  rules  the  world  to^ 
day.  My  friend,  there  never  was  a  time  in  the  history 
of  the  human  race  when  real,  sturdy  manhood,  manly 
vigor  and  manly  courage  counted  for  as  much  as  they 
do  now,  this  very  minute  No  matter  what  your  years, 
whether  you  are  20  or  60,  you  must  be  either  entirely  in 
the  race  or  entirely  out  of  it.  It  is  invariably  the  fellow 
who  proves  up  the  strongest  in  this  human  strength  that 
forges  to  the  front,  while  weaklings  stand  aside;  it  is  he 
also  who  is  in  most  demand  and  most  sought  after  by 
women  and  men  in  his  community,  simply  because  he 
radiates  that  marvellous  magnetie  influence  which  only 
an  abundant  vigor  and  rugged  manly  health  can  radiate. 
I  believe  any  man  can  hope  to  completely  develop  or 
restore  this  same  vigor  of  manly  strength,  no  matter 
what  his  past  follies  mav  have  been,  provided  he  is 
willing  to  REALLY  MAKE  THE  EFFORT;  and  pro- 
vided, of  course,  he  is  not  weighed  down  by  extreme 
old  age  or  is  not  incurably  diseased  To  my  mind,  the 
road  of  the  one  who  wants  more  vigor  is  perfectly  plain, 


Manhood  Wins  in  All  Walks  of  Life 


but  it  is  a  road  that  any  man  MUST  travel  if  he  attains 
the  highest  ideals  in  respect  to  his  own  manhood.  See 
information  in  my  free  book. 

As  to  the  SANDEN  Vitalizer,  previously  mentioned, 
will  say  it  is  a  little  mechanical  appliance,  weighing  but 
a  few  ounces,  which  you  wear  at  night  This  Vitalizer 
generates  and  sends  forth  a  certain  soft,  penetrating 
force  which  I  call  Vitality.  It  apparently  drives  this 
Vitality  into  your  nerves,  blood,  muscles  and  organs  as 
you  sleep.  It  is  quieting  to  the  nervous  system-f-or,  at 
least,  so  users  say.  Men  write  that  it  takes  pain  out 
of  the  back  and  restores  vitality  in  00  days.  Remember 
the  general  information  of  the  tree  book  is  independent 
of  this  Vitalizer,  and  you  are  not  expected  to  get  one  of 
these  little  appliances  unless  you  want  to  You  can 
write  me  later  as  to  that  if  you  so  desire.  With  special 
attaehments.  my  Vitalizer  is  used  by  women  asvwell  as 
men  for  rheumatism,  kidney,  liver,  stomach,  bladder 
disorder*,  etc.  If  you  live  in  or  near  this  city  I  should 
be  most  pleased  to  have  you  call  in  person  at  my  office, 
where  you  may  see  and  test  the  Vitalizer  free  of  charge. 
Satisfaetion  guaranteed  in  every  case.  Or  if  incon- 
venient to  call,  d°  not  fail  to  write  for  the  free  booklet. 


TO  GET  FREE  BOOK  PLEASE  USE  COUPON 

if  you  live  too  far  to  call,  or  if  you  cannot  call,  please  fill  in  the  coupon  below  and  send  it.  You  will  receive 
free,  sealed,  by  return  mail,  our  72-page  illustrated  book,  containing  8,000  words,  a  complete  compendium  of  useful 
information  for  men,  young  or  elderly,,  single  or  married,  who  want  the  truth  about  the  subject  of  vital  strength, 
its  preservation,  its  possible  self-restoration  and  its  legitimate  uses  and  wanton  abuses.    You  get  it  a1!  free. 


R.  G.  SANDEN  CO.,  140  Yonge  St.,  Toronto  Ont„ 

Dear  Sirs — Please  forward  me  your  Book,  as  advertised,  free, 
sealed. 


Name. . . , 


Address 
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Renfrew  and  Harry  McGonigal  of  Flower 
Station,  all  three  who  had  hunted  near  where 
we  were  going,  and  xonsidered  good  hunters 
and  shots,  which  proved  to  be  true.  Mc- 
Gonigal was  to  act  as  guide  and  dog  man, 
the  writer  and  Robt.  Duncan — my  partner — 
having  never  been  in  this  place  before. 

Duncan  had  two  fine  hounds  which  had 
been  hunted  on  deer  the  past  six  falls,  and 
Mclntyre  brought  in  as  fine  a  deer  hound  as 
one  would  wish  to  own.  Potter,  Engineer  on 
the  C.  P.  R.  let  us  have  his  two,  and  Michael 
Amodeo,  one  of  Kingston's  Wholesale  Fruit 
Dealers,  his  one,  they  hot  being  able  to  get 
away  themselves,  so  we  were  wonderfully 
equipped  for  good  dogs,  which  I  consider 
seventy-five  percent,  of  one's  success  hunting, 
and  when  one  feeds  and  cares  for  them  a  whole 
year,  for  a  few  week's  hunting,  they  surely 
ought  to ,  be  appreciated.  We  planned  to 
leave  on  Oct.  29th  G  P.  R.  noon  train  for 
Flower  Station— two  and  a  half  days  before 
the  season  opened.  Some  thought  it  early, 
but  there  was  camp  to  get  ready,  wood  to  cut, 
and  a~  host  of  things  to  do,  so  as  not  to  take 
up  the  valuable  hunting  time  of  fifteen  days, — 
and  possibly  a  week  or  so  of  bad  weather. 
Dozens  of  others  on  the  same  quest  were  on 
the  same  train,  and  at  nearly  every  station 
hunters  and  dogs  got  aboard, — in  fact  it 
seemed  a  hunter's  train.  Hounds  had  to  be 
brought  into  the  passenger  coaches,  so  great 
was  the  baggage  and  number  of  dogs  on  the- 
train  going  North. 

As  hunters  need  no  introduction,  there  were 
scores  of  deer  hunts  swapped,  talks  of  hunting 
grounds,  great  dogs,  men  who  were  crack 
shots*,  etc.  We  had  one  hour's  delay  at 
Tichbourne  Junction,  and  also  at  Sharbot 
Lake  to  make  connections  with  trains  going 
east  and  west,  which  gave  us  ample  time  for 
dinner.  We  arrived  at  Flower  Station  about 
six  o'clock  where  our  guide,  McGonigal,  met 
us.  We  got  some  extra  stove  pipes,  and  the 
wagon  was  loaded  early  the  next  morning, 
with  all  our  duffle.  Mclntyre  came  in  on  the 
morning  train  from  Renfrew,  and  the  start 
was  made  to  what  was  one  time  Gray's 
Lumber  Qamp,  in  the  days  of  the  pine, — 
which  lies  about  straight  west  fiom  the 
Station,  eight  miles  over  the  rnosj;  dreadful 
trail  one  would  wish  to  take  horses,  the  wheels 
at  times  dropping  into  the  ruts  where  the 
axle  barely  cleared,  and  some  holes  filled  with 
water,  where  the  hounds,  which  were  tied 
behind  to  a  long  pole,  had  to  swim  to  follow. 
Some  hills  the  horses  would  have  to  rest  two 
or  three  times,  while  we  put  st&nes  behind  the 


wheels  before  making  the  tops,  and  from  the 
top  of  these  hills  one  could  see  for  miles  and 
miles.  It  was  some  sight  for  a  lover  of  nature. 
We  stopped  on  the  way  in  at  a  settlers,  Mr. 
Close,  to  feed  horses,  and  where  his  pretty 
daughter,  Margaret, — a  girl  of  about  sixteen 
summers, — cooked  us  a  most  appetizing 
dinner.  While  there  we  were  advised  that  a 
wagon  had  gone  in  about  an  hour  ahead  of  us 
with  four  hunters  heading  for  the  same  place, 
they-  having  no  dogs,— which  was  quite  a 
surprise,  and  made  it  look  bad  for  our  camp 
site,  but  first  come  first  served — we  were  soon 
off  again.  On  the  way  in  we  raised  about  a 
dozen  grouse,  and  as  it  was  a  closed  season, 
had  to  leave  behind  my  pointers  "Frontenac" 
and  "Myssie  N."  My  choice'of  hunting  is 
shooting  ovei  good  bhd  dogs,  watcning  their 
wonderful  work,  and  coming  to  a  point,  but 
some  other  fall  will  find  us  there,  all  going  well, 
on  these  birds. 

On  reaching  camp  we  found  it  occupied  as 

advised.    We  had  not  bothered  with  tents, 

as  we  were  assured  possession  of  the  camp. 

The  buildings  which  lay  in  a  hollow  between 
the  hills,  consisting  of  the  main  camp  (which 
had  been  idle  for  years,  over  half  the  roof 
having  fallen  in,  but  walls  and  bunks  the  men 
used — eight  in  number — still  remained)  the 
m  tool  and  harness  shack,  a  building  about 
twelve  by  sixteen  all  fixed  up.  This  was  the 
one  occupied  and  contained  the  stove  and 
the  stables  and  grainery  where  oats  and  grain 
were  kept  foi  the  horses.  All  buildings  were 
built  of  logs.and  the  roofs  were  in  bad  order.  1 1 
no  doubt  was  a  typical  Canadian  lumber 
camp  at  one  time.  There  was  nothing  left 
to  do  but  send  out  for  tents,  or  get  busy,  and 
fix  up  the  building.  Taking  possession  of  the 
best  half  of  the  big  building,  we  rushed  a  new 
roof yon, — Earl  Close  and  Harry  going  out  for 
a  roll  or~two  of  tar  paper,  and  more  pipes  and 
two  elbows,  which  made  another  trip  over 
that  awful  trail  for  horses.  We  put  in  two 
miserable  nights  without  fire,  it  raining  hard 
the  first  night,  but  we  had  sufficient  board 
cover  to  keep  the  wet  out,  and  the  back  was 
almost  boarded  in.  This  sure  was  loughing 
it.  Sugar  bags  which  our  bread  came  in  were 
tacked  over  the  windows  where  glass  was 
gone,  and  a  lot  of  novel  ideas  were  employed. 
It  was  not  the  first  time  the  writer  had 
roughed  it  out,  and  by  Thursday  night  the 
camp  not  only  surprised  the  other  hunters, 
but  amazed  ourselves.  About  4  p.m.  Harry 
arrived  back  with  the  stove  with  more  duffle, 
and  to  our  surprise  with  him  were  Potter  and 
Amodeo,  who  were  able  to  get  away  at  the 
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FINE  PURE  WOOL 

For  the  Man  Who  Is  Out  of  Doors 


Anyone  who  is  much  out  of  doors — 
the  soldier,  the  sportsman,  the  lumber- 
man, the  engineer,  the  prospector,  the 
miner — will  find  Jaeger  Pure  Wool  Gar- 
ments wonderfully  comfortable  and  dur- 
able for  outdoor  life. 

Here  are  some  useful  garments: — Sleeping 
bags,  blankets,  travelling  rugs,  sleeping  caps, 
colic  bands,  chest  protectors,  underwear,  hosiery, 
shirts,  pyjamas,  stockings,  sweaters,  cardigans, 
spencers,  knitted  waistcoats,  ulsters,  caps,  gloves, 
etc. 


A  FULLY  ILLUSTRATED 
CATALOGUE  WILL  BE 
SENT  FREE  ON  APPLICA- 
TION. 


DR.  JAEGER  Sa*E£?*mco.  limited 

Montreal 


Toronto 

British 


Winnipeg 

'founded  1 883  ". 


OPERATIONS 
UNNECESSARY 

HEPATOLA  removes  Gall  Stones,  cor- 
rects Appendicitis  in  24  hours  without  pain. 
Registered  under  Pure  Food  and  Drug  Act. 
$6.00 

SOLE  MANUFACTURER 

Mrs.  Geo.  S.  Almas 

230  4th  Ave.  S.    j  Saskatoon,  Sask. 

Box  1073 


^poktsmanS  FRIEND1 

Odorless,  colorless,  clean  to  use, 
unaffected  by  climatic  changes, 
Nyoil  positively  keeps  rust 
away  from  firearms  and  fish- 
ing tackle  and  makes  itself  so 
generally  useful  as  to  become 
indispensable  to  the  outdoor  man. 
The  steady  growth  of  its  popularity 
among  sportsmen  is  due  to  the 
satisfaction  obtained  from  Its 
use.  Ask  your  dealer.  Large  handy 
nn,  35c.  postpaid.  Trial  bottle  15c. 
Wm.  F.  Nye,  New  Bedford,  Mass. 
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RAPPERS 

The  name  SUMMERFIELD 

assures  you  of 
A  SQUARE  DEAL 


47  years  of  square  dealing  has 
earned  us  the  confidence  of 
trappers  all  over  America,  Canada 
and  Alaska. 

WE  CHARGE  NO  COMMISSION 

If  fair,  honest  grading,  prompt  returns, 
and  top  market  price  are  what  you  wunt, 
then  you  will  make  no  mistake  in  shipping 
to  the  old  reliable  house  of  Summerfield. 

Write  now  for  our  reliable  prices,  supply 
catalog  and  shipping  tags. 

.  Simon  Summerfield  &  Co. 

Dept.  17S  ST.  LOUIS.  MO. 


Catch  Fish, 


Eels,  Mink,  Muskrats  and 
other  fur-bearing  animals 
in  large  numbers,  with  the 
New,  Folding,  Galvanized  Steel  Wire  Trap.  It 
catches  them  like  a  fly-trap  catches  flies.  Made  in 
all  sizes.  Write  for  descriptive  price  list,  and  tree 
booklet  on  best  bait  known  for  attracting  all  kinds 
offish.  J.F.Gregory,  Dept. 208,  Lebanon, Mo<> 
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last  minute.  Our  original  plan  was  now 
complete,  seven  in  all,  all  old  timers,  and  not 
one  tenderfoot  in  the  party.  The  stove  up,  a 
wood  fire  soon  had  it  home-like  and  dried  out, 
and  the  tar  paper  roof  was  soon  in  place,  and 
ready  for  any  weather.  Amodeo  proved  a 
tireless  worker,  and  a  good  cook.  Every- 
thing was  got  ready  for  an  early  breakfast, 
rifle  racks  up,  rifles  oiled  and  ready  for  Friday 
a.m.  Nov.  1st.,  the  first  day  of  the  hunt. 
During  the  evening  another  wagon  had  come 
in  with  four  hunters,  who  put  up  two  tents, 
and  had  things  rather  nice  in  a  few  hours, 
they  having  hunted  there  for  the  past  seven 
years,  and  who  were  greatly  taken  up  with 
the  completeness  of  our  camp,  which  was  later 
the  hangout  for  all  in  the  evenings.  Everyone 
was  up  early,  and  we  could  heai  voices 
"Hurrah  for  the  Cattle  Trail."  Some  headed 
out  hours  before  day  break,  most  of  them 
being  familiar  with  the  country,  and  could  go 
the  trails  in  the  dark,  in  fact,  some  of  the  older 
men  used  to  work  in  the  camps.  Duncan  and 
Mclntyre  having  looked  over  the  ground 
Thursday  p.m.,  we  were  soon  at  our  stands, — 
which  looked  rather  doubtful  for  a  runway. 
The  morning  broke  clear  and  chilly,  with 
hardly  a  breath  of  wind.  My,  such  peace 
and  quietness  in  this  country,  where  the 
woodman's  axe  had  cleared  out  .the  pine  and 
other  timber  years  ago,  and  still  traces  of 
forest  fire  which  had  come  through,  but  now 
thickly  covered  with  underbrush,  poplar, 
some  cedar  and  birch,  while  some  stately  old 
pines,  fire  swept,  were  still  standing  amid  the 
peace  and  quietness  of  it  all,  the  air  so  whole- 
some and  refreshing.  There  was  no  honk 
of  the  automobile  horn,  no  clang  of  street 
cars, 01  thump  of  horse's  feet  and  dray  wagons. 
It  was  part  of  Canada's  Great  Hunting 
Ground,  now  where  deer,  moose,  bear  and 
wolf  eked  out  a  living.  The  Indians  who 
trapped  the  beaver  and  other  animals  were 
also  gone.  I  stood  there  looking  over  the 
great  hills,  and  ravines  below  for  over  an 
hour.  It  was  a  sight  worth  all  the  hard  work 
in  and  at  the  camp,  and  to  come  miles  tq  see 
alone. 

I  could  see  Potter  on  another  hill  east  of 
me,  and  Amodeo  and  his  red  hat  to  the  south 
on  the  side  of  another  hill  with  a  man,  which 
proved  to  be  a  stranger  on  the  same  stand. 
It  seemed  about  time  our  dog  man  had 
started  something,  but  all  was  still.  I  would 
have  been  quite  content  to  have  sat  there  all 
day  looking  the  wonderful  sight  over  hour 
after  hour,  the  work  of  Nature — it  needed  no 
painter's  brush  or  color — This  was  the  real 


thing,  but  the  white  man  is  ever  restless  and 
must  be  adoing.  I  could  see  some  dark 
object  on  the  side  of  a  distant  hill  moving 
along,  apparently  a  young  bear.  What's  this 
I  see?  It's  antlers  coming,  a  deer's  head,  and 
crossing  on  the  hill  between  Amodeo  and. 
myself  was  a  monster  buck, — Yes  all  I  could 
see  was  its  head  and  horns  still  coming  walking 
fast.  Don't  hear  any  dogs.  When  he  gets 
opposite  I  open  fire, — one  shot,  still  walking,^ 
two  shots,  he  stops, — three  shots,  he  jumps 
and  runs.  Two  more  shots  and  he's  gone. 
Not  over  two  hundred  yards  across  there,  and 
a  clean  miss  for  five  shots, — such  a  fine 
specimen  of  deer  and  not  a  big  haul  to  camp. 
Amodeo  and  the  stranger  watched  me  shoot 
instead  of  helping,  then  I  see  Potter  level  his 
rifle,  and  he  also  misses  two  shots.  Amodeo 
and  the  stranger  came  across,  and  claimed  I 
hit  him  the  third  shot,  but  we  found  no  trace 
of  blood,  and  I  felt  hurt  at  missing  such  a 
beauty.  I  even  wondered  if  the  lifle  was 
shooting  true,  as  I  was  too  busy  at  camp  to 
test  it  out.  Other  years  1  had  fired  twenty  to 
twenty  five  shots  to  get  the  hang  of  it  before 
going  out.  The  shots  had  echoed  through 
the  hills,  but  it  was  quiet  once  more  as  though 
nothing  had  happened,  and  I  consoled  myself 
that  his  head  was  a  small  mark  and  the  brush 
a  little  thick  for  shooting.  Where  are  the 
hounds?  not  a  sound  yet,--yes,  at  the  last 
are  a  pair  tonguing.  They  have  lifted  their 
deer  and  are  going,  but  not  ours.  To  the 
south  I  hear  more,  and  a  little  while  later 
dozens  of  dogs  are  tonguing,  and  to  the  west 
are  more.  The  dog  men  are  busy,  and  it 
needs  no  telling  that  the  white  man  has  in- 
vaded this  solitude.  I  hear  the  crack,  crack 
crack  of  rifles,  and  in  some  cases  dogs  stop, 
which  means  a  kill, — others  go  on,  which  is 
generally  a  miss,  and  it  is  hounds  all  over, 
and  hunters  where  one  would  little  expect  to 
find  them.  But  where  are  our  dogs?  I  can 
hear  one  old  bugler  of  a  hound  about  two  miles 
to  the  south,- — my  such  tongue, — clear  as  a 
bell,  and  above  all  the  others,  such  music — 
I  had  owned  hounds  with  such  tongue  years 
ago,  but  the  present  day  hounds  do  not  have 
it. 

The  great  tongue  dog  stops,  and  Harry  says 

that's  at  Middle  Branch  Lake,  the  deer  taking 

the  water,  and  no  doubt  they  have  it.  Sevea- 

teen  deer  were  put  in  that  lake  by  hounds  the 
first  day  last  fall,  and  it  is  infested  with 
hunters  over  theie.  "Things  look  blue  for 
us  Harry  eh?"  "Oh  no, — the  deer  are 
bunched, — they  are  not  fully  scattered  yet. 
Just  then  the  "King"  Dog  and  my  "Mis* 


ROD  AND  GUN  IN  CANADA 


823 


Hardy's  The  Great  British  Specialists 

In  "Palakona"  Kegd.  Split  Bamboo  Fishing  Rods 


Manufacturers  to 

HI8  MAJESTY 
KING  GEORGE  V. 


THE  GREAT 
ENGLISH  FIELD 
says,  "  We  must 
never  forget  that  it 
is  to  HARDY 
Bfos.  of  Alnwick  we 
owe  the  supremacy 
we  have  achieved  as 
Bod  makers. 


THE  "DE  LUXE"  ROD,  made  of  Steel-hard  "PALAKONA"  is  Hardy's  latest 
design  in  single-handed  rods  for  wet  or  dry  fly  fishing. 

IT  is  the  product  of  the  largest,  and  best  equipped  factory,  supervised  by  the 
champion  Professional  Fly  Casters  and  Anglers  in  Europe,  "Hardy's."  Don't 
forget  that  as  wages  in  Great  Britain  are  75%  less  than  in  America  we  can 
give  greater  value  in  high  class  hand  work.    All  our  rods  are  hand  made  by  ex- 

Eerts  whose  lives  have  been  spent  at  this  work,  for  which  50  GOLD  MEDALS 
ave  been  awarded.    Length  9-ft.,  weight  5J£  ozs.;  9-ft.  6-ins.,  weight  b%  ozs.; 
10-ft.,  weight  6  ozs.    All  fitted  with  Hardy's  patent  screw  grip  reel  fittings. 

DRY  FLIES — As  made  by  us  for  the  late  F,  M.  Jialford 
Esq.,  for  whom  we  also  made  rods,  etc. 

GUT  CASTS — The  Anglo-American  tapered  mist  color 
No.  1  medium,  No.  2  fine,  as  made  for  Mr.  Halford. 

Stout  to  4X  Ditto,  Ditto  to  3X,  Stout  Lake  to  fine,  Ditto* 
to  medium,  Ex-stout  to  MEDIUM,  Ex-stout  to  stout,  6  ft. 

We  will  be  pleased  to  quote  prices  on  receipt  of  inquiry. 

Hardy  Bros., Manufactory  Alnwick,  England 


NORTHERN 
ONTARIO 

This  vast  new  land  of  promise  is  one  degree 
South  of  Winnipeg,  and  is  big  enough  to  include 
the  six  New  England  and  four  Middle  States  of 
the  American  Union. 

Aside  £rom  its  immense  resources  in  timber,  mineral,  waterpower,  fish,  game  and  scenery,  NORTHERN 
ONTARIO  contains  millions  of  acres  of  fertile,  arable  land  fit  for  mixed  farming  which  may  be  had  by 
returned  soldiers  and  sailors  in  160  acre  blocks  free;  to  others,  18  years  and  over,  50  cents  per  acre. 

Already  there  are  thousands  of  miles  of  colonization  roads  and  steam  railways  spreading  like  a  spider's 
web  over  a  huge  part  of  that  immense  forest-robed  territory. 

For  free  descriptive  literature,  write  < 

H.  A.  MACDONELL,  Director  of  Colonization,  Parliament  Buildings,  TORONTO,  CANADA 

G.  H.  FERGUSON,  Minister  of  Lands,  Forests  and  Mines. 


KEEP  YOUR  GUN  CLEAN! 

HOPPE'S 

NITRO  POWDER  SOLVENT 
No.  9 

{.Trade  Mark  Registered) 
A  liquid  not  made  with  acids;  thoroughly 
removes  the  residue  of  any  high  power 
powder,  including  black  powder — prevents 
rusting  in  any  climate — removes  metal 
fouling  and  leading.  Nitro  Powder  Sol- 
vent has  been  put  to  the  test  at  National 
Hille  Ranges ;  used  by  U.  S.  Riflemen; 
endorsed  by  prominent  sportsmen;  never 
fails  to  do  all  claimed  for  it.  Sold  by 
dealers  in  guns  and  at  Hardware  dealers. 

FRANK  A.  HOPPE,  2314  N.  8TH  ST., PHILADELPHIA, PA. 


Genuine  Diamonds 

$1,  $2,  $3,  Weekly 

Save  money  on  your  Diamonds 
by  buying  from  us.  We  are 
Diamond  Importers.  Terms, 
$1,  $2  or  S3  Weekly.  We 
guarantee  you  every  advantage 
in  Price  and  Quality. 

Write  to-day  for  Catalogue,  It  Is  free. 


We  send  Diamond! 
at  our  expense.  I 
Monthly. 


to  any  part  of  Canada  for  inspection 
'ayments  may  be  made  Weekly  or 


JACOBS  BROS.,  Diamond  Importers 
15  Toronto  Arcade    -    -    Toronto,  Canada 
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Mezzo  "  come  rushing  to  us,  having  back 
tracked  from  the  Madawaska  river,  and  the 
lead  is  put  on  them,  and  in  about  an  hour  I 
shot  a  big  doe  that  tried  to  run  over  me  with 
King  and  Mezzo  on  its  very  heels.  About  the 
same  time  Duncan  scores  on  another  big  deer, 
and  also  wounds  another.  They  are  cleaned 
out,  poled,  carried  to  the  wagon  trail,  hung 
up  in  the  shade,  and  covered  with  cedars. 
I  always  carry  a  sash  cord  and  pulley  to  make 
work  easy,  so  one  can  work  alone  if  necessary. 
A  Marble  axe  is  also  a  great  thing  to  carry, 
and  don't  forget  a  compass,  a  liberal  lunch, 
and  some  matches.  (Sometime  one  may  get 
lost  like  I  did  some  years  ago,  and  put  one 
awful  night  in  the  woods  alone  without 
blankets  or  matches).  That  ended  our  first 
day,  two  deer. 

Wood  was  got  and  the  camp  put  in  better 
shape  still.  Shelter  made  for  dogs  in  other  end 
of  camp  building,  with  good  marsh  hay  beds. 
We  all  had  a  good  night's  rest,  and  knew  our 
dogs  had  good  quarters  too.  Some  hunters 
claim  dogs  work  better  half  starved,  but  I 
know  I  don't,  and  neither  do  the  dogs,  but 
don't  overfeed.  We  had  one  hundred  lbs. 
horse  meat,  lots  of  bread  and  biseuits,  and 
many  strange  hounds  came  to  our  camp  half 
starved,  these  were  fed  and  put  out  the  next 
morning  (two  staying  with  us  two  days,  and 
another  four  and  a  half  days,  the  latter  about 
all  in,  foot  sore,  and  could  not  move  out  next 
day.  He  apparently  would  have  eaten  the 
camp  out  in  one  meal).  Some  dogs  had  the 
initials  cut  in  their  hair,  while  others  were 
painted  or  dyed. 

Saturday  the  second  we  were  out  early, 
and  got  some  chases  which  went  to  the 
Madawaska  River,  and  Prince, — one  of  our 
best  dogs, — failed  to  come  back.  Sunday,  the 
third,  we  took  a  hike  and  studied  the  country 
more.  No  deer  were  seen,  although  we  were 
not  hunting.  We  saw  more  hunters  moving 
into  a  place  called  Baldwin  Depot,  another 
abandoned  lumber  camp  about  two  miles 
from  us.  Later  we  called  on  them  and  had  a 
conversation.  Potter  went  to  another  camp 
five  miles  away  in  quest  of  Prince. 

Monday  the  fouith  it  was  raining  and 
snowing.  We  Slid  our  two  deer  into  camp  and 
hung  out  after  our  dogs  failed  to  get  a  start. 
We  also  passed  some  men  in  a  camp  getting  out 
pulp  wood. 

Tuesday  Nov.  fifth  we  jumped  three  deer 
on  our  way  to  the  new  ground  w  e  had  looked 
over  Sunday  which  we  missed,  not" reaching 
our  runways  in  time,  the  dogs  ahead  of  us, 
being  let  go  too  soon.  King  had  a  buck  ahead 


of  him,  and  Miss  Mezzo  a  doe  and  a  fawn 
going  to  High  Falls.  We  heard  the  crack  of 
rifles  and  her  stop,  and  two  deer  that  should 
have  been  ours  were  gone.  Then  King  stops 
after  a  rifle  crack,  and  someone  got  the  buck 
also.  We  could  see  both  races  for  fully  five 
minutes  in  full  view  of  the  six  of  us,  who  were* 
cursing  the  dog  mafi  for  not  giving  us  more 
time.  Harry  coming  through  jumps  a  deer, 
and  took  shots  but  failed  to  score  a  hit. 
During  the  afternoon  I  also  watched  a  chase 
ahead  with  the  Baldwin  Depot  party  dog  for 
fully  ten  minutes.  Our  Rex  dog  joined  in, 
and  failed  to  pome  back,  and  while  we  were 
debating  just  what  to  do,  the  King  dog  put 
a  small  buck,  which  almost  ran  over  us  all, 
and  Mclntyre  shot  it.  Amodeo  got  a  snap 
shot  of  a  deer  but  failed  to  score.  Mezzo 
failed  to  come  back,  but  'got  in  during  the 
night. 

Wednesday,  Nov.  6th  we  were  out  of  bed 
at  four  thirty,  starting  out  at  day  break  in  a 
heavy  frost  and  fog,  which  made  it  difficult 
to  get  to  our  runways.  Potter  scored  on  a 
young  buck  ahead  of  Caillie  and  Sport  dogs., 
Harry  widens  on  a  buck  at  two  hundred 
yards  for  six  shots,  which  rang  up  the  valley 
for  miles  but  failed  to  score.  We  were  on  new 
ground  to  the  north  of  our  camp,  and  I  could 
hear  four  dogs  to  our  east  and  two  others 
further  north  from  us,  but  deer  run  out  of  our 
Country.  On  our  way  into  camp  the  dogs  got 
mixed  up  with  a  porcupine  while  bringing  in 
Potter's  deer,  and  we  had  some  job  for  one 
pair  of  pliers  on  the  mouths  of  five  dogs.  We 
also  found  Rex  dog  lost  day  before.  Another 
wagon*  load  of  goods  and  bunch  of  hunters 
arrived  with  two  hounds  and  a  collie,  which 
looked  more  like  a  wolf  than  a  dog.  This 
outfit  made  a  total  of  twenty  seven  men  in  all 
in  camps  adjoining. 

November  7th,  in  a  light  rain,  we  got  an 
early  start  for  our  runways.  King  dog 
started  a  large  buck,  which  ran  along  the  side 
of  a  hill  from  us.  McLaren  opened  fire  at  one 
hundred  yards,  and  claimed  two  hits  in  eight 
shots.  We  failed  to  find  blood,  lost  out  on  the 
track,  and  King  was  soon  back  to  us.  We  were 
unable  to  locate  the  buck.  It  rained  hard  and 
we  reached  camp  at  twelve  noon.  After 
dinner  we  all  had  some  practice  on  a  stump  in 
a  small  lake,  and  nearly  all  were  scoring  hits 
at  two  hundred  yards.  After,  we  went  south, 
and  got  a  buck  started  and  it  ran  from  us  to 
the  Madawaska  river,  we  all  getting  back  to 
camp  after  dark. 

November  8th  we  all  left  camp  at  daybreak 
with  prospects  of  a  good  day.    We  were* 
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|A  HOCKEY P 

I  knows  Good  \ 


IS  KATE  £ 


YER 


You  can  rely  on  a  Hockey  player's  judgment. 

Watch  him  with  his  STARR  skates  swing  off 
down  the  ice. 

See  him  swoop  down  on  the  puck,  stop  with  a 
jerk-— he's  off  with  it,  running  down  on  his  toes — 
he  swerves,  he  dips,  he  flashes  in  front  of  the  goal. 

Zipl — he's  scored.    STARR  skates  deserve  part 
of  the  credit. 

He  has  perfect  confidencelin  STARR  SKATES;  he 
chose  them  because  they  are  exceptionally  light,  made 
of  finely  tempered  and  tested  steel  and  need  very  little 
sharpening. 

He  knows  that  no  matter  to  what  strain  he  puts 
them,  STARR  skates  won't  break. 

His  STARR  hockey  skates  are  extra  strong  because 
of  the  STARR  secret  process  of  tempering  and  quality 
of  steel  used  in  the  runners,  which  consequently  hold 
their  cutting  edge  longer. 

It  does  not  matter  whether  it's  natural 
orlartificial  ice,  STARR  SKATES  are  best. 


Best  for  hockey- 

Ask  your  dealer  to 
SKATES. 

Write  to-day  for  our  1919  Illustrated 
Catalogue. 

STARR  MFG.  CO.  «m,TEd 

DARTMOUTH,  NOVA  SCOTIA 
Toronto  Branch:    122   Wellington  St.  West 


-Best  for  fun. 
show  you  STARR 


All  STARR  SKATES 
are  unconditionally 
guaranteed  —  i)  they 
break,  take  them  back 
and  get  a  new  pair 
free. 
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getting  better  acquainted  with  the  country. 
Mclntyre  scores  on  a  young  buck  for  three 
shots,  and  McLaren  drops  a  monster  buck 
ahead  of  Mezzo  and  Caillie  with  one  shot 
from  a  thirty-thirty,  breaking  its  back.  We 
failed  to  get  another  start.  We  met  another 
party  of  Kingston  hunters  who  were  camped 
at  Mile  Mountain,  which  is  about  seven 
miles  from  our  camp, — telling  us  one  of  our 
lost  dogs  had  come  to  them.  One  of  the 
camps  across  from  us  brought  in  two  deer, 
another  a  doe  and  a  buck.  It  rained  hard  at 
seven  thirty  that  evening,  so  all  shaved  and 
wrote  letters.  One  man  was  leaving  for  home 
the  next  day,  and  would  take  out  the  mail. 

All  our  dogs  came  back  to  camp,  and  we  got 
word  that  our  Prince  dog  was  at  another 
camp  with  "E"  brand  some  unscrupulous 
hunter  had  put  On  him. 

Saturday  Nov.  9th  we  we're  up  at  4.30.  It 
had  rained  all  night,  but  cleared  very  well  by 
seven,  so  we  decided  on  a  tryout,  and  used 
two  dog  men.  A  strange  dog  was  in  one  of  the 
stalls.  He  was  fed  and  put  out  with  the 
others.  We  failed  to  get  a  start  at  all.  It 
rained  hard  again  at  three,  so  all  headed  for 
camp  just  in  time  to  avoid  a  heavy  down 
pour.  On  our  way  in  we  saw  some  good  bear 
signs.  Dogs  again  got  mixed  up  witji  a 
porcupine,  making  an  hour's  delay.  I  had 
two  pair  of  pliers  with  me  this  time  (all 
hunters  should  carry  a  good  pair, — also  a 
lead  I  will  describe  to  anyone  interested, 
which  will  keep  a  dog's  mouth  open  so  you 
can  safely  work,  and  is  the  best  thing  in  a 
lead  I  ever  saw.  They-are  generally  for  show 
ring  purposes  but  every  hunter  should  carry 
one,  which  does  away  with  the  dog's  collar, 
put  on  and  off  in  an  instant.  Any  workei  of 
leather  can  make  them.)  All  dogs, got  to 
camp,  weie  fixed  up  for  the  night,  and  fed. 
One  of  the  other-camps  had  got  a  small  buck. 

On  our  hikes  we  made  good  use  of  the 
wintergreen,  which  grew  everywhere,  and 
made  delightful  chewing. 

Sunday  Nov.  10th  we  took  a  walk  through 
the  hills,  and  saw  more  bear  signs.  Also 
fresh  tracks.  We  wanted  to  get  the  dogs  and 
put  on  the  beais,  but  , Harry  said  goodness 
knows  where  they  would  take  us  and  the  dogs, 
and  no  snow  to  follow,  possibly  someone  else 
would  get  the  bear,  so  did  not  think  it  worth 
the  trouble.  A  few  deer  tracks  were  seen,  but 
no  deer  in  sight.  Potter  left  for  the  camp  to 
get  our  Prince  dog  wnich  had  been  located. 
A  heavy  west  wind  blew  at  times  during  tiie 
afternoon.  We  could  hear  an  odd  shot,  but 
apparently  no  one  was  hunting.   We  jumped 


several  grouse  on  our  way,  arriving  in  camp 
at  four. 

Monday  Nov.  11th  we  left  camp  at  day 
break,  and  other  camps  had  also  left.  We 
reached  our  iunways  in  good  time,  and  in  a 
short  while  I  could  hear  four  dogs  tonguing 
near  "Middle  Branch  Lake."  At  eight  a.m. 
the  dogs  put  a  buck  near  my  stand.  I  opened 
fire — one  shot,  "he's  hit," — two  shots,  "he's 
down."  Mclntyre  winged  another,  which  we 
had  to  chase  to  a  lake,  and  McLaren  waded 
in  the  icy  waters,  and  dragged  it  out.  All  our 
shooting  was  done  on  runways,  as  we  had 
no  boats.  The  deer  were  poled,  and  brought 
to  camp,  which  was  some  job.  All  our  dogs 
got  home  safely.  Our  neighbors  reported  one 
of  their  dogs -missing.  We  again  got  some 
firewood,  and  Potter  got  in  with  our  lost 
Prince  dog,  which  had  been  gone  over  a  week. 
All  being  tired,  we  retired  early.  About  nine 
forty  five  we  heard  a  shot  fired,  and  everyone 
was  up,  fearing  there  was  a  man  lost,  but  the 
camps  adjoining  reported  all  in.  We  fired 
two  shots  out  of  the  shot  gun,  and  got  no 
answer.  Men  were  ready  to  take  the  trail 
with  lanterns,  but  everything  being  still,  we 
figured  all  was  O.K. 

Tuesday  Nov.  12th  proved  to  be  a  fine 
frosty  morning,  and  somewhat  chilly,  till  the 
sun  peeped  over  the  hills.  I  was  on  another 
new  runway  this  day,  and  chose  the  top  of  a 
mammoth  rock,  which  gave  me>a  good  view 
of  a  small  Lake,  and  more  of  a  ladius  to  shoot 
in, — as  I  preferred  to  shoot  down.  This  also 
gave  me  a  wonderful  view  of  the  hills  again. 
There  were  soon  dogs  going  on  the  north, 
east,  south  and  west  of  me,  but  nothing  near 
me  to  shoot.  Mclntyre  wounded  a  deer,  and 
followed  it  for  a  mile,  but  failed  to  get  it. 
Duncan  also  jumped  a  deer,  but  failed  to  get 
it.  Mezzo  jumped  a  buck,  but  it  too  got 
safely  away.  We  all  got  to  camp,  and  were 
real  hungry  and  surprised  to  find  ourselves 
out  of  bread.  We  had  lots  of  beans,  rice  and 
vegetables  yet,  and  a  young  boy  (who 
came  in  for  a  couple  of  days'  sport)  was 
sent  out  with  a  pack-sack  for  some.  I  might 
mention  this  young  fellow  had  nis  father's  303 
Lee  Enfield  Carbine,  and  handled  it  like  one 
would  a  sugar  cane.  The  muzzle  was  under 
his  neck,  resting  on  his  foot,  or  half  the  time 
swung  across  your  faee>  apparently  unaware 
it  was  a  rifle.  He  had  grown  so  used  to  it,  to 
caution  him  was  useless.  About  another  day, 
and  I  think  I  would  have  thrown  it  into  the 
lake.  I  have  seen  some  older  men  about  as 
careless  too. 

Wednesday  Nov."  13th  it  rained  early  in  the 
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The  three  words  that 
tell  the  whole  ^lory  of 
a  perf edt  cup  of  coffee, 
from  plantation  to 
breakfast  table  

"Seal  Brand"  Coffee. 

In       1  and  2  pound  tins.   Whole — ground — pulverized — also 
fine  ground  for  Percolators.   Never  sold  in  bulk.  is? 

CHASE  Be  SANBORN,  MONTREAL. 


OCK 

N°44 


Gives  you  a  feeling  of  real  comfort  and 
the  assurance  of  perfect  protection  while 
exercising.    Opening  beneath'  Fatent 
flap  A.    Small  amount  of  material  be-  [ 
tween  thighs  C.  Perfect  pouch  B.  Welt-  \ 
bound  webbing.    Can  be  cleaned  by  j 
boiling  without  injury  to  rubber.   Fits  ' 
perfectly.    Can't  rub  or  chafe.    Finest  j 
quality  elastic  webbing.  Ask  your  dealer,  | 
and  if  he  will  not  supply,  you  with  j 
MIZPAH  JOCK  No.  44,  send  us  $1.25  j 
•tamps  and  waist  measurement  and  we  will  send  by  mail. 

The  Walter  F.  Ware  Co.   Dept.  C,  Phila.,  Pa.  j 

Makers  of  the  Celebrated  Sanito  Suspensory  No.  50 


DECOYS 
THAT 
REALLY 
DECOY. 

"PREMIER"  MALLARD.  Reg.  U.  S.  Patent  Office 

On  your  hunting  trip  take  along  Mason's  Decoys — 
perfect  in  shape  and  coloring.  They  bring  down  the 
game  everytime. 

ASK  FOR  MASON'S  AND  GET  MASON'S. 

We  manufacture  all  species — Crow,  Duck,  Swan 
Snipe  and  Geese — in  several  grades. 

Write  for  Illustrated  Catalogue — IV t  Free. 

Mason's  Decoy  Factory 

590  Mllford  and  P.  M.  R.  R.  Detroit,  Mich. 


ITHACA 

This  is  the 
Editor  of  "  Rod 
and  Gun  in 
Canada"  with 
his  ITHACA 
gun.  Most 
editors  of 
shooting 
magazines 
choose  an 
ITHACA  for 
their  personal 
use  and  they 
do  know  guns. 

Catalog  FREE. 

Single  barrel  trap 
guns,  $64.34  and 
up. 

Double  g  u  n  s , 
$41.00  and  up. 

Address  Box  13 

ITHACA  GUN 
k  CO. 
I  Ithaca,  N.  Y. 
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morning,  but  we  started  out,  and  it  had  cleared 
away  about  nine.  A  deer  was  started  and 
made  a  good  run,  but  we  failed  to  get  it.  We 
got  nearly  as  far  as  the  O'Brien  farm,  having 
a  venison  dinner  at  a  camp  situated  on  a  small 
lake  with  some  more  hunters, — which  was 
about  four  miles  from  our  own  camp.  We 
covered  a  lot  of  country  this  day,  and  on  our 
way  in  brought  in  the  spike  horn  buck  shot 
two  days  before,  a  carry  of  three  miles  from 
our  own  camp,  through  rough  country,  and 
again  j,ust  getting  in  out  of  a  heavy  down  pour 
of  rain.    Two  ot  our  dogs  failed  to  return. 

Thursday  Nov.  14th  we  left  camp  at  seven 
in  a  strong  west  wind,  and  were  soon  on  our 
runways.  Everyone  was  jumping  grouse  on 
the  way  in.  They  were  apparently  on  the 
ground  this  morning.  One  old  dog  and 
Caillie  got  away  on  a  fox,  which  are  plentiful 
in  this  locality,  and  no  doubt  accounting  for 
the  scarcity  of  grouse  which  were  here,  in 
thousands  a  few  years  ago,  and  hardly  a  sign 
ot  fox  then,  the  old  hunteis  tell  me.  Prince 
got  away  on  a  deer  which  went  to  Madawaska 
river.  King  got  on  a  deer  which  went  east, 
none  of  our  members  getting  a  shot.  Three 
of  the  deer  which  had  been  hung  up  were 
carried  to  near  the  waggon  road  in  readiness 
for  moving  out  Saturday,  and  I  hated  the 
thoughts  of  going  so  soon,  but  the  majority 
ruled.  We  met  two  waggons  coming  in  for 
some  of  the  other  camps  next  to  us,  and  it 
required  some  effort  to  get  the  horses  past  the 
deer.  They,  no  doubt  have  a  nose  as  well  as 
hounds.  Two  dogs  again  failed  to  return. 
Miss  Mezzo  and  King  being  always  such 
great  dogs  to  return  made  us  somewhat  anx- 
ious at  moving  out  time.  They,  however, 
got  in  during  4,he  evening.  Prince  also  failed 
to  return. 

We  decided  to  hunt  Friday  morning,  get- 
ting in  about  one  or  two  o'clock,  and  start 
packing  up,  and  all  take  the  same  stand  we 
had  just  two  weeks  previous  the  opening  day. 
Two  of  the  men  could  hardly  drag  themselves 
out  of  bed, so  Amodeo  introduced  some  snow 
under  the  blankets,  which  was  well  rubbed  in, 
and  they  were  soon  up  and  doing,  but  we 
were  all  somewhat  late  in  getting  out.  Amodeo 
on  going  to  his  stand  ^Saw  three  deer  on  the 
opposite  hill,  in  almost  the  same  place  the 
buck  was  fired  at  the  first  day,  and  he  opens 
fire,  Duncan  and  myself  not  within  three 
hundred  yards  of  our  stand,  but  could  see 
nothing.  We  could  plainly  hear  the  rifle 
reloaded.  Shooting  was  slow — Duncan 
whispers,  "That's  long  range,"  and  we  were 
somewhat  afraid  to  move  on.    However,  we 


crept  slowly  along,  and  we  saw  a  big  buck 
badly  crippled  up  on  the  hill,  also  a  crippled 
fawn.  We  rushed  to  our  places  to  get  in  on 
the  shooting.  I  crept  out  on  a  shelf  of  rock 
just  as  the  big  buck  was  passing  out  of  view, 
and  raised  my  rifle  to  fire.  Another  buck 
jumped  from  beneath  me  with  a  snort,  but 
the  brush  was  too  thick  for  me  to  get  a  shot 
at  him.  I  could  just  see  his  flag  now  and 
then.  Amodeo  was  on  the  opposite  hill,  and 
he  opened  on  it  with  what  he  had  left  in  his 
Savage  Automatic  Revolver  for  one  shot.  He 
was  not  over  sixty  yards  behind  the  crippled 
buck  at  the  time,  but  says  he  could  not  see  it. 
Duncan  shoots,  and  I  hear  him  yell,  "He's 
hit."  and  Mclntyre  from  the  hill  back  of  me 
made  a  wonderful  shot  at  over  three  hundred 
yards,  dropping  the  one  buck  dead.  I  felt 
they  could  look  after  that  one,  so  got  to 
Amodeo,  who  was  out  of  ammuniton,  having 
only  taken  ten  for  the  rifle,  as  he  did  not  think 
there  would  be  much  doing  that  morning,  and 
I  gave  him  ten  more.  We  tried  to  trail  the 
buck,  but  lost  out.  Told  Amodeo  to  rush  to 
camp  and  get  a  dog,  but  Harry, was  on  the 
way,  and  soon  the  dogs  were  gone.  Mezzo, 
King  and  Sport,  and  we  started  in  pursuit.  < 
I  figured  the  deer  as  headed  for  Middle  Branch 
Lake,  and  we  tried  hard  to  cut  it  ofT.  By  the 
sun  I  was  running  about  due  south.  I  ,£elt 
for  my  compass,  and  being  assured  it  was  with 
me,  went  on.  I  could  hear  the  deei  blatting 
and  the  dogs  were  worrying  it.  Soon  I  was 
in  sight  of  it,  and  it  was  leaping  with  Mezzo 
and  King  at  its  throat,  and  Sport  at  its  back. 
L  tried  to  shoot,  but  too  much  dog.  I  was 
about  all  in,  but  gradually  got  nearer,  and 
leaning  against  a  tree  took  a  shot  while  it 
leaped  to  rid  the  dogs,  and  all  was  over. 

Amodeo,  Duncan  and  Mclntyre  were  soon 
in,  and  we  were  surprised  to  see  each  other. 
They  thought  some  other  hunter  got  it.  This 
gave  us  a  three  mile  carry  back  to  camp,  but 
proved  to  be  the  best  day  of  the  hunt  and  most 
exciting.  Amodeo  told  the  others  all  about  it. 
The  fawn  was  somewhere,  the  doe  having 
got  aw  ay  .clean.*  Duncan  too  came  away  with  I 
six  shots,  and  was  short,  so  had  to  hand  out  a 
loan  again.  Luckily  they  carried  a  303  like 
*  myself.  By  the  time  we  got  out  the  dogs  were 
quite  satisfied,  and  we  could  not  locate  the 
fawn. 

Time  was  short,  and  having  a  raft  of  work 
to  do  yet,  we  returned  to  camp.  Potter,  on 
opening  his  trunk,  discovered  a  bag  of  bread 
which  had  been  put  away,  as  we  had  so  much 
at  first  did  not  know  where  to  keep  it  all. 
making  a  useless  trip  out  for  the  boy.  One 
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Fourteenth  and  L  Streets 


Within  5  minutes  walk  of  the  White  House.  A 
hotel  of  distinction.  The  home  of  Senators  and 
others  prominent  in  the  official  life  of  the  Capital. 

Rooms  from  $2  per  day  upwards. 

Excellent  restaurant.  Table  supplied  from  a  famous 
dairy  and  fruit  farm,  the  property  of  the  owner., 

FFvANK  P.  FENWICK 

Booklet  with  pictures  mailed 
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I  WILL 
PAY 

the 

following 

prices 

for 


Trappers 


Prime  Raw  Furs 
Well  Handled 


Mink,  $15.00  to  $6  00,  no  less  than  $6  00. 
Coon,  $12.00  to  $3.50,  no  less  than  $3.50. 
Otter,  $40.00  to  $12.00,  no  less  than  $12.00 
Fisher,  $120.00  to  $40.00,  no  less  than  $40.00 
Beaver,  $40.00  to  $12.00,  no  less  than  $12.00 
Weasel,  $3.00  to  75  cents,  no  less  than  75  cents. 
Marten,  $75.00  to  $10. 00,  no  less  than  $10.00 
Red  Fox,  $40.00  to  $15.00,  no  less  than  $15.00 
Muskrats,  Western  and  Eastern,  $3. 50  to  $1.00. 
Wolf,  $25.00  to  $8.00,  no  less  than  $8.00. 
Cro-ss  Fox,  $125.00  to  $45.00,  no  less  than  $45.00 
Lynx,  $35.00  to  $15.00,  no  less  than  $15.00. 

Trappers,  ship  while  the  price  is  high,  prices 
subject  to  change  without  notice 

S.  ROBERTS 
531  Manning  Ave., 


Toronto. 


Fur  Dealers 

Established  1873 


T.  J.  MURPHY  &  SON 

Dept.  R,  Lewiston,  Me.,  U.S.A. 

Send  for  Price  List 
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of  the  otner  camps  going  out  a  few  days  before 
left  us  the  balance  of  theiis  also,  and  we  could 
have  made  out  for  half  a  week  longer.  That 
night  two  wagons  came  for  us,  we  having  a 
heavy  stove  and  ten  big  deer  to  take  out,  one 
wagon  could  not  do  it  all.  We  were  up  at 
four,  and  were  packed,  stove-and  all,  waiting 
for  daybreak.  The  camp  was  left  with  the 
writer  singing  "Good-bye."  ' 

We  followed  the  wagons  with  their  creaking 
wheels  headed  for  Flowei  Station.  We  soon 
had  a  few  accidents, — one  horse  fell  down, 
but  was  going  again  in  a  few  minutes,  then  a 
whiffle  tree  broke,  and  some  fence  wire 
quickly  had  it  repaired.  About  half  way  in 
the  lead  wagon  broke  the  draw  rod  in  the 
wagon  tongue,  and  the  rod  in  tail  board  of 
number  two  had  to  be  substituted.  Two 
other  hunters  walking  out  from  Middle 
Branch  Lake  had  a  laugh,  and  iaid  we  would 
have  a  job  making  the  train.  %  We  then  ar- 
ranged to  have  the  goods  shipped  Monday, 
and  bidding  Harry  McGonigal,  Mclntyre  and 
McLaren  goodbye,  good  luck  and  a  Merry 
Christmas,  we  pushed  on  ahead  of  the  wagons 


to  get  the  Kingston  train.  The  train  was 
forty  minutes  late,  and  our  wagons  made  it. 
The  baggage  was  loaded,  and  all  aboard  going 
south.  Potter  forgot  his  rifle,  and  left  it 
leaning  against  the  station,  but  later  it  was 
expressed  to  him. 

It  was  a  heavier  train  than  going  North. 
Hundreds  of  deer  were  put  on,  and  one  would 
wonder  that  any  deer  were  left  in  the  country. 
Also  a  number  ot  bear,  including  one  she  bear, 
and  her  three  cubs.  The  largest  was  shot  not 
three  miles  from  our  camp,  the  owner  told 
us,  and  which  must  have  been  the  one  we  saw 
the  sign  of  so  often. 

We  arrived  home  about  five  p.m.  The  1918 
deer  hunt  was  over  all  going  well,  we  hope 
1919  will  see  us  all  at  our  camp,  as  well  as  the 
other  fellows  in  other  camps. 

Our  old  Prince  dog  was  on  the  train,  having 
been  at  another  camp,  a  valuable  asset  to 
them,  as  three  deer  were  shot  ahead  of  him 
for  them,  and  two  for -another  party.  He  was 
to  have  been  advertised  for  an  owner.  Prince 
has  had  over  fifty  deer  shot  ahead  of  him  in 
his  day,  and  has  seen  nis  last  deer  hunt. 


His  Master  or  His  Master's  Bread 


A.  M.  C: 


THERE'S  a  scar  on  the  third  finger  of  my 
hand  that  rests  on  the  paper  as  I  write. 
It's  just  a  half-inch  mark,  that  ditches 
thrQugh  those  thread-like  lines  that  arch 
about  the  cushion  of  my  finger  tip. 

Around  that  scar  the  memory  lingers  of  a 
puppy,  and  a  young  mischievous  boy — a  boyj 
who  teasing  his  small  canine  friend  at  supper, 
and  unheeding  puppy's  warning  growl,  kept 
teasing,  and  was  bitten. 

"We  II  kill  the  pup,"  the  boy's  father  said— 
the  fear  of  rabies  on  his  mind. 

But  no;  boy  ruled,  and  saved  his  little 
friend. 

In  days  that  followed,  puppy  grew  and 
answered  to  i  the  name  of  Prince.  Boy 
romped  with  him  and  roamed  about  the 
farm — close  friends  that  romping  made. 
Prince  learned  to  love  his  youthful  master, 
and  Prince,  in  turn,  was  treasured  by  his 
master. 

When  boy  was  half  way  through  his  teens, 
he  left  the  farm  for  a  favored  vocation  in  the 
city;  and  Prince  was  left  to  fret  his  master's 
absence. 

It  was,  perhaps,  three  years  later  when 


Prince  met  his  former  chum  again.  At  the 
farm  yard  gate  he  faced  the  visitor  to  growl  a 
stranger's  greeting,  then  stopping  to  sniff  the 
intruder's  presence,  his  hostile  manner 
changed.  A  tender  light  flooded  his  eyes, 
and  wagging  his  rope-like  tail  he  sprang  into 
his  former  master's  arms,  whining1  coaxingly 
and  barking  recognition. 

That  was  a  joyful  home-coming  for  Prince, 
and  lor  days  he  followed  his  old  chum  about 
the  farm.  And  when  his  companion  would 
stop  to  view  familiar  scenes,  Prince  would 
stop  and  sit — his  presence  unobstrusively 
inviting  the  gentle  pat  or  pleasant  word  that 
his  longing  heart  so  yearned. 

The  same,  old  puppy-love  remained  there 
still. 

Again  that  vocation  in  the  city  parted 
faithful  dog  and  master. 

When  they  met  again,  two  years  later, 
Prince  was  a  bruised  and  bleeding  sight, 
huddled  on  a  rag  door  mat  placed  in  the  shade 
behind  the  woodshed. 

Prince  always  resented  the  passing  of  autos 
on  the  road  before  the  house,  and  in  running 
out  to  bark  his  dislike  at  one  he  had  been 
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Sportsmen 

Prospectors 

Surveyors 

%  You^want  a  canoe  that  will  stand  any 
strain — easy  to  handle— light  on  the  por- 
tage, yet  can  carry  big  loads — Over  the 
rapids  is  where  you  test  a  canoe. 


Chestnut  Canoes 

are  built  for  strength  and  beauty. — They  are  finely  shaped,  built  of  the  best  and  strongest  New 
Brunswick  cedar  and  covered  with  a  seamless,  absolutely  waterproof  and  non-destructible  canvas. 

The  Chestnut  Pleasure,  Sponson  and  Crusier  Canoes,  are  comfortable,  roomy,  clean, 
safe  and  handsomely  finished,  They  are  the  most  suitable  craft  for  the  purposes  for  which 
they  were  designed. 

Chestnut  Canoe  Co.  Limited»  Box  445  Fredericton,  N.  B. 


We  furnish  Kn  ock  - 

Down  and  in 
various  stages  of 
completion, 

Launches, 

Cruisers, 

Auxiliary 
Yachts, 

Work -Boats, 

•  and  Hulls  for 
Outboard  Motors. 


Robertson  Bros.  Bay1  St.  Hamilton 


Have  ready  for  shipment  finished  hulls^  from 
16  ft.  to  28  ft.,  also  some  launches  complete 
with  engine  installed  ready  to  run. 
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caught  in  its  wheels,  just  a  short  while  prior  to 
my  arrival. 

Poor  Prince  was  past  all  help,  and  lay  in 
pain,  oblivious  of  the  veterinarian  and  the 
others  bending  over  him. 

"It's  best  to  kill  him  and  end  his  suffering." 
said  the  veterinarian,  arising  from  his  knees. 

Twice  I  had  heard  that  remark— once  long 
ago,  and  now — but  this  time  I  knew  its  ful- 
filment to  be  a  kindness. 

Falling  to  my  knees,  I  said: 

"Poor  Prince,"  and  stroked  his  side. 

His  eyes  opened,  and  he  lifted  one  ear  the 
least  little  bit.  Then  weakly  raising  his  head 
he  gazed  into  my  face  with  a  pitiful,  small 
whine,  and  tried  to  thump  his  tail. 

"Look! — He  knows  Laurie,"  said  my 
brother  in  a  half  whisper. 


Our  sex  is  stern,  but  tears  filled  my  eyes  as 
I  gazed  at  Prince,  his  injuries  all  too  patently 
substantiating  the  veterinarian's  verdict 

Two  little  whines,  that  were  welcome  laden 
with  pain,  and  Prince  lowered  his  head  with  a 
pitiful  moan. 

Gripped  with  a  feeling  stronger  than  pity  I 
arose  from  my  knees,  and  left  Prince  to  the 
veterinarian  and  his  duty.  I  could  not  wit- 
ness this  last  act.  I  was  about  to  lose  a  faith- 
ful friend. 

Somewhere  there  is  a  saying,  somewhat  like 
this: 

"Whether  does  the  dog  love — his  master 
or  his  master's  bread?" 

1  have  orie  answer  only — his  master. 


Good  Plan  For  Boiling  Anything  In  Camp. 

"Fishing  Bill" 
Take  a  stick  as  shown  in  Fig  I.  and  run  it 
in  the  ground  and  then  take  another,  Fig.  II. 
and  then  take  a  third  one  as  long  as  you  desire 


How  To  Make  Matches  Waterproof. 

"Fishing  Bill" 


and  lay  it  across  the  crutch  of  the  second  stick 
and  push  it  under  the  1st.  stick  (Fig.  I.)  as 
per  illustration  and  it  will  be  ready  for  use. 


Take  a  candle  and  light  it,  and  then  let 
the  candle  grease  fall  on  the  tip  of  your  match 
until  it  is  completely  covered. 
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NEW  SANITO 
SUSPENSORY 

Will  not  chafe. 

All  elastic. 

Anatomic  fit. 

Patented  fea- 
tures in  under- 
straps  makes 
open  rear. 

May  be  boiled 
to  cleanse  with- 
out injury  to  rubber. 

For  sale  by  Druggists  and  Sport- 
ing Goods  dealers,  or  we  will  mail 
on  receipt  of  price. 

No.  60,  Silk  Pouch  and  Extra 
Heavy  Belt  ....  $1.25 
No.  50,  Thread  Pouch  and 
Heavy  Belt  ....  $  1.00 
Three  sizes — large,  medium,  small 

Walter  f .  Ware  Co.,  Dept.  C,  Phila.,  Pa. 

Makers  of  the  Mizpah  Jock 


PATENTED 
AP«IW».l9li 


Satisfaction  Guaranteed 
or  Money  Refunded 


Brings 
milk 
flavor 
to 

camp 


The  inimitable  flavor  and 
delicious  goodness  of  purest 
separated  milk,  and  right  in  the 
middle  of  winter  at  that.  No 
useless  water  to  make  your 
load  bigger  and  heavier  or 
to  freeze  up  tight  just  when 
you  need  it — just  the  solids  of 
this  separated  milk,  a  fine,  dry 
powder — KLIM.  You  need 
only  one  pound  tolmake  four 
quarts  of  liquid. 

You  can  get  Klim  in  one- 
pound  and  ten-pound  tin?  at 
any  grocers. 


COOEY  RIFLES 


it 


CANUCK" 


22CAL.    wnitWVIl  MODEL 

The  "ACE"  of  22  Calibre  Rifles  . 

MADE   IN   CANADA  BY  THE 

H.  W.  COOEY  MACHINE  &  ARMS  CO.,  TORONTO,  CAN. 


Have  shown  the  greatest  improvements  of  any  collars  offered  to  the  trade  since  1879.  Therslit 
over  the  re-inforced  button-hole,  prevents  the  button  pressing  on  the  neck,  and  allows  freedom 
in  adjusting  tie.  The  Flexible  Tabs  prevent  breaking  at  the  front  fold.  Worn  by  sportsmen, 
automobile  owners,  merchants,  mechanics,  railway  employees,  and  in  fact.by  everybody.  Sold 
by  the  best  dealers  in  every  city.    MADE  IN  CANADA,  by 

THE  PARSONS  &  PARSONS  CANADIAN  CO.  HAMILTON,  CANADA 


Future  Public  Sport  With  the  Shot  Gun  in 

Ontario  and  Elsewhere 


E.  R.  Kerr 


MANY  years  ago  when  Canada  was  in 
her  infancy  and  beginning  to  grow  as 
a  nation  of  the  world,  industry  slow  in 
development,  immigration  selective,  gradual 
and  careful  increase  in  population  and  con- 
sequential cautious  demands  for  increased 
agricultural  areas  and  activities,  marshlands 
well  stocked  with  wild  rice  and  other  migra- 
tory water-fowl  foods  were  abundant  and  as 
a  result  Migratory  water  fowl  planned,  had 
the  choice  of  and  maintained  a  spread  of 
flight  lanes  throughout  North  America.  • 

Not  so  many  years  ago  well-thinking  and 
well-meaning  and  enthusiastic  devotees  of  the 
sport  of  duck  shooting  prevailed  upon  just 
as  well-meaning  and  well-thinking  legislators 
to  lease  to  them  valuable  public  ducking 
grounds  that  they  might  confine  the  killing 
to  a  very  lew  guns.  The  maintenance  and 
protection  of  vast  acreages  such  as  this 
entailed  a  considerable  private  expenditure 
and,  in  the  majority  of  cases,  the  care-taker 
of  the  lands  was  granted  the  trapping  rights 
as  compensation  for  services  r^dered  in 
other  ways  and  it  is  quite  possible  that  the 
wisdom  displayed  on  those  occasions  is  re- 
sponsible for  the  degeneration  of  marshlands 
to  a  point  necessitating  the  use  of  Indian 
corn,  wheat,  barley,  peas,  beans  and  other 
domestic  grains  to  maintain  a  limited  number 
of  breeders  to  these  lands.  The  number  of 
domestic  fed*  ponds  has  tremendously  in- 
creased throughout  North  America;  a  goodly 
number  of  marshlands  no  longer  hold  out 
attractions  or  inducements  to  migration  and 
as  a  consequence  while  the  flight  lanes  of 
former  years  may  seem  maintained  in  some 
cases,  if  we  consider  carefully  the  results  ot 
past  wisdom  on  the  part  of  some  "sportsmen" 
we  will  clearly  observe  that  while  flight 
lanes  are  maintained  they  are  maintained  only 
in  the  direction  of  the  ponds  fed  by  tons 
upon  tons  of  domestic  grains. 

This  medicine  may  not  agree  with  some 
stomachs  but  as  true  sportsmen  and  wild  life 
conservationists  we  must  not  ignore  the  cold 
truth  and  in  behalf  of  clearing  up  a  murky 
atmosphere  and  with  a  view  to  enlightening 
our  people  and  officials  in  answer  to  some  of 
their  questions,  we  are  honor  bound  and 
duty  bound  to  exploit  the  wisdom  and  re- 
sulting  depredations    of   men*  who  quite 


innocently  and  conscientiously  term  them- 
selves "true  sportsmen." 

In  September  number  the  writer  dealt 
with  "The  Muskrat  and  Ducking  Grounds," 
and  doubtless  many  people  are  studying  the 
contents  of  that  article  as  it  promulgated  a 
policy  foreign  to  the  preachings  of  numerous 
naturalists  and  ornithologists  throughout  the 
width  and  breadth  of  our  flight  lanes  who 
have  enjoyed  years  of  public  patience  to 
prove  any  merit  contained  in-  their  views  or 
contentions.  The  proof  of  the  pudding  is  in 
the  eating  of  it. 

Only  a  very  few  years  ago  the  marshlands 
of  Point  Pelee  and  their  migratory  water- 
fowl foods  were  rushing  pell-mell  into  oblivion. 
Those  interested  and  sorry  to  observe  such 
a  splendid  acreage  degenerating  to  a  point 
where  the  visits  of  migration  were  only  per- 
iodical, and  exasperated  at  the  necessity  for 
continually,  year  after  year,  attempting  to 
interest  men  in  power  and  authority  to  put 
on  the  brakes  and  stop  the  leaks  turned  their 
eyes  and  hopes  to  the  only  apparent  source  ot 
relief,  the  Advisory  Board  on  Wild  Life 
Protection,  an  interdepartmental  organization 
of  the  Federal  government  the  biggest  champ- 
ion the  wild  life  of  this  nation  can  have. 
The  membership  of  this  Board  are  men 
qualified  and  not  so  case-hardened  in  their 
opinions  that  they  will  not  listen  to  reason. 
,  Dr.  G.  Gordon  Hewitt  and  the  Commissioner 
of  Dominion  Parks  Branch,  Mr.  J.  B.  Harkin, 
made  it  their  personal  business  and  duty  to 
visit  the  old  landmark  and  the  result  of  their 
investigations  was  co-operative  with  the 
views  of  the  Essex  County  Wild  Life  Con- 
servation Association  and  the  ban  was  put  on. 

One  year  has  elapsed  since  historic  Point 
Pelee  passed  into  protective  being  as  a  Do- 
minion Park  and  Bird  Sanctuary  and  under 
the  watchful  eye  of  the  Superintendent, 
Mr.  F.  H.  Conover,  and  his  able  and  efficient 
assistant,  Warden  Finlayson.  the  muskrats 
are  multiplying,  noxious  growth  disappearing 
and  wild  rice  roots,  which  for  the  past  few- 
years  have  been  lying  dormant  and  thought 
dead,  are  reviving  from  air  and  water  and 
again  sprouting  into  growth.  The  higher 
water  level  this  year  is  assisting  this  regenera- 
tion of  the  old  roots  and  the  whole  marsh  is 
taking  on  new  life.    Where  approximately  300 
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Newton  Arms  and  Ammunition 

THE  NEWTON  ARMS  CORPORATION 

WOOLWORTH  BUILDING,  NEW  YORK 


NEWFOUNDLAND 

A  Country  of  Fish  and  Game.  A  Paradise  for  the  Camper  and  Angler.  ideal  Canoe  Trips 

The  country  traversed  by  the  Reid  Newfoundland  Company's  system  is  exceedingly  rich  in  all  kinds  of  fish 
and  game.  All  along  the  route  of  the  Railway  are  streams  famous  for  their  SALMON  and  TROUT  fishing. 
Also  Caribou  barrens.  Americans  who  have  been  fishing  and  hunting  in  Newfoundland  say  there  is  no  other 
country  in  the  world  in  which  so  good  fishing  and  hunting  can  be  secured  and  with  such  ease  as  in  Newfound- 
land. Information  together  with  illustrated  Booklet  and  Folder  cheerfully  forwarded  upon  application  to 
F  £.  PITTMAN,  General  Passenger  Agt.  Reid  Newfoundland  Company,  ST.  JOHN'S,  NEWFOUNDLAND 


HAND  CAST  BULLETS 

And  hand  loaded  shells  are  almost  invariably  used  by  expert  shooters. 
They  give  more  accurate  results  than  factory  loaded  ammunition  and 
the  saving  in  cost  is  considerable.  Write  to-day  and  send  us  the  name 
and  caliber  of  your  rifle  or  revolver. 

IDEAL  MANUFACTURING  COMPANY 

264  MEADOW  STREET  NEW  HAVEN,  CONN. 


TELLS  HOW  FAR  YOU  WALK 

THE  AMERICAN  PEDOMETER 

Regulates  to  Step  and  Registers  Exact  Dis- 
tances ;  Simple,  Accurate,  Durable. 

Indispensable  to  every  lov~ 
er  of  outdoor  sport  and  es- 
pecially to  those  who  love 
WALKING.  Instructive  be- 
cause of  value  in  determining 
distances;   a   necessary  ad- 
junct to  compass  and  as  use- 
ful to  SPORTSMEN.  It  fur- 
nishes the  true  solution  of 
many  a  disputed  question  of 
how  far  it  is  to  or  from  vari- 
ious  points.  Best  of 
all  it  is  a  wonder- 
ful health  promoter 
because  its  interest- 
ing notations  afford 
real    incentive  for 
WALKING.  Whe- 
ther you  walk  for 
health,  business  or 
p  le  a  sure — anywhere , 
everywhere.  the 
AMERICAN  Pedo- 
meter tells  the  whole 
story  of  just  how 
far  you  have  trav- 
elled. 

FULLY 
GUARANTEED 
One  Hundred  Mile 
Pedometer.  $225 
Sold  by  allSDealers  or  Direct 

AMERICAN  PEDOMETER  COMPANY 
902  Chapel  St.,  New  Haven,  Conn. 
E  .  &  A.  GUNTHER  CO.      -      Toronto,  Canada 
Agents  for  the  Dominion  of  Canada 


Fishermen 
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Campers 

Quick  Relief 

From  the  many 
minor  accidents 
and  bruises  you 
receive  on  your 
vacation  is  afford- 
ed by 

Minard's 
Liniment 

Put  a  Bottle  In 
Your  Outfit 
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ducks  visited  this  area  last  year,  over  2,000 
now  are  inhabiting  this  marsh  and  this  is 
previous  to  arrival  of  the  northern  flight. 

May  I  be  permitted  to  ask  a  question? 
"How  many  public  ducking  grounds  remain 
in  Ontario?  Will  some  sportsman  or  other 
inform  me?  It  is  true  there  yet  remains  the 
public  domains  leased  to  private  ducking 
clubs  and  probably  it  is  a  blessing  that  they 
were  leased  years  ago  and  thus  saved  from 
passing  to  the  interests  of  agriculture. 

For  the  past  fifteen  or  twenty  years  num 
erous  sportsmen  of  Ontario  have  been  con- 
tending for  "game  protection"  and  "more 
game."  The  answer  of  the  legislatures  has 
been  "Provide  a  public  policy."  if  we  are 
true  to  ourselves  and  to  those  who  come  after 
us  and  equally  true  to  the  policy  we  pro- 
mulgate and  utterance  we  make  about  "game 
protection",  and  "future  sport  with  a  gun" 
the  time  is  rapidly  approaching  for  the  pass- 
age back  into  the  hands\of  capable  official 
men  the  lands  leased  years  ago  to  private 
interests. 

If  I,  a  sportsman  and  citizen  interested  in 
future  sport  with  a  gun  in  which  all  law-abid- 
ing citizens  might  participate,  could  carefully 


read  and  ignore  the  appeal  set  forth  by  the 
American  Game  Protective  Association  on 
page  423-424  of  September  number  of  this 
enthusiastic  magazine  I  would  indeed  be  a 
most  callous  individual.  Doubtless  our 
friends  who  compose  the  membership  of  that 
splendid  American  organization  are  well 
aware  of  the  truths  contained  in  the  foregoing 
but  desire  a  "Canadian"  to  strike  the  key- 
note to  a  new  era  in  wild  life  conservation 
that  they,  later,  may  enlarge  the  scope  of 
discussion  by  sportsmen  and  men  in  official 
life  on  a  factor  of  mutual  and  international 
importance  to  public  education,  and  mainten- 
ance and  perpetuation  of  North  American 
wild  life  resources  and  haunts  in  the  interests 
of  the  people  as  a  whole  and  future  conserva- 
tion and  proper  utilization  of  our  food  supply. 

It  is  regrettable  that  the  Point  Pelee  marshes 
are  of  an  acreage  insufficient  to  entertain  all 
the  sportsmen  of  Ontario  and  we  hope  that 
the  foregoing  and  the  matter  contained  in 
previous  issues  will  influence  immediate  action 
in  behalf  of  more  game  in  Canada  for  Canad- 
ians on  more  Canadian  haunts  in  the  interests 
of  future  public  sport  with  the  shot-gun, 
through  which  we  cultivate  a  spread  in  flight 
lanes. 


SHOOTS  BEAR  WITH  .42  REVOLVER 


The  following  interesting  bear  story  is 
reprinted  from  the.  Telegraph  of  St.  John, 
N.B., 

A  St.  John  man  had  a  unique  experience 
in  the  woods  of  Albert  County  a  few  weeks 
ago.  He  was  sitting  on  the  bank  of  a  stream 
with  a  companion  about  5  o'clock  one  morning 
fishing,  when  his  companion  thought  that  he 
would  try  his  luck  at  another  part  of  the  brook 
and  went  down  stream.  Not  long  after  a 
whistling  sound  was  heard,  but  thinking  that 
it  was  his  companion  returning  the  man  paid 
no  attention  to  the  sound.  Suddenly  there 
was  a  crash  and  a  grunt  and  turning  quickly 
he  saw  two  lively  bear  cubs  tumbling  over 
each  other  down  the  slope.  Directly  behind 
the  cubs  was  a  large  black  bv.ar  standing 
upright  and  coming  toward  the  man.  He 
quickly  pulled  out  his  42  revolver  and  shot 
the  old  bear  in  the  neck,  the  bullet  making  a 
nasty  wound.  This  only  aggravated  the 
bear  and  with  a  savage  growl  she  made  a 
lunge  forward.  When  the  bear  was  only  a 
few  feet  away  he  succeeded  in  firing  three 


more  shots  all  of  which  struck  her  in  the  head 
or  shoulders.  In  her  fall  forward  she  knocked 
the  man  into  the  water.  Hearing  the  first 
shot  fired  his  companion  ran  through  the 
woods  and  came  upon  the  scene  just  as  he  was 
getting  out  of  the  water.  The  bear  getting 
up  at  the  approach  of  his  companion  afforded 
an  opportunity  to  the  intrepid  sportsman  who 
fired  a  third  time,  the  bullet  striking  her  in 
the  head  and  taking  effect. 
,  With  many  scratches  and  much  hard  work, 
they  succeeded  in  secuiing  the  two  cubs  which 
they  brought  with  them  to  the  city.  The 
cubs  are  now  doing  well  at  a  farm  near  the 
city  and  are  as  bright  and  playful  as  they 
were  in  their  native  haunts.  A  farmer  near 
the  place  where  the  bears  were  found  said 
that  the  bear  had  killed  one  of  his  heifers, 
had  destroyed  several  bee-hives  and  other 
property  about  the  place  and  had  been 
making  herself  a  general  nuisance.  The  old 
bear  weighed  about  600  pounds  and  was  over 
six  feet  tall  when  standing  upright — a  rather 
formidable  assailant  to  combat  single-handed 
with  nothing  but  a  revolver  to  defend  oneself 
with. 
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— that  is  what  the  new  Dominion 
30-30  means  to  the  sportsman.  The 
component  used  in  these  cartridges 
— a  progressive  burning"  powder 
that  gives  a  flatter  trajectory,  greater  ft 
penetration  and  by  far  the  greatest 
shocking  power  known  in  a  30-30. 


The  new  Dominion  30-30  insures  to  a 
greater  degree  the  accuracy  that  has 
always  characterized  Dominion  Ammu- 
nition, and  possesses  the  usual  nitro 
cellulose  qualities  of  uniformity  and  sta- 
bility under  all  climatic  conditions. 

Look  for  the  yellow  label  on  the  back  of 
the  30-30  box.  It  guarantees  greater 
speed,  accuracy  and  penetration. 


yjtZik^^-^-  

^^Ify^ INCREASED 


•THHUHO  POWEft  AMD  VELOCITY 

ThtM  c*rtr.l)i«»  ».«   lo«U»1   wil»   •f*o»l  low  \ 
p„„„„    po.Jcr    .k.ik   S'VES    200  FEET 
GREATER   VELOCITY    th«n  ord«o*ry  lo»di 
T  ME  RE  FOR-E  w.ll  ihoot  «ppf««;m»l*ly  a  INCHES 
highe*  11  100  yard!. 
PLIASt   ALLOW    TOm  THIS 
WHIM  blOMTIMft 


should  be  your  selection 
for  deer  and  other  big  game. 
Let  the  label  be  your  guide. 

Dominion  Cartridge  Co. 

Limited 

Montreal,  Canada 


Plans  and  Specifications  for  a  Deer  Hunt 


Albert  E.  Johnson 


JOSH  Wise,  Goodenwise,  or  some  other 
Wise  remarked.  "A  littie  knowledge  is 
a  dangerous  thing."  We  do  not,  however 
believe  this  applies  to  the  amateur  sportsman 
planning  a  trip  in  search  of  the  Argus  eyed, 
keen  smelling,  nimble  footed  creatures,  the 
pride  of  Sportsman — The  Deer.  Deer  are 
to  be  found  quite  plentifully  in  every  Cana- 
dian Province,  and  in  many  of  the  United 
States.  A  successful  deer  hunt  cannot  be 
rushed  into  unprepared  like  measles  or 
matrimony.  It  requires  more  than  a  rifle, 
a  box  of  shells,  a  bottle  of  hooch,  and  a  rail- 
road ticket.  The  big  woods  are  teeming  with 
untouched  knowledge,  and  the  novice  will 
make  several  trips  before  he  even  scratches 
the  surface  of  this  lore.  He  can,  however, 
obtain  from  those  who  have  been  through 
the  mill  that  which  will  stand  him  well  in 
hand  wh#n  he  is  face  to  face  with  the  pro- 
blems. 

Contemplating  a  trip  to  the  deer  country, 
the  first  thought  should  be  of  the  general 
make-up  of  the  party.  The  party  should  be 
made  up  of  even  numbers  if  possible  to  avoid 
anyone  being  left  out  in  the  pairing  off, 
which  will  happen  as  sure  as  grass  grows. 
There  may  be  luck  in  odd  numbers,  but  it 
rarely  shows  itself  in  hunting  parties.  Four 
make  a  nice  party.  The  camp  work  will  be 
light  if  evenly  divided,  and  each  does  his 
part.  This  As  anotEe>  problem,  will  they  do 
it?  You  never  really  know  a  man,  not  even 
your  nearest  neighbor,  your  best  friend,  or 
even  your  brother,  until  you  have  camped 
with  him  for  a  week  or  so.  You  unearth 
real  treasures  of  men  unexpectedly  in  camp, 
men  who  are  ready  and  willing  to  do  their 
share,  or  more,  and  then  again  you  find  plenty 
who  are  willing  to  sit,  and  smoke,  and  watch 
them  do  it.  These  are  the  boys  to  shun,  as 
you  would  smallpox  or  vermin  in  camp.  A 
lazy  man  is  usually  a  selfish  one,  who  would 
not  offer  the  loan  of  a  pair  of  dry  sox  for  fear 
he  might  need  them  himself.  I  recall  one 
instance  where  a  pampered  son  came  into 
oamp,  and  neatly  stacked  his  high  priced 
dunnage  in  a  corner,  and  vocally  labelled  it 
•Hands  Off."  It  wasn't  quite  so  "purty" 
when  he  went  away  with  it,  but  he  was  a 
wiser  youth.  Of  necessity  you  must  have  a 
leader,  who  is  recognized  as  such.  It  must 
be  the  man  who  knows,  and  not  the  one  that 


thinks  he  knows.  Then  comes  the  selection 
of  camp,  and  equipment.  To  my  mind,  a 
tent  of  the  army  wall  type  is  a  nice  cosy  little 
affair.  One  of  this  type,  twelve  by  sixteen, 
will  very  comfortably  house  four  or  even  six 
men  if  properly  arranged.  A  small  sheet  iron 
stove  can  be  made  without  a  bottom  that 
will  fit  nicely -in  a  trunk,  and  packed  full  of 
kitchen  utensils.  The  number  of  culinary 
articles  should  be  cut  as  low  as  possible, 
in  fact  everything  should  be.  It  should  be 
remembered  the  bath  and  parlor  have  been 
left  at  home.  Two  skillets,  two  galvanized 
iron  pails,  one  water  bucket,  six  knives,  forks 
and  spoons,  six  tin  or  aluminum  plates,  and 
cups,  two  large  meat  plates,  and  two  or  three 
stewpans,  should  fix  you  out  fairly  well. 
Oh  yes  don't  forget  the  flapjack  griddle,  and 
turner.  Tea,  coffee,  and  rice  should  be  packed 
in  tin  cans  with  tight  covers,  salt  and  sugar  in 
non-rustable  containers  of  any  kind.  Take 
plenty  of  wholesome  provisions,  good  bacon, 
bacon,  and  then  more  bacon,  plenty  of 
beans  (dry),  wheat  and  buckwheat  flour, 
dried  fruit,  and  canned  goods.  Buckwheat 
flour  can  be  substituted  with  some  patent 
article,  which  is  nearly  as  good,  and  more 
easily  and  quickly  prepared,  Royal  or  Aunt 
Jemimah,  or  almost  any  of  the  many  brands. 
For  drinks  between  meals  good  pure  sparkling 
water:  each  member  of  the  party  should  carry 
a  half  pint  flask  of  some  good  brand,  if  he  can 
get  it,  and  should  bring  it  home  intact.  It  is 
good  iii  case  of  accident,  and  the  absence  of 
any  large  quantity  of  it  is  an  excellent  pre- 
vention of  the  same.  As  for  firearms,  there 
are  so  many  practically  faultless  rifles  on  the 
market  it  is  not .  so  much  the  selection  of  the 
arm  as  it  is  in  becoming  well  acquainted  wit  h 
the  mechanical  workings  of  the  gun.  Know 
your  gun,  and  know  yourself.  Take  it  out, 
and  shoot  it.  A  box  or  two  of  shells  used  may 
save  you  the  loss  of  a  deer.  Many  times 
when  a  rifle  jams,  or  sticks  it's  not  the  fault 
of  the  gun,  but  the  inexperience  of  the  user. 
In  either  case  the  result  is  the  same,  lost 
opportunity,  and  strong  language.  The  old 
timers  all  swear  by  their  own  particular  rifle 
so  why  disturb  them. 

In  the  matter  of  clothing,  good  warm  light 
woollens  for  the  inside,  plenty  of  dry  warm 
sox,  and  heavy  strong  material  for  the  outer 
garments,  but  no  dirty  yellow  or  fawn  color, 
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Songs  of  Forest 
and  Stream 

—By  C.  T,  EASTON 

A  Fine  Little  Collection  oj  Poems 
for  the  Nature  Lover  and  Sports- 
man, Including  the  Following  : 

The  Trout  Stream;  Lines  on  a  Mayflow- 
er; The  Fisherman's  Dream;  A  Morn- 
ing's Walk;  Winter;  The  Sanctuary; 
The  Last  of  the  Buffaloes;  A  Nimrod; 
Hunting  the  Moose;  A  Summer  Morn- 
ing; In  Arcady;  Wanderlust;  The  Full- 
ness of  Joy;  Halcyon  Days;  Plovers; 
The  Death  of  Summer;  A  Flower  of 
the  Wild;  Pontiac's  Speech. 

Neatly  bound  and  moderately  priced 
at  15c  a  copy.    Orders  received  and 
given  prompt  attention  by  the  publish- 
ers. 

W.  J.  TAYLOR,  LIMITED 
Woodstock,  Ont. 

BELL  TENTS 

■ 

MILITARY  TYPE  j 

■ 

14  ft.  Diameter    12  oz.  Army  Duck  ] 

Complete  with  jointed  pole  and  pegs, 
used,  but  in  good  condition 

-*$  18.50  I 

B 

I 

-  a 

| 

Thp  I)  PIP  f  ft  I  imitprl 

1  lie  V.  lllVL  w.  LllIlllcU 

TORONTO 

"The  Canadian  Golfer" 

(Official  organ  of  the  Royal  Canadian  Golf  Association). 

Has  the  highest  class  subscription  list  of  any  monthly  magazine  published 
in  the  Dominion. 

It  covers  an  exclusive  field  exclusively. 

Printed  on  100-lb.  book  paper  and  handsomely  illustrated. 


The  men  and  women  who  play  golf  are  good  people  to  know  and  do 
business  with.  They  are  splendid  spenders  and  any  magazine  that  pertains 
to  the  Royal  and  Ancient  Game  has  a  warm  spot  in  their  hearts  and  a 
premier  place  in  their  homes. 


High  class  advertising  only  accepted.    Rates  on  application.  Subscription 
price  $3.00  per  year.    Office  of  publication — 

BRANTFORD,  ONT.    Ralph  H.  Reville,  Editor  and  Publisher 
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it's  too  easily  mistaken  for  a  deer.    A  bright 
colored  mackinaw  if  the  weather  is  cold,  and 
strong  leather  shoes  if  the  weather  is  dry. 
Ff  wet  and  sloppy  get  the  rubber  bottomed 
boots  with  leather  tops,  and  soak  the  tops  in 
neatsfoot  oil.    The  hunting  sox  should  be 
well  drie^,  and  aired  at  night,  and  if*  hard 
should  be  well  rubbed  to  soften  them.  There 
is  no  pleasure  in  sore-footed  hunting.    As  to 
the  selection  of  a  hunting  ground,  consult 
someone  ^ho  has  been  theje,  and  brought 
home  the  bacon.     Upon  arriving  at  your 
destination  care  must  be  used  in  the  selection 
of  a  camp  site.    Under  no  circumstances  use 
one  that  has  ever  been  used  before.  Our 
whole  party  were  laid  up  with  malaria  once 
from  this  cause.     Avoid  large  timber  on 
account  of  failing  limbs,  or  trees  in  the  even 
of  high  wind.    Select  a  nicely  sheltered  spot 
on  the  bank,  or  near  a  clear  swiftly  running 
stream,    among   the  small  pine  spruce  or 
balsam,  where  there  is  plenty  of  fuel  at  hand, 
as  the  carrying  of  wood  will  be  one  of  your 
problems.   Dry  pine  or  hemlock  for  kindling, 
and  for  heat,  and  holding  fire, hickory,  hard 
maple,  or  ironwood.    Either  of  these  can  be 
burned  in  their  green  state.    Your  twelve  by 
.  sixteen  tent  should   be  divided  into  two 
sections,  one  seven  by  twelve  for  sleeping 
quarters,  and  the  other  nine  by  twelve  for 
kitchen,  dining  room,  etc.  The  tent  should  be 
kept  clean,  well  aired,  and  sanitary.    A  well 
kept  tent  is  a  joy  to  live  in  while  a  slovenly 
place  spoils  the  whole  trip.    The  dividing 
line  should  be  a  twelve  foot  log  with  the  top 
hewn  flat.    This  will  afford  ringside  seats  for 
the  bunch.    It  can  be  elevated  by  blocking 
up  each  end.    The  bunk  space  should  be 
filled  *to  a  depth  of  eight  or  ten  inches  with 
finely,  cut  balsam  boughs.    This  means  some 
work  but  it  is  well  worth  while.    The  wall 
canvas  pf  the  tent  should  be  turned  under  to 
prevent  draft.    A  small  table  can  be  easily 
constructed  that  can  be  set  aside  when  not 
in  use.    Pipes  and  tobacco  should  be  kept 
in  their  place,  and  not  around  the  grub  pile. 
There  may  be  non-users  who  object  to  to- 
bacco flavouring  in  their  eats.     No  one 
should  expectorate  inside  the  tent  any  more 
than  he  would  on  the  parlor  rug  at  home,  with 
his  wife's  eye  on  him.    These  are  small  items 
but  they  are  important.   The  first  day  ought 
to  suffice  in  getting  things  in  order,  and  an 
early  start  made  in  the  morning.    In  fact 

the.  leader  should  skirmish  around  and  get 
the  lay  of  the  land  if  he  has  never  been  there 
before.  If  you  have  no  guide  it  is  a  good 
policy   to  keep   together.     I   mean  within 


hailing  distance,  and  not  attempt  to  hunt 
all  over  the  country  the  first  day.  Remember 
you  are  nearly  as  liable  to  get  a  shot  within 
half  a  mile  of  camp  as  you  are  three  miles 
away,  and  not  half  so  apt  to  get  lost.  Along 
this  line,  every  man  in  the  party  should  have 
a  good  reliable  compass,  a  large  jack  or 
hunting  knife,  and  plenty  of  matches  in  a 
waterproof  safe.    Then  you  are  prepared  for 
such  emergencies  as  getting  lost  or  following 
a  wounded  deer  so  far  you  cannot  make 
camp  at  night.    In  case  you  get  lost,  don't 
get  rattled  and  lose  your  head.    Sit  quietly 
down  and  think  it  over.    Remember  there  is 
no  real  or  immediate  danger.    It's  all  up  to 
you.    Remember  youi  forefathers  have  been 
in  worse   places   many   times,   with  wild 
animals,  and  wild  men  around  them,  and  only 
a  hatchet  or  single  barrel  muzzle  loader. 
You  have  your  gun,  your  matches,  and  a 
knife  to  build  a  fire.    You  can't  starve,  you 
can  shoot  a  porky  or  something, and  roast  it. 
It  won't  be  a  feast,  neither  will  it  be  famine. 
When  you  have  rested,  and  feel  composed, 
take  your  bearings  carefully.    There  should 
be  at  the  beginning  of  your  hunt  the  usual 
signal  arrangements,  three  shots  in  quick 
succession  fired  at  intervals.    If  you  receive 
no  reply,  consult  your  compass,  and  go  in  a 
straight  line.     You  will  come  out  some- 
where.   If  you  have  no  compass  get  three 
trees  in  a  line,  and  follow  the  line.    When  you 
come  to  the  first  one  sight  by  another  farther 
on.    Follow  this  course,  and  you  will  come 
to  some  landmark  or  guiding,  which  you  can 
follow.    Keep  cool,  don't  loose   your  head 
and  run  loco,  or  you  will  travel  in  circles,  and 
only  wear  yourself  out.    If  you  shoot  a  deer, 
don't  rush  up  to  it.    First  reload,  and  cock 
your  gun,  then  advance  very  slowly,  and 
carefully.   Never  take  your  eyes  off  it  for  an 
instant,  it  may  be  only  stunned,  keep  your 
gun  ready,   a  wounded  buck  is  an  ugly 
customer,  and  moves  very  quickly:  many  a 
hunjer  being  able  to  testify  to  the  fierceness 
of  their  attacks.    If  you  wound  a  deer  badly 
and  it  runs  away  leaving  a  plain  trail,  just 
sit  down  and  smoke  for  an  hour  or  so,  if 
early  in  the  day, .  before  following  it,  or  if 
late  in  the  afternoon  mark  well  the  location, 
and  let  it  go  until  morning.  If  badly  hurt  the 
game  will  go  only  a  short  distance,  and  be- 
coming sick  lie  tfown,  and  will  not  get  up 
unless  disturbed,  but  if  they  find  they  are 
followed,  they  will  go  as  long  as  their  heart 
beats,  and  be  lost  to  you.    Many  a  deer  has 
been  lost  by  following  too  closely. 

If  you  kill  a  oleer,  don't  half  sever  the 


ROD  AND  GUN  IN  CANADA 


The  $5.00  Gift 

for  Men  


Let  your  experience  with  the  Gillette  Safety  Razor 
guide  you  in  your  selection  of  Christmas  Gifts  for  your 
men  friends! 

They  would  appreciate  as  keenly  as  you  do  the  easy 
comfort  of  Gillette  shaving — the  saving  of  precious 
minutes  each  morning — the  freedom  from  stropping  and 
honing — the  renewing  of  the  sharpest  edges  in  a  moment. 

And  $5.00  is  just  the  right  price  to  pay! 
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WQRUD  OVER 
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head,  but  simply  penetrate  the  jugular  with 
your  knife,  slit  it  down,  and  remove  the 
entrails,  and  hang  it  up.  If  you  feel  like 
toting  it  into  camp  don't  tote  it,  unless  your 
worldly  affairs  are  in  prime  condition.  If 
theie  is  any  snow,  take  a  strong  piece  of  cord, 
another  thing  you  should  carry,  and  slipping 
a  noose  over  the  front  feet  draw  it  up  to  the 
nose,  and  take  a  hitch  around  the  nose,  then 
hook  yourself  on  to  it  and  see  how  easy  it  is 
to  slip  it  along.  But  never  try  to  carry  it, 
and  never  lay  down  to  drink  at  a  stream  and 
get  up  without  making  plenty  of  noise.  If 
you  do  you  may  not  know  when  you  get  up. 
If  you  are  hunting  where  the  shooting  of 
does  is  permissable  bear  in  mind,  the  doe  will 
always  return  if  you  shoot  the  buck,  but  if 
the  doe  is  killed  the  gallant  buck  will  light 
out  for  parts  unknown  and  forget  the  ad- 
dress of  his  lady  love. 

The  favorite  method  of  hunting  deer  by 
the  men  who  know  how,  (the  native  sons) 
is  to  walk  very  slowly,  and  noiselessly  through 
the  woods.  This  is  called  still  hunting  and 
takes  patience.  In  this  manner  of  hunting 
not  more  than  a  mile  may  be  covered  in  a 
day,  the  hunter  depending  on  the  deer 
coming  to  him,  rather  than  he  going  to  them. 
But  in  this  distance  not  a  thing  has  escaped 
his  eye.  Another  way  is  to  station  some  of 
your  party  in  favorable  spots  for  shooting, 
and  others  beat  through  the  brush  toward 
them  driving  the  game  to  them.  But  us- 
ually the  amateurs  prefer  to  roaming  around, 
walking  themselves  to  death,  getting  lost, 
and  yelling  their  heads  off,  scaring  the  game 
all  out  of  the  country. 

One  point  to  bear  in  mind  is,  a  running 
deer  will  almost  run  "over  you  if  you  don't 
move,  but  the  least  move  will  be  seen  and 
acted  upon  promptly.  So  if  you  stand  still, 
and  he  is  coming  toward  you,  you  are  sure  of 
a  shot.  Unless  he  has  seen  or  winded  you,  a 
sharp  whistle  will  stop  him,  but  it  will  not  be 
a  lunch  stop,  and  you  must  act  quickly  or 
he  will  be  away  again  like  the  wind.  In 
following  a  deer's  trail  never  expect  them  to 
lie  near  it.  They  will  circle  back  either  to 
right  or  left,  and  lie  down  where  they  can 
observe  their  own  trail,  and  be  prepared  for 
a  quiet  get-away  if  followed.  Their  feeding 
time  is  early  morning,  and  after  about  four 
o'clock  in  th_e  afternoon.  During  the  day 
they  lay  concealed  in  a  thicket  with  a  look- 
out opening.  They  are  very  wise,  and  also 
very  stupid  creatures.  You  may  fire  several 
shots  at  one,  and  if  he  does  not  wind,  or 
see  you  he  will  not  move  but  when  you  are 
discovered  a  flash  of  lightning  .has  very 


little  on  their  movements.  If  they  know 
they  are  being  trailed  they  are  smart  as  a 
weasel  and  will  elude  you  with  ease  knowing 
all  the  time  exactly  where  you  are  and 
keeping  just  out  of  your  sight.  Deer  hunting 
is  a  very  fascinating  game  of  patience  many 
times  with  empty  results.  But  when  the 
hunter  has  been  successful  and  stands 
beside  his  first  real  trophy  there  is  a  feeling 
in  a  class  all  by  itself.  Proud?  Well  that's 
not  the  word.  It  fails  to  describe  your  feel- 
ings. You  are  literally  all  shot  to  blazes 
with  your  own  importance.  Boone,  Crockett, 
Buffalo  Bill  and  all  others  are  mere  amateurs 
compared  to  the  way  you  feel  about  yourself. 
I  recall  my  first.  He  was  a  fine  three  year  old 
spike  horn  and  when  my  companion  who  was 
more  rational  than  I  at  that  particular 
moment,  wondered  how  we  would  get  him 
out  to  the  road,  I  handed  him  my  rifle  and 
grasping  the  buck  by  the  horn  raced  down  the 
hill  like  a  wild  man.  I  felt  I  could  balance 
that  buck  on  my  finger  on  the  tip  of  his  nose. 
The  only  thing  necessary  to  make  happiness 
complete  is  a  good  attentive  audience  and 
an  opportunity  to  tell  how  it  all  happened. 

Here  are  a  few  resolutions  you  will  make, 
and  break,  also.  You  will  come  in  atfnight 
all  tired  out,  after  a  hard  fruitless  day,  throw 
yourself  on  the  bunk,  and  swear  you  for 
home  on  the  first  train,  and  never  again. 

Breakfast  over  in  the  morning,  you  will 
not  be  able  to  restrain  yourself.  The  fever 
has  returned,  the  call  of  the  silent  places  and 
you  head  the  line  down  the  path  across  the 
ravine  into  the  deep  woods. 

You  will  resolve  to  go  back  every  year 
but  you  won't,  something  will  probably 
prevent,  but  you  will  feel  the  call  as  soon  as 
the  season  opens.  Your  blood  will  tingle, 
and  when  you  see  some  other  lucky  brother 
with  his  dunnage  headed  for  the  depot,  you 
will  almost  weep  with  longing  for  the  big 
silence  where  the  very  air  is  tonic  and  the 
exercise,  youth  restorer.  It  is  certainly  a 
great  treat  to  those  with  red  blood  in  their 
veins  and  lovers  of  nature. 

In  the  deep  wild  woods  there  are  thousands 
of  undiscovered  nooks,  deep  gorges,  falls  and 
rivulets,  where  the  song  of  the  birds  and 
brooks  are  nature's  music,  where  the  cry  of 
the  wolf  and  the  hoot  of  the  owl  lull  you  into 
slumber. 

Free  from  the  hustle  and  bustle,  the  noise 
'of  street,  and  motor  cars.  Here  you  will 
condemn  nature  for  hiding  away  into  these 
vast  solitudes  this  blissful  peace,  but  nature 
is  a  peculiar  jade,  and  caters  mostly  to  the 
whims  of  her  forest  children. 
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Animal 
Traps 


Also  ail  articles  of  interest  to 
the  trapper  and  sportsman,  all 
described  and  priced  in  Hallam's 
Trappers  and  Sportsman's  Supply 
Catalog.  If  you  have  not  re- 
ceived your  copy  write  for  it 
to-day.    It  is  free. 


Animal  Bait 
Pneumatic  Smokers 
Fur  Stretchers 
Rubber  Goats 
Rubber  Boots 

Snow  Shoes 
Pack  Sacks 
Moccasins 
Flashlights 
Thermometers 

Gill  Nets 
Hoop  Nets 
Trammel  Nets 
Fyke  Nets 
Dip  Nets 


Rifles 

Ammunition 
Shot  Gun  Shells 
Gun  Gases 
Sights 

Duck  Decoys 
Duxback  Clothing 
Headlights 
Hunting  Knives 
Compasses 

Hunting  Axes 
Shoepacks 
Storm  Glasses 
Camp  Lamps 
Fishing  Tackle 


Every  trapper  should  use  Hallam's  Paste  Animal  Bait 
advertised  on  another  page  of  this  issue.  This  bait  is  not 
affected  by  rain  or  snow  and  is  unsurpassed  for  attracting 
flesh  eating  animals.    $1.00  a  tube  or  six  tubes  for  $5.00 


Rifles 


We  have  in  stock  at  the  present 
time  250-3000,  22  high  power,  303 
and  30-30,  26  inch  solid  frame,  303 
and  30-30  saddle  guns,  303  feather 
weight,  and  22N.R.A.  Savage  Rifles, 
14A  Remington  32  Calibre,  as  well 
as  a  large  number  of  other  rifles  in 
the  various  models  and  calibres,  of 
which  you  will  find  a  full  description 
and  prices  in  Hallam's  Trappers  and 
Sportsmen's  Supply  Catalog. 

We  also  have  a  few  Marlin  Model 
1893  30-30  and  32  W.  S.  calibres,  26 
inch  round-barrel  rifles,  and  grade  B, 
32-40  26  inch  round-barrel  rifles, 
some  take  down,  others  with  pistol 
grip.  As  long  as  they  last,  Marlin 
Rifles  for  $33.00  each. 


Black  Shells 

The  Climax  Brand  Waterproof 
Black  Shells,  loaded  with  DuPont 
smokeless  powder,  meet  the  unquali- 
fied approval  of  the  Canadian  Sports- 
men and  Trap  Shooters.  The  large 
double  flesh  passage  primer  secures 
unexcelled^  ignition,  resulting  in  in- 
creased penetration  and  velocity. 
When  you  use  Black  Shells  you  use 
the  best. 

We  have  them  in  stock  in  12  gauge 
loaded  with  DuPont  powder  and 
No.  1,  2,  3,  4,  5,  6,  7,  iy2  or  B.B. 
Shot,"  16  gauge  No.  6  and  B.B.  Shot, 
20  guage  No.  6  and  B.  B.  Shot 
10  gauge  No.  5,  6,  and  B.B.  Shot, 
also  in  12,  16,  20  gauge  solid  balls. 

We  also  carry  Nitro  Club  Shells 
in  game  and  traploads. 


When  you  want  trapping  and  sporting  supplies  write  to 
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The  Amateur  Trapper  on  the  Trap  Line 


C.  A.  Lashomb 


JUST  to  mention  trapping  to  the  red-blooded 
boy  or  amateur  trapper  is  to  set  his  blood 
a-tingling.  The  thought  that  the  trapping 
season  is  at  hand  fills  him  with  joy,  and  he 
counts  the  days  until  he  will  see  himself  on  the 
trapping  grounds,  traps  in  working  order, 
bait  prepared,  traps  clean  and  rust  removed, 
new  traps  buried  in  the  manure  pile  or  boiled 
in  a  tea  made  of  tke  bark  of  the  trees  that 
grow  in  the  greatest  quantity  in  the  neigh- 
borhood of  the  trap  line,  grub  list  all  ready, 
plenty  of^warm  clothing  on  hand,  Indians 
mocassins  packed,  rifle  cleaned,,  plenty  of 
ammunition,  sharp  hunting  knife  as  well  as  a 
sharp  hunting  axe,  the  lantern  complete  and 
in  good  trim,  tobacco  galore — and  a  few 
good  books  to  read. 

In  the  very  beginning  I  want  to  have  it 
understood  distinctly  that  I  am  not  going 
to  give,  or  try  to  give  the  experienced  trapper 
points  or  hints  on  trapping.  My  aim  is  to 
give  the  amateur  trapper  a  mechanic-like 
start  on  the  trap  line.  I  know  from  exper- 
ience that  a  lot  of  discouragement  could  be 
done  away  with  and  the  lives  of  many  valuable 
fur  bearers  saved  if  all  traps  could  be  set  so 
that  once  the  animal  is  caught  it  cannot 
escape,  and  will  die  as  soon  as  possible  before 
the  fur  can  be  injured.  The  fur  trade  of 
Canada  runs  up  into  millions  of  dollars  every 
year.  Does  this  not  mean  something  to^  the 
prosperity  of  the  country,  something  that  is 
worth  looking  into  and  eliminating  every 
possible  source  of  waste? 

Unprime  skins  are  worse  than  useless,  in 
fact  an  unprime  skin  is  a  dead  loss.  Small 
it  is  in  many  cases,  yet  it  means  a  certain 
loss  to  the  industry.  When  you  consider  the 
amount  of  unprime  skins  taken  every  year  in 
Canada  alone,  I  feel  that  if  every  skin  could 
he  accounted  for  the  total  would  amount  to 
staggering  figures — and  at  whose  door  are  we 
to  lay  this  loss?    I  claim  the  amateur,  the 


small  boy  trapper  and  the  fur  hog.  While  the 
amateur  and  the  small  boy  can  be  excused 
there  is  no  excuse  for  the  fur  hog — and  I 
know  that  he  exists,  unfortunately.  The 
amateur  and  the  small  boy  do  not  know  the 
difference,  and  in  their  eagerness  to  make  a 
big  catch  they  start  too  early  in  the  season, 
before  the  skins  are  prime.  How  are  we  to 
know  when  skins  are  prime?  some  amateur 
may  well  ask.  Well,  for  those  who  are  not 
in  possession  of  this  knowledge  let  me  give 
you  a  valuable  guide  as  to  the  time.  I  find, 
in  my  experience,  that  it  is  safe  to  start  a 
week  or  so  after  the  season  has  been  declared 
open  by  the  Department  ol  Game  and  Fisher- 
ies, or  whatever  department  of  the  govern- 
ment in  your  province  looks  after  the  pro- 
tection of  fur  bearing  animals.  In  many 
districts  I  have  noticed  that  the  small  boy 
trappers  set  their  own  open  seasons,  and  as 
I  said  before  they  are  the  cause  of  the  enor- 
mous annual  loss  through  unprime  furs. 

Two  weeks  after  the  season  opens,  and 
stop  a  week  before  it  closes  in  the  spring,  pro- 
viding, of  course,  that  the  season  is  one  of 
months.  If  the  season  is  only  a  short  one  of  a 
few  weeks  one  has  to  be  governed  accordingly. 
I  have  seen  unprime  skins  (muskrats)  sold 
for  five  cents  a  skin  while  those'  taken 
in  the  open  season  brought  as  high  as  forty- 
five  cents.  Had  the  young  trapper  waited  a 
week  or  two  he  would  have  received  sever* 
or  eight  times  as  much  for  his  fur.  Unprime 
skins  and  poor  stretching  is  the  cause  of  a 
terrible  annual  loss  in  the  fur  markets  of  the 
world.  This  enormous  loss  must  be  stopped, 
or  a  check  put  to  it.  How  are  we  going  to  do 
it?  By  simply  asking  all  lovers  of  the  trap 
line  and  fur  dealers  to  appeal  to  the  govern- 
ment to  put  a  stop  to  all  this  indiscriminate 
trapping  by  young  boys  and  girls.  Yes, 
young  girls  too.  I  know  of  several  giils  who 
set  traps,  for  pin  money,  ansl  I  am^satisfied 


ROD  AND  GUN  IN  CANADA 


845 


When  a  customer  out  of  town,  phones  about  an  order,  you  can  give  him  the 
desired  information  immediately.  This  is  only  one  of  the  special  advant- 
ages of 


The  Dictograph .  System 
of  Interior  Telephone 

the  most  efficient  means  of  intercommunication  known,  not  only  doubles 
the  value  of  the  minutes  of  the  extra  daylight  hour,  but  of  every  other 
working  hour,  increasing  efficiency  75%,  and  adding  to  health  and 
happiness. 

The  scientifically  perfect  DICTOGRAPH  means  that  you,  Mr.  Executive 
while  seated  at  your  desk,  can  get  in  instant  touch  with  any  man  in  your 
organization — and  without  calling  him  from  his  post. 

There's  no  switchboard,  no  operator,  no  earpiece,  no  mouthpiece,  no 
automatic  numbers  to  turn — you  just  flip  up  a  key  and  talk — in  a  conver- 
sational tone.  The  wonderful  loud  speaker  (an  exclusive  DICTOGRAPH 
feature)  carries  your  voice  and  brings  back  your  answer  as  clear  as  a  bell. 

Think  of  the  time  saved  in  visiting  from  office  to  office. 

Think  of  the  dispatch  with  which  a  transaction  can  go  through 
when  you  have  a  DICTOGRAPH  Conference  without  calling  a 
single  man  from  his  desk. 

Think  of  the  convenience  of  being  able  to  get  inside  information 
from  one  or  more  sources  through  the  DICTOGRAPH  while  a 
party  calling  from  the  outside  is  held  on  the  wire. 

And  only  with  the  DICTOGRAPH  does  the  executive  have  at 
-  all  times  the  right  of  way.  This  means  no  interrupting  voice,  no  delays. 

FOR  FURTHER  INFORMATION,  APPLY  TO 

iIGMAL  SYSTEMS,  LIMITED 


26  QUEEN  STREET,  E., 


TORONTO,  ONTARIO. 
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that  pin  money  is  all  they  got.  Trapping 
should  not  be  permitted  by  boys  and  girls 
under  eighteen.  The  fup  bearing  animals  are 
part  of  the  wealth  of  the  country,  and  while 
we  have  some  laws  protecting  them,  yet  there 
is  still  a  very  heavy  loss  each  year. 

So  it  is  up  to  the  trapping  fraternity  to  take 
the  matter  in  hand  at  once  by  educating  the 
amateur  trapper  and  the  promising  girl  and 
boy  trapper  in  a  big-brotherly  way.  Show 
them  where  they  are  wrong  in  trapping  out 
of  season.  Explain^  about  the  loss  in  impro- 
perly stretched  skins.  Show  them  how  to  set 
traps  correctly  for  the  different  fur  bearing 
animals. 

Show  him  that  you  mean  well  by  him. 
Show  him  how  to  set  a  twig  under  the  pan 
of  the  trap  so  as  to  stop  smaller  animals  set- 
ting off  a  trap  intended  for  larger  animals, 
this  point  is  little  known  to  amateur  trappers, 
and,  I  am  sure  would  be  appreciated  by 
them.  If  possible  take  him  over  your  trap 
line  and  let  him  see  how  you  set  your  traps. 
Make  him  feel  the  honor  and  responsibility  of 
the  profession.  Tell  him  quietly  and  in 
earnest  what  the  loss  of  unprime  skins  in  one 
season  means  to  the  industry,  and  the  dif- 
ference in  value  between  prime  and  unprime 
skins. 

The  shop  owner  will  not  take  on  an  amateur 
and  let  him  go  into  the  shop  and  go  ahead 
and  build  up  a  machine  without  having  any 
knowledge  of  machinery,  nor  will  the  builder 
let  the  amateur  go  ahead  and  build  a  house 
without  any  knowledge  of  building.  So  with 
the  trapping  profession.  The  trapper  should 
have  some  knowledge  of  trapping,  so  as  to  get 
his  animal,  and  not  a  leg,  leaving  the  animal 
to  crawl  away  and  die  slowly.  We  must 
look  at  the  matter  from  a  humane  standpoint. 
We  must  educate  the  young  trappers  along 
lines  pertaining  to  the  profession. 

Have  you  ever  noticed  the  way  the  amateur 
looks  up  to  the  old-timer?  In  his  eyes  the 
old-timer  is  a  sort  of  hero,  and  he  would  talk 
'trap'  all  day  long,  he  is  so  eager  to  learn. 
And  how  often  he  hesitates  to  ask  the  ques- 
tions he  is  burning  to  know  for  fear  of  offend- 
ing the  experienced  one!  These  very  quest- 
ions answered  would  be  of  great  value  to 
the  fraternity  in  general:  he  is  keen  for  in- 
formation on  trapping,  on  making  sets,  snares, 
deadfalls — can't  you  read  it  in  his  eyes — in 
his  very  face? 

Be  a  sport!  Break  the  silence!  There  is  a 
whole  lot  in  doing  anyone  a  good  turn,  even 
if  they  forget  it  afterwards.    If  they  practice 


your  good  advice  the  fraternity  will  get  the 
benefit  directly  or  indirectly,  and  the  fact 
that  you  hav£  done  someone  a  good  turn  is  a 
reward  in  itself.  Teach  the  ^onor  of  the  trap 
line.  Teach  him  also  to  respect  the  right  of 
deadfalls.  You  will  readily  understand  the 
reason  why  he  does  go  nosing  round.  In  nine 
cases  out  of  ten  it  is  because  he  does  not 
understand  how  to  do  the  work  himself,  and 
is  so  passionately  anxious  to  learn.  So  he 
takes  a  look  round.  Chances  are  that  he 
upsets  your  set  or  disturbs  the  surroundings 
much  to  your  trouble  and  annoyance. 

Teach  him  to  go  about  his  own  business, 
hands  off  other  trappers'  work,  and  never  to 
interfere  with  an  animal  in  someone  else's 
trap  unless  the  animal  is  likely  to  get  away. 
Then,  and  then  only  to  kill  the  animal,  as  a 
matter  of  trapper's  interest,  being  careful  not 
to  do  more  damage  to  the  fur  than  is  absolute- 
ly necessary.  Show  him  how  to  leave  the 
animal  close  to  where  the  trap  is  set,  or  near 
the  trapper's  trail;  how  to  kill  the  different 
fur  bearers,  to  do  it  in  a  humane  way,  with  the 
least  damage  to  skin  and  fur.  I  have  seen 
amateurs  almost  pound  the  animal's  head  into 
a  pulp  in  order  to  kill  it.  This  is  not  only 
cruel,  but  quite  unnecessary.  What  would 
the  amateur  appreciate  more  than  to  have  the 
experienced  trapper  show  him  how  to  lay  out 
his  trap  line  as  the  experienced  trapper  does 
himself,  how  to  blaze  his  trail,  how  to  mark 
where  he  sets  his  trap,  the  traps  hidden  from 
view  to  defeat  Johnny  Sneakum,  and  yet 
able  to  be  found  when  a  heavy  fall  of  snow 
covers  everything,  how  to  indicate  how  many 
traps  are  set  in  a  cluster.  I  myself  have  dis- 
covered that  all  trappers  do  not  use  the  same 
methods  of  keeping  tab  on  their  sets,  and  I 
for  one  use  a  method  that  I  think  is  original . 
and  that  has  never  failed  me  as  yet.  Every 
trapper  has  his  own  way,  so  I  leave  it  to  the 
professional  to  teach  the  amateur  any  prac- 
tical method  that  will  answer  equally  as  well. 
Another  point  that  I  want  to  bring  up  in  the 
amateur's  favor  is  this.  Teach  him  where  to 
find  the  different  animals — what  furbearers 
are  taken  on  the  highlands,  what  are  found  on 
the  lowlands.  This  is  one  point  that  the 
amateur  usually  knows  nothing  about,  and 
any  information  would  be  certain  to  be  ap- 
preciated by  him. 

Of  all  the  trapping  guides  that  I  have  read 
I  failed  to  find  the  above  much-needed  in- 
formation. In  some  states  there  is  very 
little  snow,  in  other  parts  the  fall  is  very 
heavy,  so  that  rules  that  work  in  one  locality 
do  not  work  in  others,  so  that  each  trapper  is 
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Musson  Books 
Holiday  Gifts 

that  by  giving  books  for  Christmas. 


We  in  this  Northern  Clime  are  able  to  enjoy  the 
traditional  Christmas  more  perhaps  than  the 
dwellers  of  any  other  country.  A  Canadian  fireside 
is  the  centre  of  a  thousand  charms,  a  spot  where 
good  cheer  and  fellowship  abound — and  doubly  so 
if  there  are  a  few  good  books  around.  So  in  what 
better  way  can  we  remember  our  friends  this  year 
Any  one  of  the  books  in  this  list  will  give  more 
genuine  pleasure  than  any  other  article  at  three  or  four  times  its  cost — and  the  whole 
family  can  read  it.  Each  one  is  a  suitable  gift  for  someone,  and  some  of  them  are 
suitable  gifts  for  everyone. 


The  Heart  of  Cherry  McBain 

By  Douglas  Durkin 

Here  is  one  of  the  greatest  romances  that  has  ever 
come  out  of  the  Canadian  West.  It  is  a  story  of  the 
Nation's  frontiers  of  where  men  and  women  meet  and 
work  and  nurse  new  hopes  in  virgin  valleys  and  fertile 
plains.  A  story  of  big  men  and  big  emotions  and  the 
big  out  of  doors,  with  scarcely  half  an  hour  under  cover. 

Cloth,  $1.50 

Rider  of  the  King  Log 

By  Holman  Day 

A  tense  story  of  love  and  loyalty,  treachery  and  in- 
trigue, set  against  the  background- of  the  great  woods. 
The  tang  of  the  pines  is  in  its  pages,  the  zest  of  the 
keen  forest  air,  the  lure  of  danger,  and  for  the  heroine 
we  have  one  of  the  most  lovable  girls  in  recent  fiction. 

Cloth,  $1.75 

The  Lion's  Mouse 

C.  N.  &  A.  M.  Williamson] 

Here,  at  last,  is  the  real  thing  in  mystery  story.  The 
kind  that  keeps  the  reader  tense  until  the  end.  It  tells 
of  the  amazing  adventures  that  befel  Roger  Sand 
following  his  marriage  after  a  day's  acquaintance 
with  the  beautiful  woman  of  mystery.      Cloth,  $1.60. 

The  Builders 

By  Ellen  Glasgow 

.  A  powerful  novel  of  one  of  those  strong  men  who 
build  for  to-morrow  and  submit  to  the  misunderstand- 
ings of  to-day,  and  the  most  subtly  feminine  character 
Ellen  Glasgow  has  yet  drawn.  It  is  a  book  worth 
reading  and  worth  giving.  Cloth,  $1.60. 

Unbroken  Lines 

By  Harriet  T.  Comstock 

"Unbroken  Lines" — the  lives  that  cannot  meet, 
the  unhappy  marriages.  How  one  woman's  life  diverg- 
ed and  joined  the  life  of  her  real  mate  is  the  theme  of 
this  absorbing  story,  with  the  Rocky  Mountains 
and  a  New  England  town  for  the  background. 

Cloth,  $1.60. 

Musson's  Wonder  Book  of  Mother 
Goose 

With  over  100  illustrations  in  color  and  black 
and  white. 

By  Florence  Choate  and  Elizabeth  Curtis 

Mother  Goose  never  goes  out  of  fashion.  Her 
rhymes  are  the  invariable  starting  point  of  the  child's 
library.  An  edition  such  as  this,  notable  alike  for  its 
careful  editing,  its  distinctive  color  illustrations  and 
its  reasonable  price,  is  a  veritable  nursery  treasure, 
fully  measuring  up  to  the  standard  of  its  companion 
volumes,  "Musson's  Wonder  Book  of  Fairy  Tales" 
and  "Musson's  Wonder  Book  of  the  Bible." 

Cloth,  $3.00. 


LudendorfTs  Own  Story 

By  General  Ludendorff 

Newspaper  articles  on  the  front  pages  of  leading 
dailies,  editorials  and  letters  to  the  press  testify  to  the 
wide  interest  in  this  amazing  book.  No  publishing 
event  in  years  has  so  excited  the  public  mind.  It  is  an 
amazing,  human  document — a  revelation  of  the  work- 
ings of  the  Teutonic  military  mind.  From  the  storm- 
ing of  Liege  to  the  armistice  it  stands  a  complete  record 
of  the  achievements  and  opinions  of  the  man  who  is 
credited  with  being,  above  all  others,  the  brains  of 
the  German  army.  It  will  be  the  most  discussed  book 
of  the  year.    Two  volumes. 

The  Broken  Soldier  and  the  Maid  of 
France 


By  Henry  Van  Dyke 

Out  of  the  beautiful  myth  that  the  soldiers  of  France 
have  often  been  lead  and  inspired  on  the  battlefield 
by  the  vision  of  Joan  of  Arc,  Dr.  Van  Dyke  has  woven 
a  tale  of  rare  spiritual  quality — of  One  poor  Poilu  who 
saw  the  maid  of  France  as  in  a  dream,  and  with  her 
help  went  on  gloriously  with  the  fight  he  had  been 
about  to  give  up. 

_^ai  ^  Pocket  edition,  illustrated,    cloth,  60c. 

Large  edition,  illus.  in  colors,  cloth,  $1.25 

The  Desert  of  Wheat 

ByZane  Grey 

A  vivid,  gripping  story,  woven  around  the  heart  of 
the  wheat  country,  A  story  of  grit  and  cowardice,  of 
patriotism  and  treachery.  Human  nature  remains 
uncurbed — violent — in  the  large,  open  spaces  along 
the    Western    trails.      Illustrated;     cloth  $1.75. 

Birds  of  Peasemarsh 

ByE.L.  Marsh 

The  steadily  increasing  interest  in  the  lives  and 
habits  of  our  native  birds  is  one  of  the  most  encouraging 
indications  of  our  gradually  widening  education.  This 
entirely  Canadian  work,  just  published,  gives  a  well- 
written  and  well-illustrated  description  of  the  sur- 
prisingly interesting  variety  of  the  "Birds  of  Pease- 
marsh,"  a  Canadian  bird  sanctuary. 

Illustrated;  cloth,  $1.50. 

Boh  and  Bill  See  Canada 

By  Alfred  E.  Uren 

All  children  love  both  pictures  and  stories,  and  in 
this  connection  they  will  find  the  greatest  pleasure  and 
delight  in  this  new  Canadian  travel  story  for  little 
boys  and  girls.  In  smoothingly  flowing  verse  it  tells 
of  the  leading  features,  the  growing  cities,  industries, 
and  vast  natural  resources,  the  unequalled  charms, 
wonders  of  mountains  and  prairies,  forests  and  rivers, 
islands  and  lakes,  of  our  great  Dominion. 

Illustrated;  cloth,  $1.25. 


At  all  Booksellers  at  these  prices.  When  ordering  direct 
from  the  publishers  add  10  per  cent  for  carriage  charges 
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governed  by  the  prevailing  conditions  in  his 
locality. 

Snow  sets  are  seldom  touched  upon  in  the 
trappers'  guides.  This  matter  could  be  cover- 
ed much  more  fully  for  the  benefit  of  the 
amateur.  s 

Yes,  teach  him  the  honor  of  the  profession, 
and  tell  him  that  you  expect  him  to  live  up  to 
it.  Make  him  feel  that  he  is  one  of  the  big 
men  that  form  the  trapper's  fraternity.  Talk 
to  him  slowly  and  sincerely,  giving  him  time  to 
absorb  every  bit  of  advice  that  you  give  him. 
I  would  rather  be  pointed  out  as  an  instructor 
in  the  profession  than  be  spoken  of  as  a  man 
too  measly  to  show  anyone  a  few  practical 
pointers  that  would  help  him  a  long,  even  if  it 
conflicted  with  my  own  business.  How  often 
do  we  hear  our  fathers  talk  of  Mr.  So-and-so, 
the  man  I  learned  my  trade  with.  Why  not 
the  same  with  trapping,  Mr.  So-and-so,  the 
trapper,  who  taught  me  all  I  know — some 
person  who  is  a  master  of  the  profession. 

I  feel  satisfied  that  the  men  in  the  trapping 
game  are  big  enough  to  tackle  this  amateur 
problem,  and  to  make  a  big  advance  in  the 
quality  of  the. furs  taken,  also  doing  away  with 
a  lot  of  unnecessary  suffering  to  the  fur  bear- 
ing animals,  and,  at  the  same  time,  saving  the 
industry  from  the  appalling  loss  from  un- 
prime  and  poorly  stretched  skins. 


Just  one  word  in  closing.    Teach  the  ama  - 
teur how  to  shoot.    How  many  accident 
we  read  of  where  someone  has  been  killed 
by  amateurs  who  fired  at  any  moving  object 
thinking  it  a  bear  or  SOMETHING,  only  to 
find  it  was  a  human  being  after  the  fatal  shot 
was  fired.    Teach  him  how  to  get  out  of  th< 
habit  of  shooting  at  anything  he  may  se< 
moving  in  the  grass  or  brush.    He  should  be 
taught  never  to  point  a  gun,  loaded  or  un- 
loaded, in  a  person's  direction,  nor  in  the  di- 
rection of  any  moving  or  stationary  object 
until  he  fully  sees  and  fully  understands  what 
he  is  shooting  at.    It  is  far  better  that  the 
animal  should  get  away  rather  than  someone 
should  be  killed.    That  someone  might  easily 
be  yourself,  lor  you  spend  much  of  your  time 
in  the  woods,  where  other  people  besides  your- 
self have  the  privilege  of  shooting.    I  draw 
these  lines  to  your  attention  as  a  matter  of 
protection  of  human  life. 

Give  the  amateur  an  idea  of  the  different 
calibres.  I  find  that  some  states  call  for 
different   powered    ammunitions.    In  some 

districts  big  game  is  not  often  found.    In  other 

districts  we  find  all  the  general  run  of  game 

from  weasels  to  grizzly  bear,  in  other  places 

from  the  weasel  to  nothing  higger  than  the 

coyote. 


Notes  From  a  Northern  Trapper 

L.  A.  Dickson 


1HAVE  been  a  reader  of  Rod  and  Gun  for 
several  years,  and  I  always  read  it  from 
cover  to  cover  with  the  greatest  of  interest, 
but  the  part  that  I  always  look  at  in  particular 
is  ALONG  THE  TRAP  LINE.  I  have 
been  a  trapper  for  a  number  of  years,  and  I 
have  trapped  hundreds  of  foxes.  I  am  send- 
ing you  a  picture  of  part  of  the  fur  that  I 
caught  in  the  winter  of  1917  in  northern 
Alberta.  If  you  look  carefully  you  can  see 
that  there  is  one  silver  and  two  cross  fox  also 
two  lynx  and  sixteen  brush  wolves. 

(Unfortunately  the  photo  was  not  clear 
enough  for  reproduction.-^— H.C.H.) 

I  have  been  in  the  army  for  over  a  year, 
but  am  discharged  now,  and  believe  me  I 
am  hitting  back  to  the  trap  line  as  soon  as 
possible.  I  will  give  you  a  little  idea  of  how 
I  trap  as  it  may  be  of  interest  to  some  other 
trappers.    I  always  start  for  the  trap  line  in 


September  as  in  the  country  where  I  trap  we 
have  to  pack  our  supplies  frorn  one  to  two 
hundred  miles  from  a  railroad.  I  cut  a 
narrow  trail  through  the  scrub  for  about 
twenty  miles,  as  that  is  what  we  consider  a 
fair  trap  line.  I  use  Victor  No.  2  traps  for 
foxes,  of  which  I  have  about  one  hundred  and 
fifty.  While  blazing  out  my  line  and  building 
my  cabins  I  always  carry  a,  sack  full  of  small 
fish  which  I  scatter  along  my  trail.  Fish  are 
very  plentiful  in  the  far  north.  Then  when 
I  get  ready  to  start  trapping  I  have  all  of 
my  places  picked  out  where  I  wish 
to  make  my  sets.  I  always  set  my 
traps  on  an  ant  hill  or  small  knoll  if  one^is 
handy,  if  not  I  make  one  by  scraping  the  snow 
up  into  a  pile  with  a  spruce  branch,  leaving  a 
narrow  piece  of  snow  between  my  trail  and 
the  hill  which  I  do  not  touch,  then  I  set  my 
trap  on  this  little  neck  of  snow,  being  very 
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Men  Who  Use  Boats  for 
Business  Are  Strong  for 
the  Kermath  Engine 

The  Kermath  Can  Always  Be  Depended  Upon: 
Upkeep  Costs  Are  Remarkably  Low  ana[  the 
Kermath  Has  Longer  Life  Than  Most 

For  several  years  now  there  has  been  a  steady,  persistent 
increase  in  the  demand  for  Kermath  Engines  among  men 
who  use  a  boat  for  business. 

Here  is  where  real  motor  efficiency  shows  up  in  dollars 
and  cents  and  men  show  a  disposition  to  get  the  real  facts 
about  an  Engine  before  they  put  their  money  in  it. 

The  Kermath  Engine,  is  standard  equipment  with  more 
than  sixty  per  cent  of  all  the  boat  builders  of  the  world 
They  select  the  Kermath  because  of  its  wonderful  service, 
its  low  first  cost;  its  very  low  upkeep  costs,  and  the  freedom 
from  repairs. 

They  want  their  boats  to  be  right — and  so  they  are  natur- 
ally critical  about  the  Engine  they  install. 

Kermath  Engines  use  only  about  half  the  fuel  usually 
required. 

Vibration  is  cut  down  to  the  minimum — insuring  less  wear 
and  tear  on  the  engine;  longer  life  and  freedom  from  repair 
bills. 

If  you  are  interested  in  an  engine  for  a  business  boat,  get 
the  facts  about  Kermath  Engines. 

Your  forethought  and  critical  buying  standard  will  pay  you 
big  dividends. 

You'll  spend  less  money  for  repairs  and  you'll  get  steadier, 
more  consistent  service  from  your  boat. 

The  man  who  can  sell  you  a  Kermath  Engine  is  a  man 
worth  knowing. 

Prices  $400  to  $550. 

Write  for  Interesting  Vircular  Which  Gives 
Full  Information  About  Kermath  Engines 

Address,  Department  "L" 


aVA|  fi-^  Heddon 

■  ^  Bait  Casting  Reels 
p  Jim  Heddon  2-Piece  Rods 
Baby  Crab  and  Other  Minnows 


Bal 
Crab" 
03  °/o 
V/eedless 


AsK  the  Fish!" 
Jas.  Heddon's  Sons 

Dowagiac,  Mich 


\ 


850 


ROD  AND  GUN  IN  CANADA 


careful  not  to  touch  the  snow.  I  place  a 
little  piece  of  grass  or  butter  paper  under  the 
trap,  placing  it  just  level  with  the  snow  then 
I  cut  up  some  grass  into  pieces  just  long 
enough  to  reach  from  the  pan  to  the  jaws  and 
these  I  place  carefully  on  the  trap.  Then  I 
use  a  paddle  or  a  shingle  if  I  can  get  one  and 
shoving  it  under  the  loose  snow  I  pick  it  up 
without  disturbing  the  snow  on  the  paddle 
then  I  hold  it  over  the  trap  and  with  a  quick 
jerk  let  the  snow  fall  on  the  trap  the  same  as  if 
it  had  fallen  there  naturally.  Now  a  fox  will 
not  go  up  on  the  sides  where  I  was  scraping  on, 
but  he  will  go  on  the  little  strip  that  looks  as 
if  it  was  not  disturbed.  I  mostly  use  fish  for 
bait.  Place  some  on  top  of  the  mound, 
covering  with  snow  and  grass,  then  I  use 
some  prepared  fish  for  scent.  Now  when  I 
catch  a  fox  in  a  set  I  am  almost  sure  to  catch 
,  another  in  the  same  place.  I  never  change 
my  set  after  each  catch.  I  always  kill  a  fox 
by  hitting  him  on  the  nose  with  a  little  hand 


axe  I  always  carry,  then  when  he  is  bleeding 
freely  I  take  him  up  by  the  hind  legs  and 
shake  the  blood  all  around  over  my  set.  Now 
how  many  book  trappers  claim  not  to  leave 
any  blood  signs  around  when  you  kill  a  fox? 
I  have  caught  as  many  as  four  foxes  in  one 
set,  and  I  always  do  as  I  stated  above. 

I  always  use  snowshoes  when  going  over 
my  trap  line,  and  I  treat  these  with  a  trail 
scent  that  I  use  myself  with  the  result  that 
the  animals  always  follow  my  trail.  When 
I  step  off  my  snowshoes  to  set  a  trap  or  to 
take  out  an  animal  I  always  cover  my  tracks 
up  carefully.  I  mostly  catch  about  a  dozen 
coyotes  in  my  traps  each  winter,  but  I  do  not 
trap  them  much  as  by  sticking  to  fox  I  have 
a  chance  to  catch  a  black  or  silver.  I  always 
get  from  three  to  five  hundred  muskrats 
every  spring  as  I  do  not  trap  for  fox  after  the 
middle  of  February  as  they  get  rubbed  then 
and  are  not  worth  much.  I  wish  you  every 
success  with  the  best  hunter's  book  in  Canada. 


Hints  on  Trapping  the  Lynx 

"Cap." 


THE  lynx  is  a  far  less  suspicious  animal 
than  the  fox  and  the  coyote.  Added  to 
this  they  have  a  considerable  amoun 
of  "satiable  curiosity"  like  Kipling's,  Ele- 
phant's Child,  so  that  where  they  abound  they 
are  not  hard  to  trap,  especially  if  the  trapper 
takes  a  little  trouble  to  acquaint  himself  with 
their  habits.  They  apparently  travel  where 
rabbits  are  plentiful,  and  when  the  rabbits 
die  off  they  leave  that  locality  for  the  time, 
an  odd  track  now  and  again  at  long  intervals 
being  all  that  is  seen  of  them. 

Where  they  are  present  they  are  methodical 
in  their  habits.  They  appear  to  have  at 
special  route  over  which  they  travel  about 
every  nine  days,  so  that  when  the  track  of 
one  has  been  discovered  a  trap  set  somewhere 
along  the  line  of  travel  will  usually  get  the 
animal,  especially  if  it  is  in  the  neighborhood 
of  a  rabbit  run,  where  he  is  sure  to  prowl 
around  in  search  of  his  natural  food. 

Lynx  are  not  nearly  as  keen  of  scent  as 
the  fox  and  coyote,  nor  does  their  sense  of 
hearing  appear  to  be  especially  strong,  but 
they  are  very  sharp  sighted,  and  their  natural 
curiosity  leads  them  to  examine  anything 
that  seems  strange  or  unusual.    Where  a 


trap  is  set  in,  or  beside  any  open  space  a 
small  red  flag  or  other  conspicuous  object 
placed  ■  a  few  feet  away  will  attract  their 
attention,  and  they  will  invariably  go  to  find 
out  what  it  is.  By  this  means  they  are  lured 
sufficiently  near  to  see  the  bait,  which  would 
naturally  be  rabbit  or  partridge  or  something 
akin,  or  to  smell  the  strong  scent  which  is 
often  used  with,  or  instead  of  bait.  Another 
method  of  attracting  the  animal's  attention  is 
to  scatter  some  colored  feathers  around  close 
to  the  entrance  to  the  trap. 

The  best  set  for  lynx  is  a  kind  of  cage  made 
of  sticks  and  boughs  and  roofed  with  ever- 
greens to  prevent  the  snow  from  burying  it 
too  deeply.  The  trap  and  bait  are  placed 
inside,  and  two  crossed  sticks  are  put  at  the 
lower  part  of  the  entrance,  forming  a  slight  bar 
which  makes  it  necessary  for  the  animal  to 
step  high  in  entering  the  pen,  and,  incidentally, 
put  his  foot  into  the  jaws  of  the  trap.  Be- 
sides the  cross"  sticks  little  sharp  pointed 
twigs  are  placed,  point  upwards  in  the  snow 
around  the  trap,  and  outside  the  jaws.  A 
lynx  will  not  step  on  anything  sharp,  so  he 
sets  his  foot  on  the  apparently  smooth  space 
in  the  centre.  After  the  s§t  is  made  all 
rose  bush,  or  other  sharp  stubs  that  may  be 
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around  outside  the  pen  should  be  cut  down, 
and  loose  snow  kicked  over  the  whole,  leaving 
everything  as  smooth  as  possible. 


CAGE 


DRAG 


A  lynx  only  eats  cold  meat  when  driven  to 
it  by  hunger,  consequently  when  his  natural 
food  is  plentiful  the  carcass  of  an  animal  that 


has  been  killed  for  some  time  has  little  or  no 
attraction  for  him,  and  then  the  scent  bait 
is  far  more  efficacious.  The  scent  should  be 
placed  on  a  stick  from  fourteen  to  eighteen 
inches  high,  and  driven  into  the  ground  about 
twelve  or  fourteen  inches  behind  the  trap. 
The  stick  is  split,  and  the  scent  is  put  in  the 
division,  or  it  can  be  placed  in  moss  or  grass 
and  wedged  in.  This  stake  is  known  as  the 
rubbing  post,  and  if  the  trap  should  fail  to 
spring  the  animal  will  rub  that  stake  until  it 
leaves  great  wads  of  hair  sticking  to  it. 
E\erybody  who  has  been  a  cat  rubbing  the 
side  of  its  head  against  the  leg  of  a  table,  will 
know  just  what  performance  the  lynx  will 
go  through  with  that  stick. 

Four  years  ago  the  lynx  came  in  great 
numbers  into  the  district  north-west  of  Lake 
Winnipegosis,  through  which  the  Overflowing 
River  runs.  I  followed  the  method  above, 
using  no  meat  baits,  and  caught  seventy,  thus 
accounting  for  almost  every  track  that  I 
saw  along  my  line.  That  year  the  rabbits 
began  to  die  off,  and  by  the  following  winter 
there  were  very  few,  while  a  year  later  still 
there  was  not  a  sign  of  one.  Consequently 
there  have  been  no  more  lynx  in  the  neigh- 
borhood. 


The  Larger  Cats  and  Dead  Bait 

H.  G.  H. 


IN  an  interesting  article  in  this  department 
"Cap"  gives  his  method  of  trapping  lynx, 
a  method,  with  which  he  has  met  with 
•considerable  success.  In  correspondence  with 
the  writer  "Cap"  states  that  he  has  only 
known  of  lynx  eating  dead  bait  on  two  occa- 
sions, and  this  fact  is  so  interesting  that  we 
are  asking  those  of  our  readers  who  have  had 
experience  with  these  big  cats  to  give  us  the 
benefit  of  their  observations. 

^'Cap"  says:  "I  do  not  know  if  I  suffici- 
ently^emphasized  the  fact  that  curiosity  is  a 
great  factor  in  trapping  this  animal.  Green 
brush  piled  up,  a  red  flag,  or  anything  likely 
to  attract,  his  attention  as  being  something 
unusual  entices  him  to  the  cage,  and  the  scent 
on  the  rubbing  post  lures  him  inside.  A  lynx, 
like  a  cat,  likes  to  roll  in  certain  substances 
with  an  odor  that  meets  with  his  approval. 
As  a  house  cat  will  rub  first  one  side  of  his 
Read,  then  the  other  in  catnip,  and  then  roll 
in  it,  if  it  can,  so  will  a  lynx  rub  iteslf  against 
a  post  with  the  right  kind  of  scent  on  it.  Have 


you  ever  known  a  lynx  to  eat  dead  (cold)  bait 
unless  starved  to  it?  I  have  trapped  in  the 
Alleghanies,  Catskills,  several  of  the  North- 
Eastern  States,  New  Ontario  and  Manitoba, 
and  have  only  known  of  them  doing  so  twice. 
Once  a  lynx  caught  in  a  trap  staked  solid  by 
the  hind  quarter  of  a  moose  ate  a  large 
part  of  it  before  he  was  found.  Another  time 
one  took  poisoned  bait  put  out  for  coyotes.  I 
have  never  trapped  in  the  Rockies  or  B.C. 
and  know  nothing  about  the  cougar.  I  do 
not  at  all  mind  any  criticism  or  the  expression 
of  an  opinion  disagreeing  with  mine.  It  is 
by  argument  that  one  learns.  Possibly 
locality  may  influence  to  some  extent  the 
habits  of  animals  of  the  same  kind." 

This  is  so  directly  in  conflict  with  my  own 
experience  that  short  letters  on  the  subject  will 
be  welcome. 

Lynx  I  caught  last  winter  were  full  fed  and 
fat,  and  never  failed  to  clean  up  whatever 
bait  was  in  the  pen. 

The  same  remarks  also  apply  to  the  cougar 
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A  CHRISTMAS  PRESENT 

TRAPPERS — Why  not  make  yourself  a  Christmas 
present  of  a  big  catch  of  furs  ? 

All  it  costs  is  $2.00;  for  which  you  receive  the  com- 
plete set  of  formulae,  with  simple  instructions  for 
making  NEVER-FAIL  DECOYS.  These  decoys 
are  nature's  own.  lures  for  fur 'bearing  animals.  Orig- 
inally compounded  by  Indians  and  white  trappers  of 
great  experience  and  used  by  them  exclusively,  they 
are  guaranteed  to  increase  your  catch  when  made 
according  to  instructions. 

If  you  want  to  make  a  record  winter  and  spring 
catch  start  now  to  realize  it  by  writing  your  name 
plainly  on  this  ad.,  pinning  a  §2  bill  to  it,  and  putting 
it  in  an  envelope, address 

ROBT.  G.  HODGSON,  RAGLAN,  ONT. 


SHIP  YOUR 

Furs  and  Diamonds  or  Pearls 

—TO— 

New  York  and  London  Fur 
Association 

348  West  41st  St.,  New  York  City. 

Write  this  firm,  they  will  send  you  the  latest 
price  list. 
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Kreps,  an  authority  on  trapping,  says  cougars 
are  rarely  caught  Jn  steel  traps.  I  know  of 
half  a  dozen  caught  in  No.  3  Victors  last 
winter  at  lynx  sets,  the  largest  of  which 
measured  when  stretched  eight  feet  six 
inches  from  tip  to  tip.  It  was  a  particularly 
open  winter,  too.  In  fact  cougar,  that  are 
supposed  not  to  touch  dead  bait  will  often 
follow  up  a  marten  line, for  miles,  cleaning 
up  all  the  baits  and  trapped  animals. 

My  own  experience,  and  that  of  other  trap- 
pers with  whom  I  am  acquainted  warrants  me 
in  saying  that  given  a  large  enough  trap,  in 
working  order  and  free  from  snow,  an  attrac- 
tive bait  and  cougar  are  trapped  as  easily  as 
any  other  animal. 

The  lynx  always  seemed  to  me  a  particularly 
easy  animal  to  trap.  They  are  so  methodical 
in  their  habits  that  one  always  knows  where  to 
find  them — in  fact  there  are  certain  places 
where  lynx  always  go.  Even  strange  animals 
coming  into  the  district  from  outside  seem  to 
make  for  these  places,*  using  the  same  trails 
and  passes.  I  have  never  had  any  trouble 
myself  over  their  refusing  to  take  dead  bait. 


The  greatest  drawback  in  the  mountains  i«  the 
perpetual  snow,  and  if  the  trapper  ean  "only 
keep  his  traps  in  working  order  lynx  are  easy 
to  trap.  _ 

"Cap"  asks  me  a  direct  question,  and  to  this 
I  can  give  him  a  direct  answer.  Yes,  I  do 
know  of  lynx  taking  dead  bait,  not  once  or 
twice,  but  in  dozens  of  cases — both  at  sets 
made  specially  for  them  or  in  stealing  bait 
at  sets  for  smaller  animals. 

These'big  cats  are  not  as  well  known  as 
they  should  be.  Their  eyesight  is  proverbial, 
and  their  curiosity  is  well  known  to  every 
trapper  who  has  had  much  to  do  with  them. 
Their  powers  of  scent,  though,  in  my  opinion 
are  belittled  without  sufficient  justification. 
That  they  have  not  the  same  sharp  scent  as 
fox  or  coyote  is  granted,  but  their  nose  is  far 
from  useless. 

If  some  of  you  old  timers  could  be  per- 
suaded to  pry  yourselves  loose  from  a  few 
thoughts  on  the  subject  the  fraternity  in 
general  might  be  able  to  gain  a  little  new 
knowledge  on  the  relative  attracting  powers 
of  scent  and  dead  bait. 


The  Mail  Bag 


PROTECTION  OF  FUR  BEARERS 


Editor,  Along  the  Trap  Line — 

Can  you  find  space  in  Rod  and  Gun  in 
Canada  to  publish  this  letter,  which  I 
think  some  might  make  good  use  of.  It  is 
regarding  the  protection  of  wild  game  and 
furbearing  animals.  There  are  many  asso- 
ciations that  are  devoting  themselves  to 
inducing  the  government  to  protect  all  fur- 
bearing  animals,  but  they  do  not  seem  to 
have  the  knowledge  of  what  is  best  to  do. 
The  present  law  in  Ontario  is  that  you  can 
trap  Beaver  and  Otter  until  the  last  of  March; 
Marten  and  Mink  until  the  last  of  April  and 
Muskrats  until  the  21st  of  May.  If  we 
want  to  protect  our  fur  bearers  nothing  should 
be  caught  after  the  15th  of  February.  After 
that  date  it  is  the  breeding  season  for  every 
animal.  Some  are  later  or  earlier  than 
others,  but  after  February  15th  all  trappers 
should  stop  trapping. 

I  am  fifty-three  years  old  and  I  have  spent 
nearly  all  my  life  in  the  woods,  trapping  and 
hunting,  so  that  my  experience  is  long  enough 
to  know  something  about  it.  I  have  caught 
Beaver  in  March  that  a  few  days  later  would 
have  had  five  little  ones.  Fisher  all  have 
their  little  ones  during  the  month  of  March. 


Two  years  ago  I  caught  four  Fisher  that  had 
had  their  young,  which,  no  doubt  were  all 
too  young  to  leave  their  mother.  I  have 
also  seen  Mink  running  along  a  stream  with 
her  young  ones  before  the  last  of  April. 

The  trapping  season  should  be  from  Nov- 
ember 1st  until  February  15th.  If  the 
trapping  season  would  close  at  the  same  date 
for  all  fur  bearing  animals  it  would  be  much 
easier  for  the  game  warden  to  see  that  the  law 
is  observed.  How  can  two  or  three  men  watch 
over  two  or  three  thousand  men  who  have  the 
right  to  trap  in  May?  Well,  if  the  close 
season  would  close  for  all  fur  bearing  animals 
there  would  be  no  reason  for  traps  to  be  set 
after  that  date  and  the  law  could  be  enforced. 

There  is  another  thing  that  seems  suffici- 
ently important  to  be  mentioned  here.  It  is 
the  way  our  government  acts  regarding 
trappers'  licenses.  The  trapper  pays  $5.00 
for  his  license  and  $5.00  for  ten  Beaver  cou- 
pons for'  which  he  is  not  allowed  to  catch 
more  than  ten  Beaver;  but  he  can  catch  any 
amount  of  other  fur  bearing  animals.  The 
government  is  getting  only  $10.00  per  trapper. 
Why  not  have  the  law  as  it  is  in  Quebec? 
Charge  a  good  royalty  on  all  kinds  of  furs, 
and  let  the  trapper  trap  from  November  1st 
to  February  15th,  and  let  him  trap  all  that  he 
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may  be  able  to  trap.  Make  the  dealer  pay 
the  royalty;  the  trapper  may  also  pay  a  small 
fee  for  license.  In  this  way  the  government 
will  get  a  big  revenue  out  of  this  natural 
resource.  Have  an  early  closed  season  for 
everything  and  that  is  the  only  way  to  pro- 
tect our  fur  bearing  animals.  The  law  of 
to-day  will  never  protect  this  resource. 

This  last  winter  many  were  fined  for  break- 
ing the  laws.  Can  we  expect  a  poor  man  with 
a  big  family  to  support  to  stay  in  the  woods 
with  all  the  hardships  and  not  be  tempted  to 
trap  more  than  ten  Beaver  where  there  are 
thousands,  and  especially  when  he  knows  that 
some  buyer,, will,  furnish  him  with  coupons? 
The  government,  as  I  understand,  has  made 
good  out  of  many  trappers  and  buyers,  but 
that  does  not  protect  our  fur  bearing  animals. 
The  revenue  from  this  source  should  be  paid 
by  the  manufacturer;  it  always  comes  out  of 
the  consumer.  Anyway,  whoever  wants  to 
wear  expensive  furs  can  well  afford  to  pay  for 
it.  The  consumption  of  fur  last  winter  at 
the  high  prices  was  just  as  much  as  it  was  10 
or  15  years  ago  when  fur  was  only  one-quarter 
of  the  value  it  is  to-day. 

The  only 'way  to  protect  our  furbearing 
animals  is  to  have  a  short  open  season;  have 
the  manufacturers  or  dealers  pay  the  royalty, 
and  let  the  trapper  alone  during  the  open 
season.  The  trapper  is  the  man  to  protect 
the  fur  bearing  animals.  If  justice  is  given 
to  him  we  can  depend  upon  him  as  it  is  in  his 
own  interest  to  protect  the  game;  it  is  his 
life,  and  if  he  is  getting,  his  rights  we  can 
rely  upon  him  for  protection. 

Never  in  the  world  will  our  fur  bearers  be 
protected  with  such  laws.  Our  government 
must  get  other  ways;  we  must  get  the  trapper 
with  us;  give  them  their  rights;  it  is  the  only 
way.  It  is  up  to  some  people  to  explain  the 
matter  properly,  and  to  ask  the  government 
to  take  it  under  consideration. 
Sudbury,  Ont.  G.  0. 

Edit.  Comment — Undoubtedly  as  it  stands 
at  present  the  Ontario  law  allows  for  too  long 
an  open  season.  At  the  outside  the  end  of 
March  should  see  the  close  of  all  trapping 
except  for  muskrat  and  bear,  and  the  fifteenth 
of  March  would  be  better  still.  Apart  from 
the  question  of  breeding,  as  spring  approaches 
the  skins  of  most  animals  deteriorate,  and 
though  the  hide  may  be  prime,  yet  the  fur  is 
rubbed  and  sheddy. 

I  sometimes  doubt  if  an  amicable  agree- 
ment will  ever  be  reached  on  this  subject  of 
close  seasons.  For  instance  Michigan  did, 
or  attempted  to,  curtail  spring  trapping,  with 


the  result  that  every  trapper  was  up  in  arms 
at  once.  Their  argument  (and  it  was  un- 
answerable) was  that  freeze-up  came  so  early 
in  the  fall  that  spring  was  the  only  time  when 
they  could  make  a  catch  of  muskrats.  Un- 
doubtedly the  same  conditions  exist  in  many 
parts  of  Ontario.  If  only  muskrats  would  be 
caught  the  law  would  not  be  too  bad — but  as 
you  know  it  is  impossible  to  trap  muskrats  to 
any  extent  without  catching  a  certain  amount 
of  other  fur  bearers  such  as  mink —  and  mink 
will  usually  be  shedding  and  fading  by  March 
at  the  latest. 

It  is  a  question  that  the  trappers  of  the 
province  should  talk  over  together.  The  day 
of  the  fur  hog  is  passing.  Most  intelligent 
men  realize  now  that  if  this  greatest  of  out- 
door games  is  to  continue  protection  and  close 
seasons  must  be  encouraged. 

I  do  not  think  I  agree  with  you  on  the 
license  question.  In  my  opinion  a  stiff 
license  is  the  greatest  asset  that  the  trapper 
has.  In  my  province  (B.C.)  we  pay  $10.00 
a  year,  and  for  this  we  are  given  protection — 
no  one  is  allowed  to  touch  our  traps — or  even 
carry  traps  without  a  license — nor  are  other 
trappers  allowed  to  trap  on  ground  already 
occupied.  There  is  too  much  indiscriminate 
trapping — boys  with  six  traps,  and  men  too 
lazy  to  go  into  the  game  properly. 

You  will  always  find  that  at  the  bottom  all 
governments  are  anxious  to  have  the  natural 
resources  exploited.  Only  this  exploitation 
must  go  into  reliable  hands.  The  fur  of 
the  province  belongs  to  the  people.  It  should 
not  be  made  a  source  of  revenue  to  the  gov- 
ernment except  in  the  matter  of  licenses  which 
pay,  or  should  pay  the  cost  of  protection. 

To  turn  every  bush-homesteader  loose  to 
catch  all  the  fur  he  can  on  a  royalty  basis 
would  do  more  to  decimate  the  stock  than  to 
license  a  certain  number  of  men  and  let 
them  catch  all  they  can  of  certain  species.  If 
other  species  are  in  need  of  preservation  by 
all  means  limit  the  number  that  each  trapper 
shall  catch.  I  have  trapped  under  both 
conditions  myself,  and  know  that  I  should 
champion  the  cause  of  the  license  every 
time. 

Of  course  it  is  tough  on  the  man  wintering 
in  the  woods  with  a  big  family.  I  have  lived 
the  life  myself,  from  the  day  when  I  made  my 
first  slashing  to  the  proud  and  happy  present 
when  I  have  a  typewriter  and  a  cigarette 
holder  and  a  second  shirt  for  Sundays.  As 
far  as  I  can  see  everything  is  tough  at  first  for 
the  pioneer.  But  this  stage  passes,  and  a 
man  comes  to  realize  that  if  it  wasn't  for  the 
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ARBLE'I 


MOUNT  BIRDS 

ANIMALS,  GAME  HEADS  AND  ALL  TROPHIES 

The  wonderful  art  of  taxidermy  which  has  long  been  kept  a  secret 
can  now  be  easily,  quickly  learned  by  mail  in  your  home  in  a  few 
weeks  By  an  entirely  new  method  you  can  now  learn  this  money- 
making  profession  during  your  spare  time.  Success  guaranteed. 
Vni*  Can  Mab  ji/innpvi  There  are  big  profits  in  taxidermy. 
IOU  V*dU  JHdKe  ITlUIieyi  Men,  women  and  boys  skilled  in  this  art 
are  in  great  demand.  This  is  the  time  to  learn.  Trophies  are  sent  hund- 
reds of  miles  for  the  best  Taxidermists  to  mount.  A  skilled  Taxidermist, 
like  a  skilled  doctor,  can  charge  as  much  as  he  pleases. 

BEAUTIFUL  TROPHIES  FOR  YOUR  OWN  HOME 

You  can  decorate  your  own  home  and  den  with  your  rare  and  beautiful 
specimens.  Hunters,  trappers  and  naturalists  learn  in  a  very  short  time. 
JJy  our  method  thi  profession  is  simple.  Success  guaranteed  or  no  tuition. 
Great  Book  FREE — "How  to  Learn  to  Mount  Birds  and  Animals." 
This  beautifully  illustrated  book,  a  copy  of  Taxidermy  Magazine  and 
hundreds  of  letters  from  graduates  sent  free  if  you  write  at  once.  Make 
yourself  independent  by  learning  tb«.*  jjref  ession.  Write  for  free  book, 
N.  W.  School  of  Taxidermy  10  IV.  ElWood  Bldg.,  Omaha.  Neb. . 


Every   man   should   carry   one.    Made  of 
nickle-plated  seamless  brass  with  water-tight 
cover.    Size  of  a  10-gauge  shell — just  right  for 
the  pocket.  Holds  good  supply  of  matches 
and  keeps  them  absolutely  dry.     Price  DOC. 

MARBLES  Handy  compasses 


Brass  box  with  agate  bearings.  Guar- 
anteed accurate.  Stationary  dial  pock- 
et compass  

Revolving  dial  $1.40 


$1.10 


SAFETY  COAT  COMPASS — Fastens 
securely  to  coat,  vest  or  belt — can't  get 
lost.  In  plain  view  at  all  times.  Stat- 
ionary dial,  price  

Revolving  dial  $1.65. 


$1.40 


Sold  by  Dealers  Everywhere.  Write 
for  Complete;  Catalog  of  Sports- 
men's Specialties. 

MARBLE^  ARMS  &  MFG.  CO. 

581  Delta  Ave.  Gladstone,  Mich. 


DO  YOU  WANT  ALL  THE  LATEST 
ACCURATE,  RELIABLE  DOPE  ON 

THE  RIFLE? 

You  can  find  it  in  Arms  and  The  Man, 
the  Rifleman's  Newspaper. 


Starting  December  1,  a  new  policy  will  be  inaugur- 
ated. The  shooting  dope  of  the  Government  and  the 
munitions  companies'  laboratories,  and  of  the  foremost 
American  shots  has  been  mobilized  for  our  subscribers 
under  Colonel  Townsend  Whelen.  A  new  Information 
Department,  and  others  have  been  established. 

BECOME  A  SUBSCRIBER  NOW 


$3  a  year. 


Issued  Weekly 


Arms  and  The  Man 

Woodward  Building,  Washington,  D.  C. 


CHAMPION 

DOG  BISCUIT 


A  crisp,  clean,  balanced  ration  of 
meat,  wheat  and  cereals.  In  6-lb.  cartons, 
also  50-lb.  containers  and  bags  for  larpe 
kennels  and  park  animals.  SEND  FOR 
SAMPLE,  prices  and  our  book  on  how  to 
care  for  and  feed  your  dogs. 
CHAMPION  ANIMAL  FOOD  CO..  Minneapolis,  Minnesota 
L>ept.  H  -12  — — — — — 


,  DIAMONDS 


fWDIA 


PPROVAL 


$2-,AMONTH 


Wear  a  genuine,  perfect  diamond  for! 
one  week  at  our  expense.  Examine  the! 
stone  under  all  conditions,  then  don'tj 
buy  unless  we  save  you  from  10%  tol 
|40%.  We  sell  direct  to  you.  at  importer's  prices.| 
IWe  can  give  ydu  best  values  in  Canada. 

OPEN  A  CHARGE  ACCOUNT  ^wj£| 

[may  pay  as  low  as  $2  a  month.  No  notes  or  mort-| 
gages.  Small  deposit  with  order  balance  as  desir- 
ed. All  Charge  Account  dealings  confidential. 
10%cashdisqount.  7  y2%  increase  guaranteed. 
Diamonds  purchased  from  us  may  be  exchanged] 
any  time  at  a  7  lA  %  increase. 
L.ip/ii  r*r>  f-necAletterorpostcardbringsj 
CATALOG  FREtbeautiful   catalog  of| 
[exclusive  diamond  rings,  pendants,  tiepins,  etc. 
iGives  history  of  the  diamond,  explains  qualities! 
land  values,  and  how  you  may  get  one  to  wear  a| 
week  without  cost.  A  book  every  diamond-loverj 
[should  have.    Send  to-day. 

DIAMONDS  LIMITED 
[Dept.  1801.       6  Temperance  St.,  Toronto 


PRINCE  GEORGE 


TORONTO 


CANADA 


Magnificiently  Furnished.  Liberally  Conducted. 

Cuisine  unexcelled.  Courteous  and  Prompt  Service. 
European  Plan.     American  Plan 

SAMUEL  H.  THOMPSON,  Proprietor 
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license  he  pays,  a  lot  of  his  fur  would  be 
caught  by  small  boys  and  casual  trappers. 

It  seems  to  me  from  your  letter  that  the 
government  coupon  system  must  be  beneficial 
to  the  beaver.  You  talk  of  the  settler  being 
tempted  to  take  more  than  ten — "  where 
there  are  thousands,"  and  this  sounds  dis- 
linctly  encouraging.  Perhaps  in  a  year 
or  so  better  conditions  will  prevail.  Person- 
ally I  agree  with  you  in  the  matter  of  seasons, 
and  I  think  something  should  be  done  to  stop 
all  this  late  trapping.  April  is  too  late  for 
marten  and  mink,  and  it  would  make  an 
interesting  piece  of  information  to  know  what 
percentage  of  skins  caught  during  this  jnonth 
would  grade  No.  1.  Perhaps  you  could 
supply  some  figures  on  this  matter  yourself? 

One  other  remark  of  yours  calls  for  comment 
"The  trapper  is  the  man  to  protect  the  fur 
bearing  animals."  Yes,  he  is.  But  the 
pity  of  it  is  that  he  never  does,  unless  he  knows 
that  he,  and  he  only  will  trap  the  same  piece 
of  land  year  after  year. 

A  license  should  guarantee  him  this  privi- 
lege. Take  away  the  qualification  of  the 
license,  let  every  man  who  can  set  a  trap 
loot  the  woods  on  a  royalty  basis  and  you  will 
find  that  the  two  words  "trapper"  and  "pro- 
tection" are  not  on  speaking  terms. 

H.    G.  H. 


,  Query — Can  you  kindly  tell  me  through 
Rod  and  Gun  if  an  early  fall  or  late  spring  will 
cause  the  fur  of  skunk,  coon,  mink,  etc.,  to 
remain  prime  for  a  longer  period,  or  not. 
Toronto,  Ont.  A.  0. 

Answer — An  early  fall  will  certainly  cause 
fur  to  prime  up  earlier,  in  the  same  way  a  late 
fall  will  delay  the  process.  Theoretically 
a  late  spring-  will  keep  fur  prim*e  longer, 
though  in  actual  fact  owing  to  rubbing, 
shedding  and  fading  colors  the  skins  deterior- 
ate after  March.  Fox  are  one  of  the  first 
to  show  signs  of  rubbing. 

H.G.H. 


Query — Which  would  be  the  best  place  for 
an  amateur  to  go  for  the  winter,  Northern 
Ontario  or  B.C.? 

In  what  month  should  one  get  there  to  pre- 
pare for  the  winter,  as  I  know  nothing  about 
the  country.  How  much  money  would  one  have 
to  have  after  he  got  there  for  traps,  sup- 
plies, etc.,  providing  he  had  the'guns? 

I  have  an  Army  Ross,  model  1905,  it  has  a 
30  inch  barrel.  I  have  it  equipped  with  Ly- 
man 48  receiver  sight  and  No.  3  ivory  bead 
front  sight.    It  weighs  about  nine  pounds. 


Do  you  consider  this  a  good  rifle  to  take  with 
me,  don't  you  think  it  too  clumsy?  I  have  a 
Savage  22  model  1914  which  I  understand  is  a 
good  rifle  for  a  trapper.  Would  you  take  a 
shot  gun  along?  Wouldn't  it  be  best  (if  one 
could)  to  get  in  with  some  other  trapper 
who  knows  more  about  it? 

Would  telescope  sights  be  better  on  a  big 
rifle  than  peep  sights? 
Broderick,  Sask.  R.  D. 

Answer — Personally  I  think  Northern  On- 
tario. In  either  case  you  will  have  to  buck 
conditions  that  will  appear  pretty  tough  to  an 
amateur,  and  while  the  right  men  make  big 
money  in  B.C.,  you  would  be  more  likely  to 
make  a  little  money  in  Ontario  than  you  would 
in  B.C.  You  have  a  greater  choice  of  fur 
in  Ontario,  too,  as  £here  are  only  certain 
districts  in  B.C.  where  there  are  any  foxes. 
The  inland  valleys  chiefly  produce  marten, 
ermine  and  lynx.  Of  course,  there  are  other 
furs,  but  these  are  the  staples.  To  make  a 
big  catch  of  either  ermine  or  marten  you  have 
to  get  up  pretty  high,  and  have  to  fight  against 
the  ever  increasing  snowfall.  This,  and  the 
hilly  nature  of  the  country  has  discouraged  a 
good  many  men.  In  last  month's  TRAP 
LINE  there  was  an  article^  by  Fred  Clark 
that  gives  a  good  idea  of  Northern  Ontario. 

If  you  go  into  a  new  valley  (which  you  al- 
most have  to  do  now  to  make  real  money) 
you  would  have  to  cut  and  blaze  a  trail, 
build  cabins,  pick  out  your  lines  and  get 
your  supplies  up.  In  a  case  like  this  a  man 
would  almost  need  to  start  work 'in  July — 
it  all  depends  on  how  far  away  you  are  going, 
but  in  any  case  you  want  to  get  things  in 
shape  by  October.  You  would  need  enough 
money  for  license,  purchase  of  traps,  six 
months  grub,  etc.,  three  or  four  hundred 
dollars  anyway,  and  you  wouldn't  have  much 
left  then,  believe  me. 

If  you  like  the  Ross,  and  can  shoot  with  it, 
and  pack  it  round,  and  it  suits  you  I  would 
take  it  with  you.  If  you  don't  like  it  I  should 
get  some  other  gun.  There  is  no  set  rule,  you 
know.  A  man  just  picks  out  the  gun  he 
likes — and  then  spends  the  rest  of  his  life 
defending  it  against  the  attacks  of  his  friends. 
In  B.C.  yoij  would  find  there  were  very  few 
days  when  you  would  want  to  pack  anything 
bigger  than  a  22  for  a  bait  gun.  Leave  the 
shotgun  at  home.  It  would  certainly  be 
far  and  away  the  best  thing  you  could  do 
to  get  in  with  a  partner.  A  man  has  no  moral 
or  earthly  right  to  spend  a  winter  in  the 
mountains  by  himself.  I  am  no  amateur,  and 
I  wouldn't  do  it.    It's  alright  from  a  distance, 
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FOR  SALE   KIT    BAGS    R-A.F.  STORES 

Slightly  used,  but  in  good  condition.    Made  of  heavy  Khaki  Duck,  Cord  and  Gromaett 
fastener.    Size,  10  ins.  diameter  at  bottom,  23  ins.  deep,  top  to  bottom. 

SPECIAL  PRICE  TO  CLEAR,  50c  EACH 

EVERY  SPORTSMAN  CAN  USE  THESE 

THE  D.PIKE  CO. ltd 

THE  RELIABLE  SPORTING  GOODS  SHOP 

123  KING  ST.  E.,  TORONTO 


Add  To  Your  Collection  of 
Victor  Records— FREE 

We  are  offering  "His  Master's  Voice"  records  as  premiunis  for  new 
subscriptions  to  ROD  AND  GUN  Magazine. 

Two  new  subscriptions  at  $1.50  each  entitles  you  to  a  90c  record. 

Three  new  subscriptions  at  $1.50  each  entitles  you  to  a  $1.25  or  a  $1.50 
record  as  desired. 

Four  new  subscriptions  at  $1.50  each  entitles  you  to  a  $2.00  record. 

Five  new  subscriptions  at  $1.50  each  entitles  you  to  a  $2.50  record,  and 


so  on. 


Send  us  the  subscriptions  %and  we  will  have  the  record  or  records  you 
earn  sent  you,  all  charges  paid. 

Sample  copies  and  subscription  blanks  will  be  furnished  on  application. 

dIpartment  Rod  and  Gun  in  Canada,  Woodstock,  Ont. 


♦  * 

::  The  Culture  of  Black 


CANADA'S    leading  sportsman's  magazine.  "Rod 
and  Gun"  is  being  besieged  by  requests  for  in- 
formation, the  result  of  the  interest  created  by 
the  splendid  articles  that  have  appeared  in  recent 

and  Silver   FoXeS  To^meet  this  demand,  the  publishers  are  issuing  the 

articles  in  book  form,  in  which  enthusiasts  are  given 
Bv  R  B  and  L  V  valuable  and  hitherto  unknown  information  about 

rLt"    da     m  D  foxes,    under    the    following    heads:  Introduction, 

v^roTx,   d.m.,  iyi.^.  Heredity,  Origin,  Breeding,  Mating  and  Gestation, 

  Pens  and  Dens,  Food  and  Feeding,  Food  and  Care, 

-— —  Value. 

The  volume  is  profusely  illustrated  with  pictures 
taken  from  life,  and  will  doubtless  be  eagerly  re- 

Wf    T^iilrk**   I  t/1     Pi i hi i chore  ceived    by   everyone   interested   in    the  profitable 

.  J.  laylOr,  Lta.,  rUDHSnerS     ?      rai8ing  J  thi8  valuable  animal. 

WOODSTOCK  -    -    -   ONTARIO     4»      Mailed  to  any  address  upon  receipt  of  price— 60c 

•5»  postpaid. 

,M..M"M"H..M"M.fr^"MM 
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but  familiarity  with  solitude  on  the  summits 
doesn't  breed  contempt.  It's  more  likely  to 
drive  a  fellow  'bugs.'  Don't  consider  doing 
it.  This  is  the  most  serious  advice  I  can 
give  you.  A  little  ad.  in  Bod  and  Gun  might 
put  you  in  touch  with  some  one  who  is  looking 
for  a  partner. 

Personally  I  prefer  open  sights  to  either 
peep  or  telescope,  though  for  a  long  shot 


at  game  on  an  open  sidehill  where  the  brush 
doesn't  worry  you  the  telescope  sights  are  the 
thing.  However,  in  a  thick-bush  country 
where  game  is  always  seen  at  close  quarters, 
and  where  all  shooting  has  to  be  done  quickly 
I  prefer  an  open  sight. 

Trusting  this  will  help  you. 

H.  C.  H. 


Canadian  Dog  Shows,  1919 

George  Goodwin 

*  / 

Another  indication  that  more  interest  is 
now  being  taken  in  dogs,  this  applies  to  sport- 
ing dogs,  is  the  fact  that  advertisers  of  such 
dogs  in  Rod  and  Gun  find  a  ready  market  for 
their  stock.  We  knbw  of  such  advertisers 
selling  dogs  all  over  Canada  from  Nova 
Scotia  to  British  Columbia  and  not  being  able 
to  fill  all  orders.  No  doubt  those  breeding 
other  varieties  of  dogs,  but  reaching  their 
customers  through  other  advertising  mediums, 
enjoy  this  same  increase  of  business. 

The  Western  provinces  show  more  English 
setters  and  retrievers  (water  spaniels  and 
Chesapeakes)  than  here  in  the  East,  but  the 
East  is  to  the  fore  in  Irish  setters.  There 
are  some  very  fine  retrievers  in  the  West 
where  there  is  such  good  use  for  them.  We 
would  like  to  give  our  readers  more  particu- 
lars of  these  "Western  dogs  and  in  future  will 
endeavor  to  do  so. 

Fox  hounds  and  beagles  are  used  more  here 
in  the  East,  though  of  course  we  have  setters 
and  retrievers.  The  latter  are  bred  smaller 
here,  to  meet  our  conditions,  than  those  in 


NOW  that  the  war  is  over  people  are 
getting  around  again  with  increased 
enthusiasm  to  their  hobbies  and  sports. 
Complete  and  thoroughly  organized  shows 
were  held  at  Vancouver,  Victoria,  and  Nan- 
aimo,  B.C.;  Edmonton  and  Calgary,  Alta.; 
Regina  and  MooseJaw,  Sask.;  Winnipeg, 
Man.;  Toronto,  Ottawa,  London,  Brantford 
and  Cornwall,  Ont.;  Montreal,  Sherbrooke 
and  Trois  Rivieres,  Que.;  and  St.  John,  N.B. 
In  the  larger  centers  like  Toronto  and  Mon- 
treal several  all  breed  shows  as  well  as  many 
evening  shows  are  held  each  year.  The  most 
noticeable  feature  of  the  shows  this  year  was 
the  increased  attendance  and  gate  receipts. 
This  is  an  indication  that  the  sport  and  busi- 
ness in  dogs  is  one  of  the  most  popular,  which 
with  the  right  promotion  will  become  one  of 
the  leading  sporting  events  surpassing  poultry 
shows  and  equalling  horse  shows.  And  why 
not?  Is  not  the  dog  the  first  domesticated 
animal  of  man  and  has  been  closer,  more 
biddable  and  put  to  a  more  varied  use  by 
man  than  any  other  animal? 


ROD  AND  GUN  IN  CANADA 


861 


May  we  send  you 
this  guide  book? 


An  illustrated  guide  to  points 
of  interest  in  and  around  Buffalo, 
including  Niagara  Falls.  Free 
on  request. 

When  in  Buffalo,  stop  at  the 
Hotel  Lenox,  Buffalo's  ideal 
hotel  for  tourists.  Quietly 
situated,  yet  convenient  to 
theatre,  shopping  and  business 
districts  and  Niagara  Falls 
Boulevard.    First-class  garage. 

European  plan.  Fire" 
proof,  modern.  Un- 
usual cuisine.  Every 
room  an  outside  room. 
$2.00  up . 

On  Empire  Tours. 
Road  map  and 
running  directions 
free. 

G.  A.  MINER 

Managing  Director 
North  St.  at 
Delaware  Ave. 
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Auto -Strop 
Razors 


^Military  Pattern  j 

! 

In  waterproof  khaki  canvas  case,  j 

B 

complete  with  12  blades  and  mirror  ! 

.  i  i 

postpaid  f 


$3.75 
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Pick  out  one  of  the  glorious,  radiant  Gophir  Gems, 
set  in  solid  14-kt.  gold,  and  get  it  on  a  5  days'  free 
trial.  Wear  it  to  the  ball — to  the  opera — on  the 
street — to  work — everywhere  for  5  full  days,  then 

decide  whether  you  wish  to  buy  or  not.  If  you  are  not 
fascinated  by  its  radiance — if  you  consider  its  splendor 
one  trifle  less  than  that  of  a  mined  diamond— send  it  back 
at  our  expense.  You  don't  pay  us  a  penny  for  the  trial. 
If  you  decide  to  keep  it,  pay  the  rock-bottom  price"  (l-30th 
as  much  as  a  diamond  costs)  as  you  can  afford.  Terms  as 
low  as  3ic  a  day  ($1.00  a  month),  without  interest.  No 
red  tape.  Your  credit  is  good  with  the  Gophir  Diamond 
Co.   Send  coupon  for  new  jewelry  book. 

MARVELLOUS  NEW  DISCOVERY 

A  problem  of  the  ages  has  been  solved.  Science  has  at 
last  produced  a  gem  of  dazzling  brilliance.  They  are 
called  Gophir  Gems,  and  resemble  mined  diamonds  so 
closely  that  many  people  of  wealth  are  preferring  them. 
Gophir  Gems  stand  fire  and  acid  tests  and  cut  glass.  Get 
one  on  trial  to-day.   Wear  it  before  you  decide  to  buy. 

SET  IN  SOLID  14-kt.  GOLD— Gophir  Gems 
Are  Not  Imitations. 

These  precious  gems  are  the  master  products  of  science— 
the  realization  of  the  dreams  of  centuries.  They  are  never 
set  in  anything  but  solid  14-kt.  gold.  Write  for  the  new 
catalogue  and  see  the  exquisite  new  settings  for  yourself. 

SEND  THE  COUPON  For  New  Jewelry  Book. 

Put  your  name  and  address  in  the  coupon  on  a  letter  or  a 
post  card  and  send  to  us  at  once  for  the  big  new  book  of 
exquisite  Gophir  Gems.  Read  the  fascinating  story  of 
how  at  last  Science  has  conquered  Nature  and  has  pro- 
duced a  glorious,  radiant  gem,  whose  dazzling  brilliance 
is  actually  a  marvel  to  behold.  They  cost  but  l-30th  as 
much  as  diamonds,  and  wear  forever.  Do  not  delay  an 
instant.  Put  your  name  £.nd  address  in  the  coupon  now— 
get  the  free  book  immediately  while  this  great  offer  lasts. 

THE  GOPHIR  DIAMOND  CO.,  OF  CANADA 

Dept,  VI,  140  Yonge  St,,  Toronto. 
Gentlemen — Send  me  your  new  Jewelry  Book  and  full 
particulars  of  your  Free  Trial,  easy  payment  plan. 

NAME   :  

ADDRFRS  


WE  ARE  IN  THE    MARKET   AND  WILL 
PAY  HIGHEST  PRICES  FOR 

DEER  SKINS 

WRITE  FOR  PRICES. 
OUR  PRICE  LIST  OF 

RAW  FURS 

WILL  BE  FORWARDED  TO  YOU  FREE  ON 
REQUEST,  ALSO  CATALOG  OF  TRAPPERS' 
SUPPLIES. 

E.T.  CARTER  &  CO. 

93  FRONT  ST.  E.  TORONTO,  CAN. 


Instructions  for  Net  Making 

Fish  Nets  easily 
made  by  photo- 
graphs and  print- 
ed i  n  s  t  r  u  c  tions. 
Send  to  day  and  learn  how.  Price  25c  postpaid. 
W.  E.  CLAYTON  Altoona,  Kansas 
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the  We*t.  The  cocker  spaniel  is  not  being 
used  as  much  as  it  should  be  as  a  bird  dog,  for 
partridges  and  upland  shooting.  When  built 
ia  the  right  shape. and  trained  for  this  use 
there  is  no  better  dog  than  the  cocker.  How- 
ever, the  show  bench  proper  of  late  years  is 
too  long  in  body,  not  enough  on  the  legs 
to  properly  undertake  the  work  for  which  it 
is  intended.  There  are  one  or  two  breeders, 
though,  here  in  Ontario,  who  are  special- 
izing in  a  cross  of  cocker  and  setter  and  are 
producing  a  most  efficient  dog. 

A  few  importations  have  been  made  of 
Welsh  j^siatftfrli,  a  dog  similar  to  the  cross 
just  ■MpPloned,  a  bit  larger  and  higher  on 
the  Teg  than  the  present  cockers.  These 
should  make  very  useful. dogs  in  this  coun- 
try but  we  have  not  heard  of  them  being  used 
much.  Perhaps,  because  of  late  years  we 
kave  had  very  few  partridge  and  upland  birds. 

For  water  work  the  Irish  water  spaniel  is 
still  the  favorite,  although  we  have  heard 
and  known  of  airedales  being  equally  as  good 
and  in  some  instances  better.  The  airedale 
is  a  hunting  dog  and  a  water  dog  and  was 
originally  bred  for  this  purpose.  If  you  can 
get  one  with  ^his  instinct  paramount  and 
train  him  for  the  work,  you  will  have  a  water 
retriever  that  can't  be  beaten,  thick  marsh  or 
ice  won't  stop  him. 

The  Canadian  National  Exhibition  Dog 
Show,  Toronto,  was  the  big  event  for  all  dog 
fanciers  of  Canada,  for  here  are  gathered 
together  the  finest  specimens  of  all  the  Well 
known  breeds  from  all  over  Canada  and  the 
United  States.  Some  eight  hundred  dogs 
are  usually  shown.  We  are  pleased  to  note 
that  beagles,  which  were  quite  plentiful 
years  ago  in  this  country,  are  again  becoming 
quite  popular  and  some  very  interesting 
field  trials  for  these  dogs  are  held  each  year 
in  Essex  County. 

THE  MANITOBA  FIELD  TRIALS 

The  Manitoba  Field  Trial' Club  is  one  of  the 
oldest  organizations  of  its  kind  on  the  con- 
tinent, for  years  ago  that  part  of  Canada  had 
many  sportsmen  interested  in  the  welfare  of 
the  bird  dog,  who  did  much  to  bring  him  to  a 
high  standard  of  perfection.  With  the 
addition  of  new  members,  and  now  that  the 
war  is  over,  this  club  is  again  going  ahead 
with  increased  enthusiasm.  A  very  success- 
ful meeting  was  held  this  year  during  the 
week  of  August  25th  around  Storbuck, 
twenty-five  miles  out  from  Winnipeg.  The 
first  event  was  the  all  age  stake,  in  which 
twenty  started,  the  winner  being  the  Llew- 


ellyn setter,  Jersey  Prince,  owned  by  Frank 
Reily  of  Philadelphia,  who  always  found 
birds  properly  with  very  stylish  pointing, 
running  and  negotiating  the  country.  Mary 
Montrose,  the  famous  Field  and  Bench  win- 
ner, owned  by  Wm.  Ziegler,  was  second. 
Equally  as  good  or  e^en  superior  in  class, 
in  this  event  she  did  not  prove  as  good  as 
Prince  in  finding  and  handling.  The  judges 
gave  her  second  on  class  alone.  There  were 
two  other  dogs  in  this  even,  Shore's  Ruby 
Pearl,  and  Royal  Flush,  which  found  and 
handled  the  game  even  better  than  Mary,  and 
for  this  alone  they  might  well  have  been 
placed  above  her. 

There  were  twenty-one  puppies  started 
in  the  Derby,  some  very  high  cfess  ones,  the 
winner  being  a  lemon  and  white  pointer  bitch . 
Great  Island  Diminutive,  Kid's  Girl  Daughter 
of  Ch.  Kid  was  second,  C.  E.  Duffield,  owner. 
This  bitch  did  much  winning  in  Ohio  and  In- 
diana last  spring.  She  is  quick  at  finding 
birdy  places,  and  does  excellent  work  on 
chickens,  but  has  not  the  range  and  speed 
of  the  winner.  Bob  Armstrong  brought  out 
Rainbow,  a  liver  and  white  pointer  bitch, 
which  got  third.  She  is  fast  and  good  action 
and  with  more  finish  oivgame  will  make  a  real 
good  dog.  Armstrong  also  ran  a  setter  bitch 
Suffragist  by  Candy  Kid,  whom  many 
thought  equally  as  good  as  Rainbow.  Judg- 
ing from  the  class  of  puppies  that  appeared 
in  this  stake  we  are  pleased  to  note  that  the 
standard  of  bird  dogs  has  not  fallen  behind 
during  the  years  of  the  war. 

The  championship,  the  last  and  more  im- 
portant stake  on'  the  program,  had  but  six 
quarters,  but  they  were  all  seasoned  veterans 
that  put  up  a  nice  performance  for  the  coveted 
title  of  Manitoba  Chicken  Champion.  In 
this  stake  Mary  Montrose  ran  in  her  cham- 
pionship style,  and  put  up  a  performance 
that  was  a  delight  and  a  wonder  to  the 
Field  Trial  experts  present.  She  is  always 
great  on  covering  ground  and  in  the  history 
of  field  trial  has  had  very  few  equals.  Her 
sire,  Comanche  Frank,  was  noted  for  great 
range  and  speed,  and  Momoney  was  also  such 
a  dog. 

The  first  brace  out  in  this  event  were  Com- 
anche Rop,  owned  by  Wm.  Ziegler  (Crane, 
handler)  and  Shore's  Ben,  owned  by  Dr.  Stone 
of  Bay  City  (Matrin,  Handler).  Both  dogs 
found  birds  and  made  several  points  doing  nice 
work,  but  Rop  was  considered  the  more 
consistent  of  the  two.  The  next  pair  down 
was  Royal  Flush  and  Jersey  Prince.  Neither 
ran  as  well  as  in  the  all  age  stake,  owing  per- 
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Automobile  Troubles  and  How  to  Remedy  Them 

By  CHARLES  P.  ROOT 

CONTENTS — Back  firing,  Blow-back  of  gas  into  carburetor,  Popping  noises,  Buzz  in 
coil  (other  than  contact  breaker  buzz),  clatter  and  grind  in  gear  box,  Compression,  faulty, 
Compression,  none,  Explosions,  Irregular  or  uncertain  running.  Metallic  or  puffing  noises, 
Misfires,  Resistance  slight  when  operating  starting  handle,  Start,  failure  to,  Steering  er- 
atic,  Stoppage  of  engine,  Water  escapes,  Air  lock,  Batteries,  Bearings,  Bent  axle.  Brakes, 
Carburation,  Change  Speed  gear,  Clutch,  Coil,  Connecting  rod  or  crank  shaft  broken, 
Contact  breaker  (High  tension  magneto),  Contact  maker,  Knock  in  bearings  generally  or 
in  Transmission  system.  Leaks:  Loss  of  power,  Gear,  Governor,  Hunting,  Ignition,  Lub- 
rication, Misfires,  Muffler  troubles,  Noise,  Overheating,  Pipes  burst  out  or  fractured, 
Piston  troubles,  Popping  in  carburetor,  Pressure  leaking  (in  case  of  pressure  feed)  Pre- 
ignition,  Shost  circuits.  Spark  plug,  Steam  bound  or  air  lock,  Steering,  Supply  pipe 
choked,  Tining,  TireNs,  Valves,  Valve  springs,  Water  circulation,  Wheels. 

Prices*  Flexible  Leather  ,..$1.75  Cloth  Binding  $1.25 

W.  J.  TAYLOR,  LIMITED,  PUBLISHER,        WOODSTOCK,  ONT. 


Preserve  Your  Outing 


In  an  Oil 
Painting 


An  Ideal  Decoration  For 
Your  Den  or  Office. 

AND  in  after  years,  you  and  your  friends 
will  take  great  delight  in  this  permanent 
reminder  of  that  pleasant  sojourn  you 
spent  in  the  Canadian  wilds — or  wherever  you 
went.  Your  camera  snap-shots  have  possibly 
not  done  your  trip  justice.  At  any  rate,  they 
missed  the  vivid  colorings  of  the  woods,  the 
sky  and  the  water. 

Rod  &  Gun's  Artist  Can  Reproduce  Your  Trip  True  to  Life 

In  Oil,  Pen  and  Ink  Sketch,  or  Wash  Drawing. 

He  can  illustrate  that  incident  which  stands  out  prominently  in  your 
memory,  just  as  it  actually  Happened — full  of  life  and  action. 

F.  V.  WILLIAMS 

You  know  his  work — you  see  it  every  month 
on  the  cover  of  this  magazine.  He  excels  in 
reproductions  of  Big  Game  Hunting,  Canoeing, 
Mountain  Climbing,  Fishing — any  and  all  of 
the  vast  number  of  subjects  offered  by  the 
great  Outdoors. 

Send  us  the  details  and  photos;  we'll  turn  them  over  to  the  artist.  He'll  work  for 
you  just  as  well  as  he  does  for  us.    And  the  price  will  be  moderate.    Address — 

ROD  AND  GUN  IN  CANADA 

WOODSTOCK,  ONTARIO 


Painter  of  the  Out-of-Doors,  Designer 
and  Producer  of  Rod  and  Gun's  Covers 

He  will  do  this,  either  from  descriptive  mat- 
ter furnished  by  the  sportsman,  or  from  his 
snap-shots,  or  better  still,  from  a  combina- 
tion of  both.  You'll  be  delighted  with  the 
result  and  number  the  picture  among  your 
Den's  treasured  articles. 
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haps  to  the  hot  sun-  at  this  time  of  the  day. 
Prince's  work  in  this  heat  was  not  equal  to 
that  of  Comanche  Rop  in  his.  The  final 
brace  was  Mary  Montrose  and  Shore's  Ruby 
Pearl.  The  hot  sun  appeared  also  to  affect 
Pearl's  going,  but  Mary,  hardened  dog  as 
she  is,  kept  on  going,  working  the  course 
thoroughly  and  truly  for  over  a  half  hour,, 
until  the  spectators  began  to  wonder  if  class 
was  again  only  going  to  carry  her  through. 
Neither  dog  had  yet  found  birds.  Finally, 
Mary,  as  if  to  prove  her  championship  calibre, 
was  seen  in  a  clear  set  point,  away  out  on  the 
sky  line  of  the  virgin  prairie  where  the  summer 
flowers  of  red  and  yellow  mingled  with  the 
purple  of  the  Canadian  asters,  where  the  pink 
of  a  late  prairie  rose  lifted  its  modest  head 
out  of  the  grasses.    As  the  men  and  horses 


came  up  the  birds  evidently  moved  on  for 
Mary  was  seen  to  move  on,  and  then  point 
again.  Her  handler,  Tomlinson,  coming  up 
and  after  Mary  had  moved  a  couple  more 
points,  finally  flushed  a  bevy  over  Mary 
who  stood  steady  and  true.  Continuing  her 
work,  she  again  found  birds,  and  with  the 
rays  of  the  evening  sun  playin?  all  about  her 
as  if  to  glorify  the  picture  she  made  v/ith  her 
beautiful  work,  she  stood  perfectly  steady  to 
the  rise  of  the  birds. 

This  finished  the  stake  and  Mary  had  nosed 
her  fourth  championship  in  the  fourth  year 
she  had  been  out. 

We  would  like  our  deer  hunters  to  send  us  in 
some  accounts  describing  the  work  of  their 
dogs  on  the  hunts  of  the  past  season.  We 
would  also  like  to  hear  from  the  duck  shooters. 


H.R.H.  The  Prince  of  Wales,  K.G.,  arriving  at  Cameron  Falls  at  the  end  of  his  30  mile 
canoe  trip.    Andro  Lexy,  the  chief  Nipigon  guide,  at  the  stern. 

— Courtesy  Canadian  National  Railways 
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DOMINION 

REGAL 
CANUCK 


HIGH  GUN 
PREMIER 


Rfmffi$torL 

ARROW 
NJTRO  CHUB 


SELBY  LOADS 

Challenge  grade 
superior  grade 


i\BLA(TK  SHFIT* 

AJAX 
CLIMAX 


-FIELD 
RECORD 

Wnchester 

REPEATER 
LEADER 


INFALLIBLE 


! 


Bunch  Your  Hits! 

Give  your  gun  a  chance^to^show  you  what  it  can  do! 
Don't  be  satisfied  with  an  average  score  at  the  traps 
— or  a  hit-or-miss  day  in  the  field.  Bunch  your  Tiits 
and  keep  'em  bunched  by  shooting  shells  loaded  with 
infallible. 

You  can  shoot  this  powder  in  your  favorite  shell,  for 
any  one  of  the  14  standard  brands  listed  at  the  left 
can  be  bought  loaded  with 

HERCULES 

Smokeless  Shotgun 


INFALLIBLE 

This  powder  never  varies.  It  will  always  burn  free 
and  clean,  give  high  velocity  with  light  recoil  and 
uniformly  even  patterns. 

The  next  time  you  buy  loaded  shells  insist  that  they 
be  loaded  with  Hercules  Smokeless  Shotgun  Powder. 
Look  on  the  end  of  the  box  or  on  the  top  wad  of  the 
shell  for  the  name  Infallible. 


HERCULES  POWDEJ^CO. 

35  West  10th  Street 


Wilmington 


Delaware 


Advertisements  will  be 
inserted  in  this  Department 
at  4c.  a  word.    Send  re- 
mittance with  order .  Copy 
should  not  be  later  than 
the  10th  of  the  month. 

FOR  SAI F  WANT  AND 

1  VII  JflLLi,    If  /ill  1  /till/ 

EXCHANGE  DEPT. 

BIRDS  AND  ANIMALS 


FOR  SALE — Best  quality  ranch-raised  mink,  also 
Canada  wild  geese.  Nelson  Waldron,  Tyne  Valley,  Prince 
Edward  Island.  6  6T 

FOR  SALE — Domesticated  wild  mallard  Ducks.  The 
best  decoys  known.  $5.00  per  pair  or  $7.00  per  trio,  T.  D. 
Spence,  Charleston,  Ont.  11-3T 

WILD  ANIMALS — Correspondence  solicited  with 
parties  interested  in  Fox  Ranching  or  in  purchasing  or 
selling  stock."  Blake  Vanatter,  Georgetown,  Ont.  J.t.f 

WANTED — Coyote  or  Prairie  Wolf,  male.  F.  Dixon, 
2208  Mclntyre,  Regina,  Sask.  121T 

FOR  SALE — Ferrets.  Get  yours  now.  Rabbits  are 
plentiful  this  year.  Stamps  for  reply  please.  L.  Walters, 
Norwich,  Ont.  12  IT 

FOR  SALE — Pair  practically  black  foxes.  Also  twenty 
other  pairs.   Reid  Bros.,  Bothwell,  Ont.  12  3T 

FOR  SALE — 50  Nova  Scotia  ranch  bred  mink..  Pair 
S30.00.  David  A.  McRae,  West  Middle  River,  Nova 
Scotia.  12  IT 


DEN  CURIOS 

DEN  CURIOS — Art  photographs,  relics,  for  batchelor 
apartments.  Gulf  News,  our  monthly  list  will  interest 
you.  Sample  photo  with  copy  for  10c.  Gulf  Curio  Co., 
Houston,  Texas.  121T 

«  f-BM^-^—     ■■■■■■  ■        i       u   i  i  ■    ■■■■  "  — ■■■  ■  — -» 

DOGS 

Canuck  Kennels,  Lindsay,  Ont.  Champion  bred 
Airedales,  Irish  (reg.)  Water  Spaniels  and  Foxhounds 
occasionally,  of  select  breeding.  8  TF 

FOR  SALE. — Splendid  Llewellin,  English,  Irish,  Gordon 
setter  pups  and  trained  dogs,  pointers,  spaniels  and  re- 
trievers in  pups  and  trained  dogs.  Enclose  stamp  for 
description.    Thoroughbred  Kennels,  Atlantic,  Iowa.  tf 

Airedale  Breeders  will  please  note  that  the  well-known 
prize  winning  Airedale  Birchcliffe  selected  is  at  stud  at  the 
Caeophilly  Kennels,  Ridgetown  ,Ontario.  For  particulars, 
address  the  owner,  P.  Bawden.  A  few  puppies  about 
ready  to  ship  11-2T 

FOR  SALE — Trained  and  untrained  Rabbit,  fox  and 
deer  Hounds,  whelped  July  4th.  Only  buyers  need  apply. 
Stamps.    Herman  Fischer,  Waterloo,  Ont.  9-5T. 

THE  HOMESTEAD  KENNELS,  GREENWOOD 
MISS. — Have  for  Sale  Trained  Hounds,  for  Fox,  and 
Cat,  Wolf  and  Deer,  Coon  and  Oppossum  and  Skunk, 
Squirrels  and  Rabbits,  good  as  live.  Fine  lot  of  young 
dogs.  Trained  dogs  sent  on  15  days  trial.  10  cents 
for  illustrated  catalog.  5-T.F. 

LOST — Black,  white  and  tan  and  black  and  tan  hounds. 
Ward  cut  on  left  side.  Reward.  E.  A.  Buckle,  Oakville, 
Ont.  12  IT 

FOR  SALE — Imported  English  Setter  bitch  pup,  7 
months  old,  by  Champion  Llewellin  Lew  out  of  Nellie 
Eddystone.  This  pup  has  been  worked  for  2  months,  and 
has  done  splendid  work.is  not  gun  shy  and  gives  promise 
of  being  a  wonderful  performer  in  the  field.  Apply  to 
Box  166,  ROD  AND  GUN,  Woodstock,  Ont.  12  IT 

FOR  SALE — Fox  hound  pup,  3  months  old  from  extra 
good  hunting  stock.  Apply  G.  M.  Marlett,  Paris  Jet.,  Ont., 
Box  324.  12  IT 


FOR  SALE — Walker  Fox  and  Deer  Hound  Pups,  over 
7  months  old.  Good  husky  fellows.  Pedigree  and  regis- 
tration paper  with  each  pup.  Price  $20  each.  Will 
Hutton,  Box  194,  Trenton,  Ont.  12  IT 

FOR  SALE — Beautiful  beagle  bitch,  9  months  old. 
Just  a  nice  age  to  work  this  fall,  eligible  to  register.  Sired 
by  Haig's  Captain,  dam  Flo  Florist.  Has  never  had  anv 
work.  Price  $20.00.  J.  M.  Shaw,  Box  168,  Forest, 
Ont.  12  IT 


"FIELD  AND  SHOW  DOG" 

With  All  Breed  Directory  Combined. 

Special  Department  on  all  breeds,  especially  Airedale 

terriers  each  month.     The  best  and  most  popular 

Kennel  advertising  medium  in  America. 

Issued  monthly;  Price  $1.00  year,  sample  copy  15c. 

Published  by   JOHN  A.  WHITE  &  SON, 
739  W.  Federal  St,  Youngstown,  Ohio,  U.S.A. 


America's 
Pioneer 
Dog  Medicines 
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BOOK  ON 

DOG  DISEASES 
And  How  to  Feed 

Mailed  free  t©  any  address  by 
the  Author 

H.  CLAY  GLOVER  CO.,  Inc., 
118  West  31st  Street,  New  York 


ENGINES  AND  LAUNCHES. 

Row  boat  Outboard  motors  and  others  cheap;  also 
reverse  gears,  rear  starters,  magnetos,  etc.  Send  for  list. 
Guarantee  Motor  Co.,  Hamilton,  Canada.  10-TF 

FOR  SALE — Marine  Engines,  two  cycle,  two,  three  and 
four  cylinder,  also  2  cylinder  4  cycle.  All  new.  Write  for 
further  particulars  stating  horse  power  required,  to  Box  L. 
ROD  AND  GUN,  Woodstock,  Ont.  TF 

FOR  SALE — 23  ft.  Semi-speed  launch,  beam  4  feet 
3  inches,  finished  ready  for  engine.  This  is  a  new  launch, 
now  ready  for  delivery.  For  further  particulars,  etc., 
write  Box  F.  ROD  AND  GUN,  Woodstock,  Ont.  TF 

GUNS 

YES— I  WILL  TRADE  GUNS— Send  2c  stamp  for 
complete  list  of  second  hand  and  shop-worn  firearms. 
Everything  guaranteed.  Tell  us  what  you  want  in  first 
letter.  Wm.  R.  Burkhard  (Established  in  1855),  143 
East  4th  St..  St.  Paul,  Minn.  "The  Original  and  Old 
Reliable."  ,   12-TF 

Big  game  ammunition  loaded'  to  order.  Progressive 
powders  with  copper  jacketed  bullets.  Henry  Bros.  616 
Cordova,  St.,  East.,  Vancouver,  B.C.  12-6T 

FOR  SALE — 303  Lee  Enfield  remodelled  sporting  rifle, 
perfect  condition, thirty  dollars,  worth  double;  also  several 
revolvers.    765  Shaw  Street,  Toronto,  Ont  121 T 

FOR  SALE — 250-3000  Savage  rifle,  new.  Lyman  tang 
wind  gauge  rear,  ivory  bead  front  sights.  Price  $35.00 
Sent  C.O.D.  M.  Macdonald,  300  Oxford  St.,  London, 
Ont.  £1      121 T 

WANTED — Colt,  Luger,  Smith  and  Wesson,  revolvers 
and  automatics,25  and  50  yd.  wad  cutting  bullets  on  hand, 
hand  made  Holsters.  We  do  the  finest  gun  repairs 
in  the  country.  W  H.  Lowe  .Gunsmith,  New  Liskeard 
Ont.  12-1T 
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FOR  SALE — 303  Ross  Match  Rifle,  Mark  111,  in  perfect 
condition.  Price  $25.00.  Write  T.  G.  Margetts,  256 
Bloor  St.  Wopt.  Toronto,  Ont.  121T 

WANTED — 303  British,  280  Ross,  and  35  Remington 
re-loading  tools.  J.  H.  Young,  64  Wellington  West, 
Toronto,  Ont-  12  IT 

FOR  SALE — Finest  collection  of  antique  fire  arms  in 
America.  About  500  pieces.  Will  be  sold  in  bloc  Apply 
to  N.  M.  Gurrie,  Box  304.,  St.  Marys:  Ont.,  Can.       12  IT 

FOR  SALE — Winchester  12  gauge  model  1912  hammer- 
less  take-down  repeating  shotgun,  weight  7J£  lbs.  Al 
condition,   price  $30.    A.   T.   Dukes,   Unionville,  Onf 

12  IT 

FOR  SALE— 500,  30-06  U.M.C.  Springfield  cartridges, 
172  grain,  $25  cash.  G.  W.  T.  Clausing,  Nye  St.,  Lima. 
Ohio.  12  IT 

FOR  SALE  or  TRADE — 44  Special  Smith  and  Wesson 
revolver,  perfect  condition.  Want  303  Savage  or  Win- 
chester or  Marlin,  must  be  in  good  condition.  Box  388 
Rod  and  Gun.  Woodstock,  Ont.  12  IT 

WANTED — American  Civil  War  Revolvers.  Large 
size  cap  and  ball.  Colt,  Remington,  Rogers  and  Spencer, 
Starr,  Allen  and  Wheelock  and  Savage.  Colt  and  Smith 
and  Wesson — Targert  Revolvers-22  cal.  Must  be  in 
good  shape.  James  Secord,  402  College  St.,  Toronto, 
Ontario.  12  IT 

Exchange  game  getter  new  and  difference  for  twenty  or 
twenty  eight  gauge,  Parker  Hammerless,  preferred. 
Box  567,  Halifax,  Nova  Scotia.  12  IT 


GUN  REPAIRING 

W.  A.  Brock 
We  make  a  specialty  of  Fine  Gun  Work, 
Restocking,   Barrel  Boring,  Stock-Bend- 
ing, Barrel  Browning,  etc.  • 

All  work  guaranteed. 

Second  hand  12  gauge  Hammerless 
Greener  Gun  28  inch  barrel  in  excellent 
condition  for  $60.00. 

BROCK'S 

The  Sporting  Goods  Store  of  London,  Ont. 


SPECIALS 


FOR  SALE — Set  of  Electric  automobile  lamps,  two  side 
and  one  tail.  Never  been  used.  Box  L,  ROD  AND  GUN 
Woodstock ,  Ontario .  TF 

Leaf  Tobacco  for  chewing  and  smoking;  pure,  naturally 
cured  Kentucky  Burley  of  finest  quality  and  flavour.  Sel- 
ected. $2.00  per  pound-package,  postpaid.  Hubert 
Hutton,  Berry,  Ky.,  U.S.A.  10-T.F. 

Guaranteed  Germinable  Wild  Rice  Seed!  Write  Robert 
Campbell,  Keene,  Ont.  '  11-3T. 

TRAPPERS— Get  a  Free  Copy  of  the  64-page  guide, 
'Trapping  Tricks."    Shows  photograph  illustrations  of 
sets  and  animal  catches.    Triumph  Trap  Co.,  Dept.  H. 
Oneida,  N.  Y.  11-2T. 

SUBSCRIBE  FOR  YOUR  U.  S.  MAGAZINES 
THROUGH  THEO.  A.  HOMAN,  WILKES-BARRE, 
PA.    "HE  PAYS  THE  POSTAGE.    GET  HIS  RATES." 

1 1-2T. 

MARRY  IF  LONELY;  for  results,  try  me;  best  and 
most  successful  "Home  Maker";  hundreds  rich  wish 
marriage  soon;  strictly  confidential;  most  reliable;  years 
of  experience;  descriptions  free.  The  Successful  Club," 
Box  556, Oakland,  Calif.  /  11-1T. 

FOR  SALE— One  Goldberg  display  fixture.  Metal 
frame  with  12. display  wings  18  ft.x  36  ft.  Worth  $70.00. 
For  quick  sale  $30.00.  Apply,  Box  400,  Rod  and  Gun, 
Woodstock,  Ont.  10-TF. 


TRAPPERS — Send  for  my  printed  instractions  "How 
to  Successfully  Trap  Muskrats  Under  the  Ice  in  Winter." 
It  explains  four  successful  methods  in  such  a  manner  that 
any  man  or  boy  can  understand  and  use  with  good  success. 
This  explains  the  secret  how  old  veteran  trappers  make 
such  enormous  rat  catches  yearly.  Price  60c.  A.  E. 
Schmidt,  Box  475,  Valley  City,  N.  Dakota.  1 1-2T. 

SPECKLED  TROUT  EGGS— Order  now  fo  ensure 
delivery.  Charges  moderate.  Caledon  Mountain  Trout 
Club,  Inglewood.  Ontario.  12  IT 

Fr7FM A  P^ORIAQI^  goitre,  tetter,  old  sores. 
Eiy^ILmA,roVIVlAOIO,  catarrh,  dandruff,  rheu- 
matism, piles,  cancer,  sore  eyes,  cured  or  no  charge.  Write 
for  particlars.  Eczema  Remedy  Co.,  Hot  Springs,  Ark.. 
U.  S.A. 

FOR  SALE — One  12  ft.  Kidney  duck  Boat,  in  Al  shape, 
29  wooden  decoys,  6  Mallards  balance  Red  Heads  and 
Blue  Bills,  like  new  one  10  gauge  Ithaca,  hammerless,  ej- 
ector, 30-14-2  %  like  new  inside  and  out.  Will  sell  all  or 
any  part.    Box  168,  Forest,  Ont.  '    12  IT 

TAXIDERMY  AND  TANNING 

FOR  SALE — Moose  Head,  fine  specimen  excellent  con 
dition.  Apply  Box  L.,  ROD  AND  GUN,  Woodstock 
Ont.  TP 

Artificial  eyes  and  skulls  for  Taxidermists  and  Furriers 
Oliver  Spanner  &  Co.,  26  Elm  St.,  Toronto.  We  buv  raw 
furs.  3  12T 


[Mink«Skunk,"Coon"RabbitsfeteJ 

with 


A  Dime 


brings  Illustrated  Trappers' 
Guide.  It  tells  how.  Giving 
the  first  time  in  print  the  treasured  secrets  of 
the  wisest  old  trappers  in  this  country,  it's 
worth  dollars  to  you. 


TRAPPERS' 

BOX  C     -      -  - 


SUPPLY  CO. 

OAK  PARK,  ILL. 


FREE ! 

A 

Thermos  Bottle 

Keeps  Hot  24  Hours      Keeps  Gold  72  Hours 

Thermos  make  hunters, 
fishermen  and  campers  inde- 
pendent of  stated  meal  hours. 
Hot  coffee,  tea  or  soup,  or  iced  v 
drinks  can  be  prepared  when 
convenient  and  kept  hot  or 
cold  for  the  morning  start,  the 
all  day  tramp  or  long  hours 
with  the  rod  and  gun.  Thermos 
give  heat  without  fire  and  cold 
without  ice.  Thermos  keeps 
liquid  steaming  hot  for  24 
hours  or  ice  cold  for  three 
days. 

FOR  SIX  NEW  SUBSCRIPTIONS 

we  will  send  a  Thermos  Bottle  all  charges  paid. 


PREMIUM  DEPARTMENT 
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Hallam's  beautiful  Fur  Fashion  Book, 
1920  Edition,  contains  48  pages  and 
cover,  with  over  300  illustrations  of 
Fur  Coats  and  Sets  from  actual  photo- 
graphs, among  which  is 


EY  WOLF 
T 


This  fine  quality  GRE  Y  CANADIAN  WOLF 
SET  is  well  worthy  of  special  attention.  The 
skins  used  are  of  a  rich  silrer  grey  color,  thick  and 
sojt,  the  scarj  is  fashioned  in  large  animal  style, 
poplin  lined  and  silk  poplin  streamers.  Muff  to 
match  in  barrel  shape,  poplin  cuffs,  soft  bed,  wrist 
cord  &nd  amber  ring.    Trimmed  with  natural 

heads,  tails  and  paws.    Very  Special. 

■'  -  ~  *  V 

PRICED  DELIVERED  TO  YOU  '. 

M  448  SCARF,  $18.75 
M  449  MUFF,  $18.75 


Address  in  full  as  follows  ; 


^0 


1441  jTallamBuilcLing^TORONTO, 

THE  LARGEST   IN  OUR  LINE  IN  CANADA 


